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THE OGILVIES. 


CHAPTER I. 


She, like the hazel twig, 
Is straight and slender; and as brown in hue 
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than their kernels, 
SHAKSPEARE. 


* KATHARINE, Katharine—where is Katharine Ogilvie ?" 

This call resounded from the entrance-hall of an old fam- 
ily mansion, i which, between the twilight and moonlight 
of a Deeember evening, a group of young people were as- 
sembled. 

“Where is she ?—why, staying to adorn herself, of 
eourse,” said a * young lady,” the type par excellence of 
that numerous class; bemg pretty-faced, pretty-spoken, and 
pretty-mannered. “ Was there ever a girl of sixteen who 
did not spend two hours at the least in dressing for her 
first evening party? I know I did.” 

“Very likely,” muttered a rather fine-looking young man 
who stood at the door. “You do the same now, Bella. 
But Katharine is not one of your sort.” 

The first speaker tossed her head. “That is a doubtful 
eompliment. Pray, Mr. Hugh Ogilvie, is it meant for your 
cousin Katharine, or your cousin Bella?’ And Miss Isa- 
bella Worsley, shaking her multitudinous ringlets, looked 
up in his face with what she doubtless thought a most be- 
witching air of espièglerie. 

But the young man was quite unmoved. He was ap- 
parently a simple soul—Mr. Hugh Ogilvie—too simple for 
such fascinations. “I wish some of you ehildren would go 
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and fetch your cousin. Uncle and aunt are quite ready; 
and Katharine knows her father will not endure to be kept 
waiting, even by herself.” 

“Jt is all your fault, cousin Hugh,” interposed one of the 
smaller fry which composed the Cliristmas family-party 
assembled at Summerwood Park. “I saw Katharine stay- 
ing to tie up the flowers you sent her. I told her how 
scarce they were, and how you rode over the country all 
this morning in search of them,” continued the wicked, 
long-tongued little imp of a boy, causing Hugh to turn 
very red and walk angrily away—and consequently win- 
ning an approving glance from the elder sister of all the 
juvenile brood, Isabella Worsley. 

“Really, Hugh, what a blessing of a cousin you must 
be !? observed the latter, following him to the foot of the 
stairease, where he stood restlessly beatiug his heel upon 
the stone steps. “One quite envies Katharine in having 
you so constantly at Summerwood. Why, it is better for 
her than possessing half a dozen brothers, isn't it, now ? 
Aud I dare say you find her worth a dozen of your sister 
Eleanor." 

Hugh made no audible answer except beginuing a long 
low whistle—sportsman-fashion. 

“J declare, he is calling for Katharine as he does for Juno 
—how very flattering !” cried Isabella, laughing. “Really, 
Hugh, this sort of behavior does not at all match with that 
elegant evening costume, which, by-the-by, I have not yet 
sufficiently admired.” 

«T wish heartily I were out of it,” muttered Hugh. “I 
had rather a great deal put on my shooting-jacket and go 
after wild ducks than start for this dull party at Mrs. 
Lancasters. Nothing should have persuaded me to ìt ex- 
cept—” 

“Except Katharine. But here she comes !" 

At this moment a young girl descended the stairs. Now, 
whatever the poets may say, there 1$ not a more nneom- 
fortable and unprepossessing age than “sweet sixteen.” 
The character and manners are then usually alike unformed 
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—the graceful frankness of childhood is lost, and the calm 
dignity of womanhood has not yet been gained. Iatha- 
rine Ogilvie was exactly in this transition state, in both 
mind and person. She had outgrown the roundness of 
early yonth; and her tall thin figure, without being pos- 
itively awkward, bore a ludicrous resemblance—as the 
short, plump Miss Worsley often remarked—to a lettuce 
run to seed, or a hyacinth that wi stretch out its long 
lanky leaves with an obstinate determination not to flower. 
This attenuated appearance was increased by the airy 
evening dress she wore—a halfmourning frock, exhibiting 
her thin neck and long arms, the slenderness of which 
caused her otherwise well-formed hands to seem somewhat 
disproportioned. Her features were regular and pleasing; 
but her dark—almost sallow—complexion prevented their 
attracting the notice which their classical form deserved. 
The girl had, however, one beanty, which, when she did 
chance to lift up her long lashes—a circumstance by no 
means frequent—was almost startling in its effeet.  Ivath- 
arine’s eyes were magnificent; of the darkest yet most 
limpid haze. Therein lay the chief expression of her face ; 
and often, when the rest of the features were in apparent 
repose, these strange eyes were suddenly lifted up, reveal- 
ing such a world of enthusiasm, passion, and tenderness, 
that her whole form seemed lighted up into beauty. 

“Come here, Katharine, and let us all have a look at 
yon!” said Isabella, drawing her shrinking cousin under 
the light of the hall lamp. “Wel, you are dressed tolera- 
bly to-night; your hair is neat and pretty enough." It 
was, indeed, very lovely, of a rich pnrple-black hue, its 
silken masses being most gracefully folded round her small 
head. “But, Katharine, child, what makes you so pale? 
You ought to be delighted at going to this grand soirée; 
I only wish I had been invited in yonr stead.” 

«So do I, too. Indeed, Bella, it would have been much 
pleasanter for me to stay at home,” said Katharine, in a 
low, timid voice, whose music was at least equal to the 
beauty of her eyes. 
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* You little simpleton to say so! But I don’t believe a 
word. 

* You may believe her or not, just as you like, Miss Bella 
—nobody minds,” answered Hugh, rather angrily, as he 
drew his young cousin’s arm through his own. ‘Come, 
Katharine, don't be frightened, Pll take eare of you; and 
we will manage to get throngh this formidable literary 
soirée together.” 

She clung to him with a grateful aud affectionate look, 
which would certainly once more have roused Isabella’s 
acrid tongue had not Mr. and Mrs. Ogilvie appeared. Aft- 
er them followed a light-footed graceful girl in deep mourn- 
ing. She carried a warm shawl, which she wrapped closely 
ronnd Katharine. 

“There’s a good, thonghtful little Nelly," said Hugh, 
while Katharine turned round with a quick impulse and 
kissed her. Bunt she only said “Good-night, dear Eleanor” 
—for her young heart had fluttered strangely thronghout 
all this evening. However, there was no time to pause 
over doubts and trepiđations, since her father and mother 
were already in the carriage; and thither she was herself 
hurried by Hugh, with an anxions care and tenderness 
that still farther excited Isabella’s envions indignation. 

“It is a fine thing to be an only daughter and an heiress,” 
thought she. ‘“ Bnt one ean easily see how the ease will 
end. Hugh thinks, of course, that he may as well get tlie 
estate with the title; and uncle Ogilvie will be glad enongh 
to keep both in the family, even if Hugh is not quite so rich 
as Cresus. I wonder how much money old Sir James will 
leave him, though. Anyhow, it is a good match for a little 
ugly thing like Katharine. But the husband she gets will 
make matters even—for Hugh Ogilvie is a commonplace, 
stupid boor. I would not have married him for the 
world.” 

Miss Worsley’s anger had probably affected her memory, 
since she came to pay this visit to her maternal grandfather 
with the firm determination so to “play her cards" as re- 
garded Hugh, that on her departure she might have the 
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certainty of one day revisiting Summerwood as its future 
inistress. 

Let us—thinking of the fearful number of her class who 
sully and degrade the pure ideal of womanhood — look 
mournfully on this girl. She had grown wise too soon— 
wise in the world’s evil sense. With her, love had been 
regarded alternately as a light jest and as a sentimental 
pretence, at an age when she could not understand its 
character and ought scarcely to have heard its name; and 
when the time came for the full heart of womanhood to re- 
spond to the mystic, universal touch, there was no answer. 
The one holy feeling had been frittered away into a num- 
ber of small fancies, until Isabella, now fully emerged trom 
her boarding-school romance, believed what her mother 
told her, that “a girl should never fall in love till she is 
asked to marry, and then make the best match she can.” 
And until this desirable event should happen— which, at 
five-and-twenty, seemed farther than ever from her earnest 
longings— Miss Worsley amused herself by carrying on 
passing flirtations with every agreeable young man she 
met. 

But while Isabella’s vain and worldly mind was thus 
judging by its own baser motives the very different na- 
ture of Katharine Ogilvie, the latter sat calmly by Hnugh’s 
side, enjoying the dreamy motion of the carriage, and not 
disposed to murmur at the silence of its occupants, which 
gave her full liberty to indulge in thought. 

“Tt is very cold,” at last observed Mrs. Ogilvie, trying 
to make the most original observation she could, in order 
to rouse her husband, who was always exceedingly cross 
after a doze—a circumstance which she naturally wished 
to prevent, if possible. A “hnmph” answered her obser- 
vation. 

* Don't you think you will get colder still if you go to 
sleep, Mr. Ogilvie ?” pursued the lady. 

“Pray suffer me to decide that. It was very foolish of 
us to go to this party, all the way to London, on such a 
wintry night.” 
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“But, my dear, you know Katharine must be brought 
out some time or other—and Mrs. Lancaster's soirée was 
such an excellent opportunity for her, since we can not 
have a ball at home on account of poor Sir James. Mrs. 
Lancaster knows all the scientific and literary world—her 
parties are most brilliant—it is a first-rate introduction for 
any young girl." 

Poor Katharine felt her timidity come over her with 
added painfulness, and heartily wished herself on the otto- 
man at her grandfather’s feet, instead of on her way to this 
terrible ordeal. But Hugh gave her hand an encouraging 
pressure, aud she felt comforted. So she listened patiently 
to her mother’s enumeration of all the celebrated people 
whom she would be sure to meet. After which the good 
lady, oppressed by her somnolent husband’s example, leaned 
her head back so as not to disarrange her elegant cap, and 
fell asleep in a few minutes. 

The carriage rolled through the unfrequented roads that 
mark the environs of the metropolis. Katharine sat watch- 
ing the light which the carriage-lamps threw as they passed 
—illumining for a moment the formal, leafless hedges, until 
every trace of rurality was lost in the purely suburban 
character of the villa-studded road. The young girl's vis- 
ion and the most outward fold of her thoughts received all 
these things; but her inner mind was all the while revolv- 
ing widely different matters, and chiefly this unseen world 
of society, about which she had formed various romantic 
ideas, the predominant one being that it was a brilliant, 
dazzling compound of the scenes described in Bulwer’s 
“ Godolphin,” and Mrs. Gore’s novels, passé. 

It is scarcely possible to imagine a girl more utterly ig- 
norant of the realities of life than was Katharine Ogilvie 
at sixteen. Delicate health had made her childhood soli- 
tary; and thongh fortune had bestowed on her troops of 
cousin-play fellows, she had known little of any of them ex- 
cepting Hugh and his sister. She had seen nothing of so- 
ciety or of the amusements of life, for her rather elderly 
parents rarely mingled in the world. Mr. and Mrs. Ogilvie 
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were a pattern couple for individual excellence and mutual 
observance of matrimonial proprieties. United in middle 
life, their existence flowed on in a placid stream, deep, si- 
lent, untroubled; their affection toward each other and to- 
ward their only child being rather passive than active— 
though steady, very undemonstrative. So Katharine, whom 
nature had cast in a different mould, became, as the confid- 
ine and clinging helplessness of childhood departed, more 
and more shut up within herself—looking to no other for 
amusement, seeking no sharer either in her pleasures or in 
her cares. <A life hke this sometimes educes strength and 
originality of character, but more often causes à morbid- 
ness of feeling which contents itself throughout existence 
with dreaming, not acting. Or if, at length, long-restrained 
emotions do break ont, it is with a terrible flood that sweeps 
away all before it. 

Katharine was by no means sentimental; for the term 
implies affectation, of which no stain had ever marred her 
nature. But her whole character was imbued with the 
wildest, deepest romance: the romance which comes in- 
stinctively to a finely-constituted mind left to form its 
own ideal of what is good and true. Her solitary child- 
hood had created an imaginary world in which she lived 
and moved side by side with its inhabitants. These were 
the heroes and heroines of the books which she had read— 
a most heterogeneous mass of literature—and the beings 
who peopled her own fanciful dreams, 

One thing only was wantirg to crown her romance, 
Though she had actually counted sixteen years, Katharine 
had never even fancied herseif “in love’—except, perhaps, 
with “Zanoni.” A few vague day-dreams and nightly fan- 
cies had of late floated over her spirit, causing her to yearn 
for some companionship higher and nobler than any she 
had yet known—something on which she might expend 
not merely her warm home-affections, already fully be- 
stowed on her parents and on Hugh, but the love of her 
soul, the worship of her heart and intellect combined. 
This longing she had of late tried to satisfy by changing 
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her ideal hero, on whom she had hung every possible and 
impossible perfection, for a real human being—that young 
poet whose life was itself a poem, Keats. His likeness, 
which Katharine had hung up in her room, haunted her 
perpetually; and many a time she sat watching it until 
she felt for this dead and buried poet a sensation very like 
the love of which she had read—the strange delicious se- 
sret which was to her as yet only a name. 

And thus, half a woman and half a child, Katharine 
Ogilvie was about to pass out of her ideal world, so fa- 
miliar and so dear, into the real world, of whieh she knew 
nothing. No wonder that she was silent and disposed to 
muse ! 

“Wake up, little cousin; what are you thinking about ?” 
said Hugh, suddenly. 

Katharine started—and her reverie was broken. The 
painful consciousness that Hugh might smile at her for 
having been “in the clouds," as he ealled these fits of ab- 
straetion, eaused the color to rise rapidly in her cheek. 

* What made you imagine I was thinking at all ?? 

* Merely because you have been perfectly silent for the 
last hour. Your papa and mamma have had time to fall 
comfortably asleep, and I have grown quite weary and 
cross through not having the pleasant talk that we prom- 
ised ourselves this morning.” 

“Dear Hugh! it was very stupid of me.” 

“Not at all, dear Katharine,” Hugh answered, echoing 
the adjeetive with an emphasis that deepened its meaning 
considerably. “ Not at all—if you will now tell me what 
oceupied your thoughts so much.” 

But Katharine, sincere as was her affeetion for her 
cousin, felt eonseious that he would not understand one 
half of the faneiful ideas whieh had passed through her 
brain during that long interval of silence. So her reply 
was the nsnal compromise which people adopt in such 
cases. 

“I was thinking of several things—amongst others, of 
Mrs. Lancaster's party." 
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Hugh looked rather annoyed. “I thonght you did not 
wish to go, and would much rather have been left at 
home ?” 

* Yes, at the last, and yet all this fortnight I have been 
longing for the day. Hugh, did you ever feel what it is 
to wish for any thing, and dream of it, and wonder about 
it, until when the time came you grew positively fright- 
ened, and almost wished that something would happen to 
frustrate your first desire ?” 

“Was this what you have been feeling, Katharine ?” 

“Perhaps so—I hardly know. I enjoyed the anticipa- 
tion very much until, from thinking of all the wonderful 
people I should meet, I began to think about myself. It 
is a bad thing to think too much about one's self, Hugh— 
is 1t not ?? 

Hngh assented abstractedly. It always gave him much 
more pleasure to hear I&atharine talk than to talk himself; 
and besides, his conversation was rarely either rapid or 
brilliant. 

Katharine went on. 

“It was, after all, very vain and foolish in me to fancy 
that any one I shonld meet to-night would notice me in 
the least. And so I have now come to the determination 
not to think about myself or my imperfections, but to en- 
joy this evening as muchas possible. Tell me, what great 
people are we likely to see?” 

“There is the Countess of A , and Lord William 
B ;and Sir Vivian C ," said Hugh, naming a few 
of the minor lights of the aristocracy who lend their feeble 
radiance to middle-class reunions. 

“T do not call these ‘great people,” answered Katha- 
rine, in a tone of disappointment. “They are not my he- 
roes and heroines. I want to see great writers, great pocts, 
great painters,” she continued, with an energy that made 
Hugh open his eyes to their utmost width. 

“Well, well, you little enthusiast, you will see plenty of 
that sort of people too.” 

“ That sort of people,” repeated Katharine, in a low tone; 
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aud she shrank into herself, and was silent for five min- 
utes. AX feeling of passing vexation even toward Hugh 
oppressed her, until a chance movement wafted toward 
her the perfume of her flowers—the flowers to procure 
which he had ridden for miles over the country that rainy 
morning. A trile sways one’s feelings sometimes, and 
Katharine's at once turned toward Hugh with an almost 
contrite acknowledgment. She songht an opportunity to 
remove any painful impression that her sudden silence 
might have given him. 

* Well, here we are almost at our journey's end, and 
papa and mamma are still asleep. We shall have very 
little more time for our talk, ugh; so make haste and 
tell we what occupied your thoughts during that long hour 
of silence ?” 

“ Not now, dear Katharine—not now 

IIe spoke—at once more gently and more hurriedly than 
Hngh Ogilvie was nsed to speak. Katharine was about 
to repeat her question, when the carriage stopped. 


p 


CHAPTER II. 


Meanwhile the day sinks fast, the sun is set, 

And in the lighted hall the guests are met. 

On frozen hearts the fiery rain of wine 

Falls, and the dew of music more divine 

Tempers the deep emotions of the time. 

* * * * 

How many meet who never yet have met, 

‘To part too soon, but never to forget ; 

3ut life’s familiar veil was now withdrawn, 

As the world leaps before an earthquake's dawn. 
SHELLEY. 


BEFORE Katharine had time once more to grow terrified 
at the sudden realization of her dreams of the world, she 
found herself in the brilliant drawing-rooms of Mrs. Lan- 
caster— following in the wake of her stately parents, and 
clinging with desperate energy to the arm of her cousin 
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Hugh. Her eyes, dazzled and pained by the sudden tran- 
sition from darkness to light, saw only a moving mass of 
gay attire which she was utterly unable to individualize. 
Ier ear was bewildered by that scarcely subdued din of 
many voices which makes literary conversazioni in general 
a sort of polite Babel. Indeed, the young girl's outward 
organs of observation were for the time quite dazzled; and 
she recovered herself only on hearing her mother say, 

“Mrs. Lancaster, allow me to introduce to you my daugh- 
ter Katharine.” 

Now, ever since Mrs. Ogilvie had discovered an old 
school-fellow in the celebrated Mrs. Laneaster, Katharine 
had heard continnally of the lady in question. Every one 
talked of her as a “ clever woman”—“ a blue”’—*“ an extra- 
ordinary ereature"—* à woman of mind ;? and somehow 
the girl had pictured to herself'a tall, maseuline, loud- voiced 
dame. "Therefore, she was agreeably surprised at seeing 
before her a lady—certamly not pretty, nor young except 
in her attire—but, nevertheless, graceful from her extreme 
smallness and delicacy of figure; there was nothing outré 
in her appearance except a peculiar style of head-dress, 
which set off the shape of her face to much advantage. 
This face was not remarkable for an intellectual expression, 
though the features evidently perpetually struggled to at- 
tain one. In spite of her semi-tragic glances, compressed 
lips, and fixed a.titudes, Mrs. Lancaster never could sune- 
ceed in appearing à genius, but was merely an agreeable- 
looking, stylish little lady. 

Tn that character, Katharine was not in the least afraid 
ofher. She felt the hight touch of the jeweled fingers, and 
listened to the blandest and best-modulated weleome that 
female lips could utter, until the gils prevailing senti- 
ments were those of intense relief, deep admiration, and 
undying gratitude toward Mrs. Lancaster. 

Immediately afterward, a pale young man who stood be- 
hind the lady timidly and silently shook hands with Kath- 
arine’s parents, and then, to her infinice surprise, with 
herself: 
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* Who is that gentleman? I don't know him," said 
Katharine, in a whisper, to Hugh. “ Why did not mamma 
introduce me—and why did he not speak ?” 

“Oh! it is only Mr. Lancaster, Mrs. Lancaster’s husband,” 
answered Hugh, with a scarcely perceptible smile. “He 
rarely speaks to any body, and nobody minds him at all.” 

“Tow very odd!” thought Katharine: whose idea of a 
husband—when the subject did occupy her mind—was of 
some noble being to whom the wife could look up with 
reverent admiration, who was always to take the lead in 
society, she following after like a loving shadow, but still 
only a shadow, of himself. Katharine watched Mrs. Lan- 
caster as she flitted about here and there, all smiles and 
conversation, while the silent husband retreated to a cor- 
ner; and she thought once more how very strange it was. 
She expressed this to Hugh when after great difficulty 
they at last found a seat, and talked together in that deep 
quietude which is nowhere greater than in a crowded as- 
sembly of strangers. 

But Hugh did not seem at all surprised. He had not 
known the Lancasters long, he said, but he believed they 
were a very happy couple. Mrs. Lancaster was a very 
superior woman; and perhaps that was the reason why 
she took the lead rather than her husband. 

“ My husband shall never be a man inferior to myself; I 
should not love him at all if I could not worship, reverence, 
look up to him in every thing," said Katharine, her eye 
dilating and her cheek glowing. But when she caught 
Hughl's look fixed upon her with intense astonishment, she 
suddenly felt conscious that she had said something wrong, 
and shrank abashed into her corner. She was not dis- 
turbed; for Hugh did not answer a word; but once or 
twice she fancied she heard him sigh. 

“ Ah, poor Hugh !” thought Katharine, “he imagines his 
wild cousin will never mend. And yet I only spoke what 
I thought. I must not do that any more. Perhaps my 
thoughts are foolish or wrong, since no one seems to u 
derstand them.” 
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And Katharine, glad as she had felt of Hugh's society 
and protection in this gay place of desolation—for so it 
seemed to her—experienced a feeling very like rehef when 
a lady near them addressed her cousin, and occupied his 
attention so that she herself could sit still and think. It 
was an amusement to her to watch the different combina- 
tions of the kaleidoscope of moving humanity which passed 
in review before her; looking at the different individuals, 
speeulating on their characters, or weaving little histories 
for each. Katharine took most interest in her own sex, 
who at least approached her idea of outward grace; but 
the * fine gentlemen" of a modern drawing-room did not at 
all resemble the heroes with which the romance-loving girl 
had peopled her world. She scarcely bestowed a second 
glance upon any of them. 

At last, while her eyes were vacantly fixed on the door, 
it opened and admitted—a gentleman. One who—in this 
instance—truly deserved the name. Katharine looked at 
him: her gaze was attracted a second time—a third—un- 
til it rested permanently on him. 

He was, in truth, à man of striking appearance. Not 
from his personal beauty, for there were many handsomer 
in the room, but from an inexpressible dignity, composure 
of manner, and grace of movement, to which his tall figure 
gave every advantage. His countenance was not disfig- 
nred by any ofthe modern atrocities of mustache and im- 
perial, no starched white cravat hid the outline of his chin 
and upper throat, and his dark crisped hair was thrown 
back, giving a classic beauty to the whole head. Yet its 
character was neither Greek nor Roman, but purely En- 
glish; the lines firm, sharp, and rather marked, denoted 
one who had seen much, felt much, and is no longer young. 
But no description of features would adequately convey 
an idea of the nameless air which at once impressed the 
conviction that this man was different to other men. Even 
sli¢ht singularities of dress—nsually puerile and contempt- 
ible affectations—were by him made so completely sub. 
servient to the wearer, that the most captious could not 
accuse him of conceit or eccentricity. 
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This was he on whom Katharine's young eyes rested the 
moment he entered the room. She watched his face with 
à vague deepening interest, feeling certain that she had 
seen it before—it seemed so familiar, yet so new. Lis 
form appeared at once to individualize itself from every 
other in the room; her eye followed it with a pleased con- 
seiousness that it brought sunshine wherever it moved. 
Poor Katharine! The world may laugh as it will at “first 
impressions"— 

Love at first sight, first-born, and heir to all— 
but there are in human nature strange and sudden im- 
pulses, which,though mysterious in their exercise, and still 
more so in their causes, are nevertheless realities. 

Ixatharme watched this man foralongtime. Sometimes, 
when he came nearer, she listened and caught a few tones 
of his voice: they were like his face, calm, thoughtful, ex- 
pressive, and they went to her heart like the music of some 
dear olden song. 

“What are you looking at so earnestly, Katharine ?” 

Katharine had no reason to conceal her thoughts, so she 
frankly pointed out the object of her contemplation. 

* Look at him, Hugh! Ias he not a pleasant face 

Itugh could not see any such face—or would not. 

“There! standing by the Indy at the harp. I have 
watched him a long time. I feel sure I must have seen 
him somewhere before.” 

* [n the clouds, very likely," answered her cousin, with 
a sharpness rare to his quiet manner. “You could not 
have seen him any where else, for he has but just come 
from abroad. I have seen him here once before; bnt no 
one excepting my romantic httle eousin ever ealled Lyne- 
don handsome." 

* Lynedon—Lynedon. Is that his name $” 

“Yes; and that is all I know about him. But, Iatha- 
rine—there, your eyes are wandering after him again. 
Why, you will be noticed if you look at him so mnch, 
even though you do think him handsome." 

“Ido not,” said Katharine, quietly; “but his face seems 


ce 
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as ifI knew it. It is pleasant to me to look at him, as it is 
to look at a picture or a statue. However, I will not do so 
if it is wrong, or, at all events, rude. I do not know the 
world so well as you, dear cousin.” 

Hugl’s countenance brightened, and he said no more, 
Meanwhile, Katharine persevered for at least five minutes 
in looking in the direction exactly opposite to Mr. Lyne- 
don. At last, easting her eyes in the mirror, she saw the 
reflection of his face as he stood silent at the opposite end 
of the room. That face in its thoughtful repose revealed 
to her the vague likeness which had at once made it seem 
familiar and dear. In character it strongly resembled the 
head of Keats, which had been her admiration for so many 
months. As the fancy struck her, IKatharine's cheek flushed, 
and a strange thrill shot through her heart. She looked at 
him again—and still the likeness seemed to inerease. It 
was à pleasure so new !—and with the aid of that friendly 
mirror surely there could be nothing wrong in thus watch- 
ing the living semblance of her poet! So Katharine gazed 
and gazed, utterly unconscious that she was drinking in the 
first draught of that cup which is offered to every human 
lip: to some, of honey—to others, of gall. 

Lynedon still kept close to the harp, until a lady sat 
down to play and sing. Her voice was touching and 
beautiful, and its pathos hushed even the noisy murmur 
around. <A foppish, affected young man at one side of the 
harp went mto ecstasies of rapture. Lynedon stood on the 
other side—his figure drawn up to its utmost height and 
his arms folded, intently listening. His head was bent, 
and half in shadow ; but once Katharine thought she saw 
the lips tremble with deep feeling. She did not wonder, 
for the tears were in her own eyes. 

“Divine, enchanting! Miss Trevor, you sing hke an 
angel,” cried the young dandy, taking out his pocket. 
handkerchief. 

Lynedon did not say a single word, but he offered his 
hand to lead the musician to her seat. She seemed a shy, 
timid creature, neither fashionable nor beautiful. As they 
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passed, Katharine heard him say in answer to some remark 
of hers, 

“Yes, it cave me pleasure. It is a dear old song to me. 
I had a little sister who used to sing it once. She had a 
sweet voice, very like yours.” 

Katharine longed for an angel’s voice, that she might 
have sung that song. She wondered if his sister lived; 
but no, from the tone in which he spoke of her she must 
be dead. He was surely good and affectionate, since he 
loved his sister. How well she must have loved him! 
Katharine had already woven out the whole romance of 
this stranger's life—and yet she did not even know his 
Cliristian name, and he had not once spoken to or even 
looked at her. Only some time after, as she was in the 
act of bidding adieu to Mrs. Lancaster, Katharine’s flowers 
fell, and Mr. Lynedon, who stood beside the hostess, stooped 
and gave them into the young girl’s hand. It was a trifling 
act of courtesy, but he did it as he did every thing else, 
more gracefully than other men. He would have done 
the same, apparently, to any woman, old or young, ugly or 
pretty. Katharine felt that he had not even looked in her 
face. She experienced no surprise or wounded vanity, for 
she never remembered herself at all. She only thought 
of him. 

* Well, it has been a pleasant evening,” said Mrs. Ogilvie, 
when they were again in the carriage. “Do yon think so, 
bush 2’ 

Hugh did indeed ; for there was still the long quiet ride 
home, with Katharine close beside him, ready to talk over 
every thing, as she had proposed. 

* And you, Katharine, love; have you liked your en- 
trance into society ?" inquired the mother. 

“Yes,” said Katharine, gently but briefly. She did not 
seem half so much disposed to talk as Hugh expected. 

“I asked Mrs. Lancaster and her husband to spend a day 
with us; was [ right, Mr. Ogilvie ?” 

‘Certainly, my dear; ask whom you please. Mrs. Lan- 
caster is a woman of very good breeding; and besides, for 
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an intellectual lady and a lover of antiquities, there are 
many curious and remarkable sights near Summerwood 
Park. Of course she will come ?” 

“Not just at present, as she has a friend staying there, 
a Mr. Lynedon. I did not know whether you would like 
him to be included." 

“By all means, Mrs. Ogilvie. Ihappened to have a good 
deal of talk with Mr. Paul Lynedon—a clever, sensible 
young man; has no conceit about him, like the puppies of 
our day. He is trying to get into Parliament—admires 
Sir Robert, and is particularly well read on the currency 
question. By all means invite Mr. Paul Lynedon.” 

Katharine's ears drank in all this. Here was new mat- 
ter added to her little romance. He was about to enter 
Parliament—a noble career! Katharine was sure he would 
rise to be a great statesman—a second Canning. And 
then, his Christian name was Paul. 

Most young girls think much of a Christian name: in- 
deed, more or less so does every body. We have all a sort 
of ideal nomenclature; names that please us by their eu- 
phony, or else make us love them for their associations. 
Some seem suited to peculiar characters; and when we 
meet the impersonations of them, we are fain to apply our 
fanciful ideal, saying, * Ah! there's a bright-faced, clear- 
hearted Clara"—or, *'This girl is surely à Mary, sweet, 
gentle Mary"—or, *Such a one is the very beau-ideal of 
3 Walter, a Henry, or an Edmund !" 

Katharine felt a painful twinge, excusable in a romantic 
damsel of sixteen, when she found that her hero was called 
El: 

“Mr. Paul Lynedon coming to Summerwood,” observed 
Hugh, with the faintest shade of annoyance perceptible in 
his tone; ‘then, Katharine, you will have a splendid op- 
portunity of admiring your handsome hero—and of talking 
to him too.” 

“ A man like Mr. Lynedon would never think of talking 
to such a child as J,” answered Katharine, in a low tone. 
“ And, Hugh, I believe I told you before that I do not think 
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him handsome. There is nothing strikingly beantifnl in 
his features; indeed, I do not consider them any better 
than yours.” 

“Thank you,” said IIngh, good-humoredly. ‘ Then 
what made you notice him so much ?? 

“I can hardly tell, excepting that there seemed in his face 
something more than beauty—something I never saw before 
in any other. I can not describe what it was, the sensa- 
tion it gave me was so peculiar. But pleasant—yes, I think 
I had more pleasure in looking at his face than at any I ever 
Siw Meath my lite.” 

* Katharine, I shall be quite jealous soon.” 

* You need not. Mr. Paul Lynedon is not my cousin, 
my old playfellow, and friend. And if he were, I think I 
should be too much afraid of him ever to feel for him the 
same affection that I bear to you and Eleanor.” 

lIugh looked joyfully in his cousin’s eyes: they were 
calm and clear. They did not droop, or turn from his. 
There was not a feeling in Katharine’s heart that she 
wished to hide. 

“What are you and Katharine talking about?” said Mr. 
Ogilvie, rousing himself from one of his usual taciturn 
moods. “We can not hear a word on this side of the 
carriage, and the lamps are so dim that we can hardly see 
your faces,” 

“Never mind, my dear,” observed Mrs. Ogilvie, “young 
people generally like talking over a party, and Hugh and 
Katharine scem always to have plenty to say to one an- 
other.’ And a quiet smile passed over the matron's face, 
showing how skilled she thought herself in the womanly 
acquirement of reading hearts. . And when, an hour after, 
that worthy lady and affectionate mother lay cogitating 
over the past evening, she thought with satisfaction that 
her Katherine had not seemed the least dazzled by her first 
sight of “the world,” and appeared to care for the atten- 
tions of no one save that good, kind cousin Hugh, who 
would one day make her such an excellent husband. 

While, in the next chamber, Katharine was dreaming 
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one of her wild fantastic dreams, wherein she herself was 
transformed suceessively into the heroine of several of her 
pet romances. And somehow, whenever she looked into 
the face of the dearly-loved dream-hero, it always changed 
to the same likeness—the deep clear eyes and wavy hair 
of Mr. Paul Lynedon. 


CHAPTER III. 


Love took np the glass of Time, and turned it in his glowing hands, 

Every moment lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands, 

Love took up the harp of Life, and sinote on all the chords with might, 

Smote the chord of self, that, trembling, passed in music out of sight. 
TENNYSON. 

THE mistress of Summerwood was a living homily on the 
blessings of early rising. Every morning she took her place 
before the old-fashioned silver urn exactly as the elock 
struck eight. She had done the same for some eighteen 
years, during which her fair serene countenance slowly 
settled into that of a matron of fifty-two. But it still re- 
tained its fresh, unwrinkled look, as though the years which 
had passed over 1t had been counted by summers only. 
And certainly, since her marriage, life had been one long 
summer to Mrs. Ogilvie. 

Her husband would rather have missed the daylight 
than her pleasant face at his breakfast-board ; and, winter 
or summer, there could not be a more cheerful sight than 
the group assembled round the early meal at Summer- 
wood. For Mr. Ogilvie would allow “no nonsense” of late 
rising; and even his niece Isabella was forced to give up 
her fine lady airs, and descend at proper time with the 
young brothers and sisters of whom she was the unwilling 
guardian. The family cirele on the morning after Mrs. 
Lancaster’s party was completed by Hugh, with his bright, 
merry “morning face,” and Eleanor, always serene, though 
over her still hung the shadow ofa grief (now some months 


past), that of a mother’s loss. Katharine, usually the blithest 
B 
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of the group, seemed on this partieular day rather though 
fully inclined, Isabella attributed the fact to “the effects 
of dissipation,” and laughed at her cousin for being so 
country-bred as to feel overwhelmed with fatigue by only 
one party on the same night. 

“Tf you lived the life that I do, what would become of 
you, Katharine? You would be dead in six monthz. You 
look half dead now.” 

“T really do not feel so.” 

“Then why drink your coffee with sach a sentimental 
air? Did you meet any of your poetical heroes among 
the great geniuses who, as Hugh says, congregate at Mrs. 
Lancasters? Pray tell us whom you fell in love with last 
night.” 

This was spoken in an under tone, and with a meaning 
smile that made Katharine’s cheek flush against her will. 
Ier simplicity took in solemn earnest all the careless jests 
of this young lady, whose first lessons in the art of love 
had been received at that source of all evil—a fashionable 
boarding-school. 

«I do not understand you, Isabella,” was her hurried re- 
ply; while Hugh darted across the table the most frown- 
ing look his good-tempered face could assume. 

“TJ think, Bella, you might let Katharine eat her break- 
fast in peace for once!” he exclaimed. 

“T beg your pardon, Hugh; don't quite kill me for troub- 
ling your dearly-beloved cousin with my unwarrantable 
curiosity. But, as her breakfast is nearly ended, I should 
like to hear from her a little about last night, if you will 
kindly allow her to make the exertion." 

Hugh colored with vexation; and Katharine, resigning 
herself to her fate, sighed out, “ Well, Bella, of what must 
I tell ?” 

* Oh, in the first place, of the dresses." 

“I am very sorry, but I did not notice one. Indeed, J 
am afraid I do not care for dress as much as I ought," con- 
tinned Katharine, in a depreeating tone. Ter sensitive 
aud unformed mind was ever painfully alive to ridicule; 
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and this weakness constantly subjected her to the influence 
of the worldly Isabella. But Eleanor Ogilvie came to her 
aid. 

* Katharine, I will relieve Bella and turn cateehist. Did 
you see any of those ‘celebrities,’ as you call them, about 
whom you have been thinking and wondering so much ail 
the week ?” 

* [Tugh pointed out several, and it was very interesting 
to wateh them; but—” 

“But they were not quite what you expected—is it not 
BOT 
“Perhaps,” said Katharine, doubtfully, as she took ad- 
vantage of a general move from table, and drew near the 
window, Eleanor following. “I wonder why it 1s that 
people whose books we read rarely come np to our expee- 
tations—at least, not exactly. I have heard this, and last 
night I found it out for myself! Why is it, Eleanor 7” 

Eleanor smiled. ‘There was something peculiarly sweet 
and expressive in Eleanor Ogilvie’s smile. 

“Nay, you must not expect me to answer à question 
which involves the solving of a problem—I, who ain hitle 
older than yourself, and have searcely seen more of the 
world. But I imagine the reason to be this, that most 
men write out in their books their inner selves—their 
deepest and purest feelings—and we form our ideal of 
them from that. When we meet them in the world, we 
sce only the outer self—perhaps but a rough and clumsy 
shell—and it often takes some time and a great deal of 
patience before we can get at the kernel.” 

“Bravo, little Nelly!” cried Hugh, coming behind his sis- 
ter, and putting his two hands on her shoulders. “Why, 
this is a speech quite @ da Wychnor—the fellow himself 
mieht have said 1t." 

“Who is Mr. Wychnor ?” asked Katharine. 

“Did you never hear Eleanor speak of him? Philip 
Wychnor was her old playfellow; and we met him again 
this antumn at Mrs. Breynton’s, when we were all staying 
there together.” 
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“What is he like?” again inquired Katharine, 

“I think I can best answer that," said Eleanor, turning 
round, with the faintest rose-tint on her usually colorless 
cheek; ** Philip Wyehnor 1s à nephew of Mrs. Breynton’s. 
Ie has great talents—but that 1s his least git. He has the 
faculty of making every one honor and respect hin, though 
ne is as yct little more than a boy.” 

“A boy! why, Nell, he is more than twenty,” interrupted 
Hugh, with one of his merriest laughs. “Only faney, Kath- 
arine, calling à young man—a graduate of Oxford—a boy !” 

Eleanor only smiled, with a eomposure which had its 
effect upon the young man, who possessed Katharine's 
grand qualification te make a perfect character; he “loved 
his sister.” Moreover, he felt the influence of her more 
finely-constituted mind and character to a degree of which 
he was himself hardly conscious. 

“Well, he was a good fellow, this Wychnor—though 
rather too sentimental and poetical for me. But, there is 
Aunt Ogilvie calling for Katharine. What a pity that our 
pleasant talk in the corner must end !” 

Katharine bounded away in answer to her mother's sum- 
mons, One circumstance gave her eonsiderable surprise, 
and yet satisfaction—that at breakfast, and after, amidst 
all the conversation about Mrs. Lancasters soirée, no one 
had ever mentioned Mr. Paul Lynedon. No one even 
seemed to think of him. Now, in her own reminiscences 
of the evening, both dreaming and awake, this one image 
stood pre-eminent amidst all the rest. 1t was very odd, 
surely. But she felt the omission a relief; for who but 
herself could comprehend her dreams ? 

“I want yon to write a note to Mrs. Lancaster, my love,” 
observed her mother. * Your papa wishes the Laneasters 
to visit us while Mr. Lynedon stays with them—he has 

taken such a fancy to the young man, Did you see him, 
Katharine ?” 

* Yes," said Katharine 
for her life. 

Her mother did not require one, since she was busy fidg. 





and could not find another word 
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eting about in the writing-desk for various instruments of 
epistolary labor, the absence of which showed how little 
versed the lady was in the art of correspondence, 

“Shall I fetch my own desk, mamma ?? 

* Av, do, love; you have every thing you want there, 
and Iam not used to writing—especially to such elever 
people as Mrs. Layeaster.” 

This latter portion of her mother’s sentence rested pain- 
fully on Katharine’s mind during her journey to her own 
room and back. It was indeed a formidable thing to write 
to Mrs. Laneaster— and about Mr. Paul Lynedon! Poor 
Katharine felt positively alarmed, especially when she re- 
membered that all the care of her governess and masters 
had never succeeded in making her a caligraphist, and 
that she now wrote the sorriest hand imaginable. Timidly 
did she hint this to her mother. 

* Why, my dear child, you never cared for your hand- 
writing before; what makes you so particular now? I 
suppose you are afraid of Mrs. Lancaster. But never mind, 
for I once heard her say that clever people always write 
badly—and certainly her own handwriting Is a specimen 
pins" 

Katharine laughed ; but she did not say a word more of 
excuse, lest her mother should discover that there was an- 
other person's opinion whieh she had thonght of even be- 
fore Mrs. Lancaster's. 

* He will certainly see the letter—she will be sure to 
show it to him,” said Katharine to herself, when she was 
left alone to fulfill her task. And the idea that Mr. Lyne- 
don's eyes would rest upon her letter—or, at the least, that 
he wonld hear it read—made the writing and composition 
secem matters of momentous importance. She changed the 
sentences, and rearranged them; one said too mueh, an- 
other too little. First, the invitation appeared too warm ; 
and then it was worded in a style so coldly polite that 
Katharine felt sure a man of his dignity would never ac- 
cept it. She wrote more copies than she eared to count 
before the final decision was made. Then, when in the last 
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earefully-indited epistle she came to his name—J/. Paul 
Lynedon—it was written slowly, almost tremulously. She 
had said it to herselfinany times, until it had grown almost 
à familiar sound, but she had never written it before. It 
was a simple arrangement of simple letters; and yet, wheu 
she had completed the epistle, the one name seemed to her 
to stand out in bold relief from the rest of the page, distinet 
and clear—as the face of its owner among all other human 
faces in that motley erowd. 

Let ns travel in spirit, whither Katharine’s thoughts often 
wandered that day, and accompany the letter to its desti- 
nation. ffin real life this clairvoyance existed, how many 
of us would wish to employ it? And with what result ? 
Perhaps to see lines— over which the full heart had poured 
itself, or stilled its beatings in a vain effort to write care- 
lessly of what it felt so much—elanced over with an idle, 
passing notice, and thrown aside! Or, perchance, to mark 
with almost equal pain that what we wrote as mere “words, 
words, words” of custom or of conrtesy, became to the re- 
ceiver a mine of treasure, to be pored over and reconstrued 
again and again, hopefully or despondingly, with feelings 
of which we knew not, and, knowing, would only regard in 
sorrowful pity that they should be thus cast at our feet in 
vain, 

“Iere is an invitation," said Mrs. Lancaster, throwing 
down Katharme’s precious note among a heap of others. 
“Tt concerns you, Lynedon; will you read it %” 

“Thank you— presently.” He finished his coffee, and 
then took up the letter. * It seems a cordial invitation— 
shall you accept it?” 

«If you are also inclined. Snmmerwood is a pretty 
place, I believe, with many antiquities in the neighbor- 
hood.” 

“That will just suit you,” said Lynedon, smiling, as he 
remembered the archeological hobby which Mrs. Lancaster 
had lately mounted, and whieh she was now riding to death. 

* Yes, but you yourself might find some interests even 
among such quiet folk as the Ogilvies. The old father, Sir 
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James, is in his dotage, and Mr. Ogilvie has considerable 
influence in the county. He might be of use in this Par- 
liamentary scheme of yours; especially as he told me, in 
his own solemn way, how much he liked you." 

“Liked me? Oh, yes, remember him now. A precise, 
middle-aged specimen of the genus ! country gentieman'-— 
with a quiet, mild-looking lady always creeping after 
him. His wife, probably?” He looked at the signature. 
**Katharine Ogilvie'—a pretty name, very ; it is hers, I 
suppose ?" 

* No, the note 1s from their daughter. Yon saw her too 
the other mght—a little brown-complexioned girl, who 
dropped her flowers, and you gave them to her.” 

“I really do not remember the fact,” said Paul Lynedon, 
shaking back his beautiful hair. ** Wasshe pretty? Really, 
my dear Mrs. Lancaster, you fill your house so with beauty 
that one is perplexed with abundance. But for this visit 
—I am quite at your service, you know, invariably.” 

“Then it is agreed upon. Julian, my love, put it down 
in my visiting-book, that we may not forget.” Mr. Lan- 
easter did as he was bidden, and his wife and Mr. Lynedon 
went on with their conversation, during which the latter— 
who had a habit of always playing with something while 
he was talkine--twisted IXatharine's note into: every con- 
ceivable shape, finally tearing it into small diamonds, aud 
then again into triangles. 

Poor Katharine! And yet m the wildness and self-for- 
getfulness of her dream she might not have thought it an 
unworthy destiny for her letter. Had it not been torn in 
pieees by Panl Lynedon’s very own fingers! 

With Mrs. Lancaster’s acceptance came one from Mir. 
Lynedon himself, in a few courteous words, which won the 
marked approbation of the formal Mr. Ogilvie. 

* À proper, gentleman-hke note. Mr. Lynedon is, as 1 
thought, very superior to the young men of the present 
day." Ilis young daughters eyes brightened at the 
words. It was so pleasant to hear her hero praised ! 

“ And read what Mrs, Laneaster says of him,” observed 
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Mrs. Ogilvie, as she handed the lady’s epistle to her hus 
band. 

Mr. Ogilvie looked, shook his head, and passed the note 
on to his daughter. “Read it, Katharine. I never could 
make out Mrs. Lancasters hand.” 

Katharine read with a voice wonderfully steady, consid- 
ering how her little heart fluttered all the time. “‘I thank 
you for including my friend, Mr. Lynedon, in your invita- 
tion; 1t will give me pleasure to introduce to your circle 
one whom you will, I trust, esteem as I do. He is a man 
whose talents will one day raise him very high in the world. 
He has the minor advantages of a good social position, and, 
I believe, an excellent heart; but these are little compared 
to his highest possession —a commanding and powerful 
NN Y 

“Js Mrs. Lancaster quite right there ?” said Eleanor, lift- 
ing up her soft quiet eyes from her work. “She secms to 
think of Mr. Lynedon's intellect alone, and to ie no 
other qualities. Now, he may be a clever man— 

* He may be—he is!” cried Katharine, energetically. 
* He will be one of the great men of the age.” Then sec- 
ing that, as usual, her sudden burst of enthusiasm met with 
but a freezing reception, she grew hot and cold, and heartily 
wished she could run away. 

“Really, Katharine, that is à very positive declaration 
to be made by a child like yon,” said her father; “and, 
besides, what opportunity can yon have had of judg- 
ing of Mr. Paul Lynedon’s intellect ? Did he speak to 
yon ?” 

*Oh no! but I heard him talk to others; that was much 
better than if he had spoken to me. Iliked very much to 
listen to him; I did not know it was wrong." 

“By no means, my love,” said Mrs. Ogilvie. “A taste 
for refined conversation is always becoming in a lady ; aud 
when yon grow up, and are aware of the position which 
you hold in the world, I hope you will always have clever 
men and women in your society. But still, as a child, you 
should not express quite so decided an opinion—at least 
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not in public. Here, with only your papa, myself, and 
Eleanor, it signifies little." 

Katharine did not at all understand why a right opin- 
ion Was not right to be expressed at all times and im all 
places; prndence, reserve, and conventionalism being quite 
unknown in her young life's exquisite Utopia, But she 
said nothing, for she always found that arguing on the 
subject did not avail in the shghtest degree. Her father 
never gave reasons, but merely repeated his opinions in a 
tone gradually more and more authoritative. The girl's 
only chance of finding out truth lay in pondering over 
every thing she saw and heard in the depths of her own 
heart, and thus struggling toward a conclusion, But with 
the wisest of us this internal course of education is often 
at first groping through dark ways. Our minds, not only 
in their powers of acquiring knowledge, but in their per- 
ceptive and reflective faculties, need a guiding hand as 
well as our bodies. We must be led a while before we 
have strength to walk alone. 

Katharine Ogilvie had no one to direct her—not one 
living soul. She was ever looking toward the light, and 
in vain. Each glimmering taper she mistook for the full- 
ness of day. Perhaps it was this intense yearning for 
something whereon to rest—some one from whom to learn 
wisdom, excellence, truth—who would take her restless, 
unformed life into his hands, and become at once its law, 
its guide, its glory, and its delight— perhaps it was this 
which made her cling with such sudden vehemence to that 
ideal which she thought she saw in Paul Lynedon. It was 
not that, according to the rule of young misses of her age, 
she “fell in love? Katharine wonld have started with in- 
stinctive delicacy had the expression met her ear or the 
thought entered her mind. Love had as yet little place 
in her world—exeept as something that was to come one 
day, as a vagne sentiment, fall of poetry, and carrying with 
it a mysterious charm. Her feeling toward Paul Lynedon 
was somewhat akin to what she experienced toward her 


pet heroes in romances or her favorite poets—an apprecia- 
D 
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tive worship, drawn forth by all that was in them of noble 
and beautiful— 
A devotion to something afar 
From the sphere of our sorrow. 

Of “ falling in love” with or marrying Paul Lynedon she 
no more thought than of uniting herself in affectionate 
earthly ties to an angel who guided some “ bright partic- 
niansiar" 

Yet, in spite of ail this child-like unconscionsness of the 
real nature of the life-phase which was opening upon her, 
it was strange how much her vague interest in her hero 
grew during the few days that intervened between the ac- 
ceptance of the invitation and its fulfillment. But she 
kept her thoughts closely locked up in her own heart, 
which, as we have said, was indeed a reserve neither 
strange nor new to her. 

When, a few days after, the departure of the Worsley 
tribe left Katharine alone with her two cousins, Hugh and 
Eleanor, she felt the restraint a little removed. But still, 
though she loved them both sincerely, neither they nor 
any human being had ever passed the circle of the young 
girl's inner world. lugh could not—it was beyond his 
power; and Eleanor, detained for years by the sick couch 
of her lost mother, had scarcely visited 5ummerwood. 
Thus not even she had ever won from Katharine’s ex- 
treme shyness that friendship and confidence which mere 
ties of kindred ean never command. 

Therefore no hand had. vet lifted more than the outer 
fold of this young heart, trembling, bursting, and thrilling 
with its full, rich life, and ready at the first sun-gleam to 
open and pour forth its whole awakened being in a per- 
fume—at once the purest and most passionate form of that 
essence which we call Love. 

On a girl like this, calmer hearts and wiser heads may 
look with mingled pity and blame. And yet not so—tor 
God never made a more innocent creature than Katharine 
Ogilvie. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Like to a good old age released from care. 

Journeyiug 1u long sereuity away, 

In such a bright, late quiet, would that I 

Might wear out life, like thee, midst bowers and brooks, 
And, dearer yet, the sunshine of kind looks 

And murmur of kind voices ever nigh. —BDnvANT. 


Children ought to consider themselves in the house of their father as in 
a temple where nature has placed them, and of which she has made them 
the priests and the ministers, that they might continually employ them- 
selves in the worship of those deities who gave them being.—IirEnocrrs. 


Mns, LANcasTEn's expected three days’ visit necessitate] 
considerable preparation within the quiet precincts of Sum- 
merwood, and Katharine was deputed to stay as much as 
possible by her grandfather's side, in order to amuse him, 
and keep from him the knowledge of any domestic revolu- 
tions. This was rather pleasant to the young girl than 
otherwise; for she was a great favorite with Sir James, 
and returned his affection by a watchful love above that 
of most pet grandchildren. Besides, the office gave her 
more opportunities of indulging in those fits of dreaminess 
whieh now more than ever became her delight. 

Every morning Hugh looked in upon his grandfathers 
study. It was called so still, though now this scene of 
youthful labor had been transformed into the quiet, Juxn- 
rious asylum of feeble old age. Hugh, as he eame with 
his guns or his fishing-rods, had often glanced half-con- 
temptuonsly at the various oddities which decorated the 
chamber of the old politician—ponderous tomes, in. cen- 
tury-old bindings—dusty files of newspapers, which chron- 
icled the speeches of Pitt, Fox, and Burke, possibly with 
the announcement that the orator was “left speaking.” 
And so he yet continued to speak in the mind and mem- 
ory of Sir James Ogilvie, who by relies so carefully pre 
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served was thns enabled to blend the past and the present. 
Every morning, when he had listlessly heard the last night’s 
speeches in the 777»es—]istening perhaps more to the ech- 
oes of his pet granddaughter’s young voice than to the elo- 
quenee of Macaulay or of Peel—he would make Katharine 
turn over the old file of newspapers and read the daily 
chronicle of fifty years ago. Thus events which had grown 
dim even in historical recollection acquired the freshness 
of yesterday ; and great men, sharing in the resuscitation, 
spoke, not from their tombs, but from their old haunts in 
palace and in senate. To the old man—the last relic of a 
departed age—this past was a reality; and the stirring, 
teeming present a mere shadow—less than a dream. 

Ixatharine never langhed at these vagaries. They were 
to her strangely sacred, and her fanciful mind cast a poetry 
over all. 

“Still busy with those yellow old pamphlets,” said Hugh, 
putting in his head. A very cheerful face it was, glowing 
with health and good-temper, a fur cap sitting jauntily on 
the thick brown curls, “Katharine! will you never have 
done these readings ?—at Warren Hastings still, I see.” 

Katharine knitted her brows and laid her finger on her 
lips as a sign to stop her consin’s thoughtless speech. She 
looked much prettier in her high, close morning-dress than 
in the ball costume she wore when first described; it hid 
her thinness, and left to her girlish figure its natural slen- 
der and airy grace. She sat on a footstool, leaning against 
her grandfather’s arm-chair, with pamphlets and papers all 
scattered around. Sir James, a little, spare, withered old 
man, whose sole remnant of life seemed to exist in his 
bright restless eyes, leaned back in abstraction so perfect 
that he only noticed Hugh’s entrance by the cessation of 
the reading. 

* Go on, Katharine," he said, in the querulous tone of ex- 
treme old age; * why did you stop in the middle of that 
fine sentence of Mr. Burke's ?? 

“Wugh has just come in to say good mornin 
grandfather." 


g, dear 
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“ Hugh—what, Sir Hugh Abercombie! Iam really hon- 
ored.” 

Hugh could not help laughing; at which Sir James turned 
sharply round, and, as he recognized his grandson, his keen, 
glittering eyes wore an expression of annoyance. 

“You are exceedingly rude, sir! Go away, and do not 
interrupt us again." 

“Very well, grandfather. I only came to say how d'ye 
do to you, and to have a word with iny little cousin here. 
Katharine,” he continued, lowering his voice, “I met your 
mamma on the stairs, and she desired me to say that you 
must try to make Sir James understand about these vis- 
itors, the Lancasters—you know they come to-morrow, 
more's the pity." And IIugh’s face grew clouded, while 
Katharine’s brightened considerably. 

* Mamma told him yesterday—I heard her." 

* Ay, but he did not seem to make it out clearly, and was 
rather cross. Now you can persuade grandfather to any 
thing, and I don't wonder at it," continued Hugh, looking 
fondly in her face as she stood in the window, whither he 
had drawn her aside. 

“Very well, Pil try; and now run away, and good sue- 
cess to your skating, which I see is to be your amusement 
today.” 

“ But, Katharine, I shall be so dull alone. Will nobody 
come and see me skate this fine morning ?" 

“How vain you are, cousin Hugh,” laughed Katharine. 
* But it will soon be grandpapa's lunch-time, and then I 
shall be at liberty, and will come to the pond. So good-by 
for a little.” 

* Good-by, and mind you come, Katharine.” And, as 
Hugh departed, his cousin heard him whistling all the way 
down the staircase, “ My love she’s but a lassie yet”—his 
favorite tune. 

* [Iow tiresome that boy is,” said the old man. Katha- 
rine did not answer, but again took her place and began to 
read. Sir James tried to compose himself to listen, but the 
thread was broken, and would not reunite. Besides, the 
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interruption had made her own thoughts wander, and she 
read on mechanically,-so that her voiee took a monotonous 
tone. Her grandfather nodded over the very exordium of 
Warren Hastings's defense, and at last pronounced that it 
seemed not quite su interesting as it was at first; so he 
thought they had read enough for to-day. Katharine felt 
really glad; she put by all the books and papers with alac- 
utvsand took her plaee again at her erandtather's feet 

Now was the time for introducing the subject committed 
to her care. There could hardly be a more favorable mo- 
ment, for she had got fast hold of her grandfather's thin, 
yellow, withered fingers, and was playing with the mag- 
nificent rings which still daily adorned them. Nothing 
contributed so much to the old baronet’s good-humor as to 
liave his rings admired, aud he began to tell Iatharine, for 
the hundredth time, how one had been a bequest of Lord 
Chathams, and how another, à. magnificent diamond, had 
been placed on his finger by King George the Third, with 
his own royal and friendly hand. The young girl listened 
patiently, and with the interest that affection always taught 
her to assume, Then taking advantage of a pause, she ob- 
served, 

“JT think, grandpapa, you, who are so fond of antiqne 
rings, will like to see one that Mrs. Lancaster wears. I 
will ask her to show it you when she comes to-morrow.” 

“Who comes to-morrow, child? Who is Mrs. Laneas- 
ter?” 

“A very clever, agreeable woman. Don't you remem- 
ber that mamma invited her to spend a few days here— 
she, and her hnsband, and a frend of theirs, Mr. Lynedon ?” 

* Lynedon—Lynedon. Ah! I remember him well. Mr. 
—no, he was afterward made Viscount Lynedon, of Lyne- 
don. A clever speaker—a perfect gentleman. He and I 
were both presented at the king’s first levee. E shall bie 
delighted to see Lord Lynedon.” 

* [ do not think this is the gentleman you mean, grand- 
papa," said Katharine, ineekly, while the faintest shadow 
of a smile hovered over her lips. *IIeis not Viscount, only 


TWh OGILVIE: o7 


Mr. Lynedon—Paul Lynedon; but he may be related to 
your old friend.? 

“ Ah !I— yes, yes—just so," repeated Sir James, his look 
of disappointment brightening. “Of course he is! Let 
me see; the Lynedons were a large family. There was a 
second brother, and his name was a Scripture one—Philip, 
or Stephen, or Paul. Yes, yes; it must be Paul, and this 
is he. Right, Katharine.” 

Katharine hardly knew what to answer. 

“T shall be delighted—honored—to receive Mr. Paul 
Lynedon at Summerwood,” continued the old baronet. ‘I 
well remember Lord Lynedon—a fine, tall, noble-looking 
man. I wonder if his brother is like him. Describe Mr. 
Paul Lynedon, Katharime.? 

“Tam afraid you are still a little mistaken, dear grand. 
papa,” said the girl, caressingly. “This Mr. Lynedon is 
quite a young man, while your friend must be—” 

“Eh! eh! ‘Katharine; what ae you saying?” sharply 
asked Sir James. “I am not so very old,am I? Let me 
see; it is since then only twenty—forty—fifty years; ah! 
fifty vears, fifty years,” repeated he, counting on his trem- 
bling fingers. “Fes, child, you are right; 1t can not be 
the same; he must have been dead long ago. lI was a 
youth then, and he a mau of forty. Yes, yes, all are gone; 
there is nobody left but me.” And the old man fell back 
Tis Chair. 

Katharine leaned her rosy cheek against lis withered 
and wrinkled one, saving gently, * Dear grandpapa, don't 
talk so. What does it matter beng old when you know 
we all love you. And though this gentleman is not the 
friend you knew, I am sure you will like him very much. 
Papa does. id you know he may be one of your Lyne- 
dons after all, and able to talk to you about your old 
friends.” 

* Ah ! well, little Katharine, you may be right. And it 
is worth bene eighty years of age to find one's self cius 
father to a little co axing, loving, smiling thing like you.” 

The old man laughed, but there were tears in his eyes; 
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and Katharine hastened to beguile them away by all the 
playful wiles of which she was mistress. By the time the 
arrival of Inneh set her free, all Sir James’s equanimity was 
restored. He even remembered that he had been rather 
hasty toward Hugh, and sent à message intended to be 
propitiatory, challenging his grandson to an hour's back- 
gammon in the study after dinner. Moreover, he made 
many inquiries concerning the way in which Katharine in- 
tended to pass the rest of the day; and learning that she 
was going to watch IIugh's skating, he delayed her for full 
five minutes with a circumstantial account of various re- 
markable frosts that had happened in the days of his youth, 
and of what his nurse had told him of the fair that was held 
on the Thames in the winter of 1713. “ But that, my dear, 
was before my time, you know.” 

“ And, grandpapa,” whispered Katharine, when she had 
listened patiently to all,“ you will think of the visitors 
coming to-morrow, and be sure to like Mr. Paul Lynedon ?” 

“Mr. Paul Lynedon! Oh, I remember now,” answered 
the old man, making an effort to collect his wandering 
ideas. “ Yes, yes—the Viscount’s son. Of course, Katha- 
rine, I shall be delighted to see him. You must not forget 
to tell him so." 

Katharine made no attempt to explain the matter fur- 
ther, satisfied that her grandfather's mind was properly in- 
clined to courtesy and kindly feeling. She went away per- 
fectly content with the duty so well fulfilled, not reflecting 
that in their conversation she had entirely forgotten all 
that was to have been said about Mr. and Mrs. Lancaster. 
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CHAPTER V. 


In thee 
Is nothing sudden, nothing single; 
Like two streams of incense free 
From one censer, in ore shrine 


Thonght and motion mingle. 
* % x 
They were modulated so 
To an unheard melody 
Which lives abont thee, and a sweep 
Of richest panses. evermore 
Drawn from each other, mellow, deep 
— Who may express thee, Eleanore? 
TENNYSON. 


Tnovcu Katharine had been busy all the morning, aid- 
ing her mother in the various cares of the mistress of Sum- 
merwood Park, still, when the time approached for the ar- 
rival of the guests, s she did not feel inelined to rest. Hugh 
had taken himself off for the day on a shooting exeursion ; 
Eleanor was occupied in her own room; and when all was 
prepared for the visitors, Katharine had no resource but to 
wander about the house. She did so, roaming from room 
to room with a vague restlessness that would not pass 
away. Every five minutes she went to the hall-window 
and listened for the sound of carriage-wheels; then she 
pondered and speculated about the Lancasters, ransackmg 
her memory for all that she had ever heard about them, 
and wondering if Mrs. Lancaster would seem as agreeable 
as the other night. Wondering, too, if one always liked 
people as well the second time of meeting as the first. 
And if Mr. Lynedon— She stood a long time before that 
favorite head of Keats, thinking less of it than of Mr. Lyne- 
don. 

The quiek-coming twilight of winter drew nigh, and the 
guests had not arrived. lIXatharie's pleasurable anticipa- 
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tions faded a little, and she felt vexed at herself for having 
wasted so much time in thinking about these new acquaint- 
anees, Conseicnee-smitten for the little notice she had 
taken of her cousin during that day, she proceeded to Ele- 
anor's room, and tinding it empty, followed her into the 
garden. 

Eleanor sat quietly in the conservatory, her favorite place 
of study. A book lay ou her lap, but she was hardly read- 
ing; her eyes wandered as her thoughts were doing. Ele- 
anor, like her cousin, was still at that period of life when 
dreaming is so pleasant. 

There can hardly be a better opportunity than the pres- 
ent to sketch the personal likeness of Eleanor Ogilvie. It 
shall not be done in rose-colors, adorned with similes taken 
from flowers, shells, sky, earth, and air, for true beauty is 
independent ofall these. Eleanor had no angel's face, only 
à woman's; sweet, fair, and mild as a woman's should be. 
Her beautiful soul shone through it, and therefore it beeame 
itself beautiful. Not that it was without à certain grace 
of form, but still that quality was subservient to the higher 
one, of expression, without which, features as perfect as the 
sculptor’s chisel ean create are more soulless than the mar- 
ble itself. Hleanor’s countenance might have been passed 
over as merely “rather pretty,” except for the inexpressi- 
ble charm east over it by each varying emotion of her 
mind. After all, the truest beauty is not that which snd- 
denly dazzles and fascinates, but that which steals npon us 
insensibly. Let us each eall np to memory the faces that 
have been most pleasant to us—those that we have loved 
best to look upon, that now rise most vividly before us in 
solitude, and oftenest haunt our slumbers—and we shall 
usually find them not the most perfeet in form, but the 
sweetest In expression. Yet this generalizing is idle. Ev- 
ery human mind has its own ideal of beauty, and almost 
alwavs this ideal is based upon some individual reality. 
Therefore we will leave Eleanor Ogilvie's face in that dim 
mystery out of which each can create the image he loves 
best. 
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Katharine, even, was struck by it. The contrast was 
great between her own restless movements and her eousin's 
perfect repose. “ Why, Eleanor, how quict you are here, 
when all the house is full of hurry and expectation! You 
seem almost to have forgotten that the Lancasters are 
coming.” 

“ Oh no, for yon see I am already dressed for dinner.” 

“So you are; and how well you look, with your high 
black dress and your smooth fair hair. You are quite a 
picture!” And, removing her cousin’s fur wrappings, she 
regarded her with à sincere admiration, almost ehildish in 
its demonstration. * 1 wonder what he—that 1s, Mrs. Lan- 
easter—will think of you?” 

=) ow forect, Katharine, that I am not a stranger; she 
has seen me before. Hugh and I spent one evening with 
her when we were in town last year." 

* And how did you like her? and is not her house the 
most charming place in the world ?? cried Katharine. 

“That is rather going into extremes. But she seemed 
pleasing and gracious to every body, and I met many 
agreeable people at her house that night.? 

“Mr. Paul Lynedon ?” inquired Katharine, rather hesi- 
tatingely ; “ was he there %” 

Eleanor could hardly help smiling. “Is Mr. Paul Lyne- 
don, then, the only agreeable person in the world? Well, 
Tam not quite sure, but I believe that he was of the part y." 

“Why did you not tell us so the other day ?” 

“I really quite forgot it at the time.” 

Amazing, thought Katharine, that she should not be quite 
certain whether she had met Mr. Lynedon, or, having met 
him, conld ever forget the fact. In her own mind, Kathi 
rine set down her cousin as a girl of very little discrimina- 
tion. But she did not pursue the conversation, for Eleanor, 
closing her book, prepared to return to the house. 

“Let us take one turn before we go in, Katharine. There 
wih be plenty of timc, for now the Lancasters will probably 
not be here until dinner. Tell me what you have been 
doing all day ?” 
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“Following mamma, and delivering messages to cook 
and housemaids, until my poor brain is quite bewildered. 
Indeed, I never could take an interest in such things; I 
wish mamma would leave me alone, and not try to make a 
sensible woman of me. Ihad much rather be with grand- 
papa, and hear him talk about public matters, and read the 
speeches in the newspaper. Eleanor, I was never born for 
this is quiet life; I want to do something—to be some- 
thing." 

“To be what, dear Katharine?” said Eleanor, to whom 
this confidence was new; but it burst from the girls lips 
under shelter of the twilight, and in consequence of the 
restlessness of her mind. 

I hardly know what,exactly; but I think I should like 
to be in Mrs. Lancaster’s position— clever, with plenty of 
society, able to write, speak, and think, just as I liked; quite 
independent of every body.” 

“T do not think there is, or was, any individual in this 
world—certainly no woman—of whom one could say that 
she was ‘quite independent of every body. Nay, even 
were it possible, I doubt if such a life would be a happy 
one; and, what is still more, if it would be useful and full 
of good D others, which is the highest happiness of all.” 

* Eleanor," said Katharine, looking fixedly in her face, 
* vou reason where I only feel.” 

“Do you think I never feel, dear?” answered Eleanor, 
while her own peeuliar eae smile cast a grave sweet- 
ness over her countenance. “But we will talk of these 
things another time. I am so glad we have begun to talk 
of them. ‘Those are rarely very close friends who keep 
shut-up corners in their hearts. You must let me peep into 
a few of yours, my little cousin.” 

“Suppose you find nothing but cobwebs and dust there?” 
said Katharine, laughing. 

“JT will sweep them all away with a little broom J keep 
by me for the purpose,” returned Eleanor, in the same 
strain. 

“W haris it?” 


THE OGILVIES& 43 


* It is made of a flowering plant, that grows in every 
quiet dell throughout the world, and which you may often 
find when you least look for it. It 1s gathered in the fresh 
sunshine of liope, and tied together with à ground-ereeper 
called Patience ; which, though as slender as a thread, binds 
all together with the strength of an iron chain. I would 
engage to brighten up the most unsightly heart-chambers 
with this broom of mine. Now, what is it made of?” 

* [ guess, dear Nelly, I guess,” cried Katharine, clapping 
her hands with that sudden child-like ebullition of pleasure 
which was natural to her; and, both laughing merrily, with 
à brightness in their eyes, and a glow on their cheeks, the 
two girls entered the open hall-door. Bonnets in hand, 
and shawls earelessly dangling, they passed into the draw- 
ing-room. 

There, talking to Mr. Ogilvie, and having evidently just 
arrived, stood the Lancasters and Mr. Pau! Lynedon! 


CHAPTER VI. 


A woman's love is essentially lonely, and spiritual in its nature. It is 
the heathenism of the heart: she has herself created the glory and beauty 
with which the idol of her altar stands invested.—L. E. L. 


Turre was no retreat for Katharine—no rescue from the 
suddenness of this first interview, which, when m perspect- 
ive, she had viewed in every phase of probability, fancying 
all she should do and say, and all they might do and say, 
in a mental rehearsal, which she supposed included every 
possible chance. But the momentous event had presented 
itself in a light quite unforeseen, and Katharine’s only re- 
source was to shrink behind her cousin as much as possible. 
Eleanor advaneed in her usual composed manner to Mrs. 
Lancaster. 

“My dear Miss Ogilvie, I am delighted to see you,” said 
the lady, with her customary demonstration of cordiality 
—at least the amount of it which was consistent with 
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graccfulness of deportment. “Julian, here is your young 
favorite. Mr. Lynedon, allow me to present you to—” 

* Miss Katharine Ozilvie, I believe," said Paul Lynedon, 
bowing over Eleanor's hand. 

* No, no, I really beg pardon," cried Mrs. Lancaster, as 
Katharing’s shrinking, blushing countenance met her eye. 
“This is the real fair one, the right Katharine. Tmustapol 
ogize for mv short sight. My dearest Miss Ogilvie,” taking 
Ixatharime's hand, * allow me to thank you for your charm- 
ing note, and to present to you my friend Mr. Lynedon.” 

Paul Lynedon was a perfect gentleman. No passing 
blunder ever altered his composure or courtesy. His bend 
was as graceful over Katharine’s timidly-ofiered hand as it 
had been over her cousin’s. His compliments, addressed 
to the shy, awkward girl, were exactly as courteous As 
those of which Eleanor had been the recipient. Yet in 
this he was not insincere. The polish of his manners orig- 
mated in the only quality which makes a true gentleman, 
and which no formal, Chestertfield-lke edueation can bestow 
—a natural refinement, and an instinctive wish to give 
pleasure to others. This trne urbanity never fails in its 
results; nor was it unsuccessful now. In a few moments 
Katharine became sufficiently reassured to lift her eyes 
from the carpet to Paul Lynedon’s face. It was a little 
different from the one which had haunted her memory 
during this long ten days, for imagination is rarely quite 
faithful at first. But still it wore the same inexpressible 
charm. She dared look at it now, for the eyes were turned 
away—following Eleanor. 

Thither Mrs. Lancaster’s also followed. “TI am really 
ashamed to have mistaken you for the moment, my dear 
young friend,” said that lady, the universality of whose 
friendship was its chief recommendation. 

“Tt is some time since you saw me," answered Eleanor's 
quiet voice, “and you must see so many people.” 

“Trne—true, my dear. Yon have been quite well since 
i met you last, and that charming young man, your brother 
= Poter 
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“TWugh,” said Eleanor, smiling. “He is quite well, I be- 
lieve; he made one of your guests the other day." 

“ Of course—oh yes!” And Mrs. Lancaster's lips formed 
themselves into a fixed smile, while her eyes wandered ab- 
stractedly about the room. She had in perfection the fac- 
ulty whieh is so useful in general society, that of being 
able to train the features into the appearance of polite at- 
tention, attended by just so much of the mind as will suffice 
for suitable answers. 

Mr, Paul Lynedon was not quite so much eu fait at this; 
he had not lived so long in the world by some dozen years 
as his excellent friend Mrs, Lancaster. Therefore, in the 
conversation whicli he tried hard to commence with Kath- 
arine, he did not succeed in advancing one step beyond the 
weather, and the distance from London to Summerwood, 
Perhaps Watharine’s own shyness had something to do 
with this; for, though it had been her delight to listen 
when Paul Lynedon talked to others, the tones of his mu- 
sical voiee, addressed to herself, now oppressed her with a 
painful timidity. Tt was positively a relief when Eleanor 
proposed an adjournment. 

When the two cousins re-entered the drawing-room, 
there was still the same striking contrast between them— 
Eleanor so cali and self-possessed; Katharine trembling 
with nervous agitation. 

The little party were grouped, as was natural they 
should be—Mrs. Laneaster conversing with Mr. Ogilvie, 
while a feeling of hostess-like benignity prompted Mrs. 
Ogilvie to extract from the taeiturn Mr. Lancaster small 
fragments of conversation relative to the weather, their 
journey, the country in general, and Summerwood in par- 
ticular. Paul Lynedon sat aloof, carelessly turning over 
the leaves of a book, oecasionally joining in with a passing 
remark. 

On the entranee of the two girls he rose and displayed 
the customary courtesies, though in à manner enviably 
easy and quiet. There is nothing mere annoying and un- 
comfortable to a lady than to enter a room ard see every 
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gentleman jump up armed with a chair, ready to perform 
acts of officious chivalry, which place the recipient in a 
position infinitely more unpleasant than if she were entire- 
ly negleeted. 

Paul Lynedon began with a commonplace—and, reader, 
almost all things in life, pleasant friendships, deep, earnest, 
life-long loves, begin with the same. He made the remark 
that the view from the hall-windows was—that is, would 
be in daylight, and in summer time—a very beautiful ene; 
and then he could not help smiling as he thought what a 
stupid and involved observation he had made. 

That very cireumstanee broke the 1ee. 

* You seem to have a wonderful pereeption of the beau- 
tiful, Mr. Lynedon,” said Eleanor. * You see it *with your 
mind's eye, which pierees through the darkness of a win- 
ter night, closed shutters, curtains and all.” Ana the good- 
tempered smile which accompanied her words, fairly re- 
moving their sting, caused Paul Lynedon to laugh merrily. 

“You have saved me, Miss Eleanor—given me something 
to talk about, and preserved me from committing myself 
any more, by unfolding to me a few points in the charae- 
ter of the lady with whom I have the pleasure of eonvers- 
ing." 

“What, can you find out my charaeter from that one 
speeeh ?” said Eleanor, rather amused. 

ee ttle of at 

*'l'ell me how." 

« Why, in the first place, you have Shakspeare on your 
tongue, and consequently in your heart. One rarely quotes 
where one does not love the author; therefore you love 
Shakspeare, and, as a necessary result, all true poetry. 
Then my remark—eommonplace, forced, aud to a certain 
degree insincere, as I acknowledge it to be—made you 
smile; therefore you have a quick perception of what is 
inelined to falseness and affectation, while your eondemna- 
tion of it is good-tempered and lenient. Have I explained 
myself, even though I prove my own aecuser ?" 

“Perteetly, though you are rather too harsh upon your- 
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self" answered Eleanor. * What do you say to this sketch 
of me, Katharine ?” 

“Tf Mr. Lynedon means that you are always true in 
yourself, and always kind toward others, he is quite right,” 
said Katharine, affectionately. 

Paul Lynedon directed toward the warm-hearted speaker 
a look of more curiosity than he had yet thought fit to be- 
stow upon the “little school-girl.” 

“Thank you, Miss Ogilvie; that is, [thank yon for prov- 
ing my observations correct. A harmless vanity; yet I 
fancy they needed no proof but the mere prescnee of your 
fair cousin.” And,as le bowed, his eyes rested on Eleanor’s 
face admiringly. 

No added color came to that clear cheek; the smile was 
tranquil and selfpossessed, and Paul Lynedon looked al- 
most vexed. The little group were again sinking into 
small-talk, when a servant came to the door with “Sir 
James Ogilvie’s compliments, and he was impatient for the 
honor of receiving Mr. Paul Lynedon." 

“My father is very old, and has a few peculiarities; will 
it be agreeable to yon to humor him with a visit now?” 
said Mr. Ogilvie. 

“I have told Mr. Lynedon all about Sir James,” observed 
Mrs. Lancaster. “Pray go—you will be so much amused 
with his oddities,” she continued, in a low tone. It was 
meant for an aside, but it jarred painfully on Katharinc’s 
ear, Which was ever open to all that was said by, or ad- 
dressed to, Paul Lynedon. i 

But the young man's only answer was directed to Mr. 
Oo 

“Pray do not talk about my ‘humoring’ Sir James; it 
is to me always not only a duty, but a pleasure, to show 
respect to old age.” 

Katharine’s heart beat with delight, and her bright smile 
had in it something of pride as it rested on the speaker. 

* Katharine, show Mr. Lynedon the way to your grand- 
father’s study; you understand him better than any one,” 
gaid Mrs. Ogilvie. 
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* May I be permitted ? And Paul Lynedon led the 
young girl out of the room with a stately courtesy, that 
made Katharine almost fauey she was escorted by Sir 
Charles Grandison. 

Through the long hall,where the light of modern gas 
contrasted strangely enough with the quaint paneled walls 
and ancient mouldings, Katharine and her cavalier passed. 
She could hardly believe that she was really with him, that 
her hand rested on his arm, that his actual voice was in her 
ear, talking with gentle consideration of all things which 
he thought likely to set the timid girl at her ease. 

And there was something so irresistibly wining in Paul's 
manners, that before they reached Sir James’s door Kath- 
arine found herself talking frankly of her grandfather, lus 
love for her, his waning intellect, and explaining the misap- 
prehension which had led to his anxiety to see Mr. Lyne- 
don. 

“I hardly know whether it would not be as well to let 
him eontinue in the fancy," said Katharine. “It certainly 
gives him pleasure; but then, even to please him, I do not 
like to deceive dear grandpapa." 

“Tt would not be deceit, for I may really belong to the 
same family,” answered Lynedon, as they entered. 

The old baronet raised himself ou his gold-headed cane 
and courteously greeted his visitor. 

“Tt is to me an honor and pleasure to welcome my old 
friend's son. Am I not right in addressing the heir of Vis- 
count Lynedon ?” 

“My name is Lynedon, and I have no doubt that my 
father was well acquainted with the name of Sir James 
Ogilvie,” said Paul, evasively. 

Somehow Katharine did not like the subterfuge; and 
yet it sprang from kindly feeling. She said this to herself 
until she became quite satisfied ; the more so, as Lynedon 
replaced the old man in his chair with an air of respectful 
courtesy, and then, taking a seat beside him, entered into 
conversation. A most entertaining conversation too—in 
which he showed himself perfectly acquainted with the 
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history of the long-past era, wherein alone Sir James seem. 
edtoexist. Moreover,he appeared to throw his whole mind 
into the subject with a cordial earnestness that at first ex- 
cited Katharine’s surprise, and then her warm admiration. 

“How kind, how considerate, how clever he is,” she 
thonght to herself, as she stood apart, watching each ex- 
pression of his face, and listening to the music of his voice, 
Through every avenue by which brilliant and noble quali- 
ties first attract and then enchain a heart alive to all that 
is good and beautiful, was Paul Lynedon unconsciously 
taking possession of Katharine's. 

While unwittingly stealing this young girls liking, 
Lynedon no less won that of Sir James.  Delightedly the 
old man passed from conversation about publie matters to 
inquiries concerning his friend the Viseount and the whole 
Lynedon family, all of which Paul answered with a clear- 
ness and readiness that charmed his companion. Katha- 
rine, having now completely got over the fact that Paul 
had assumed an untrue character to please her grandfa- 
ther, felt quite glad that, though there was a slight mistake 
about his being the Viscount's son, Lynedon was so well 
acquainted with all the history of his family, and could 
thus delight Sir James so much. 

The dinner-bell rang when he was in the niidst of an ac- 
count of the marriage of Lord Lynedon's eldest daughter. 

“Tam sorry that [must now relinquish the honor of your 
society, my dear young friend—for may I not bestow that 
name on your father’s son ?” said the Baronet, taking Lyne- 
don’s hand with a curious mixture of formality and aftec- 
tion. 

“J shall always be proud of the title,” answered Paul, 
earnestly. 

* And besides, on second thoughts, I believe that more 
than one intermarriage has taken place between the Lyne- 
dons and the Ogilvies. Katharine, before you go, bring me 
that ‘ Peerage; I feel almost sure that there must be some 
connection between Mr. Lynedon and ourselves, Suppose 
he were to turn out a cousin—eh ?" 
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“I should be only too happy to claim any relationship 
to Miss Ogilvie.” It was a common phrase of courtesy ; 
he would have said the same to any onc, especially a wom- 
an; and yet the blood rushed to Katharine’s cheek, and her 
heart beat wildly. She hastily walked to the bookcase; 
but if “ Debrett’s Peerage” had been written as plain as 
with letters of phosphorus, her eyes could not have discov: 
ered it. 

But Lynedon's practice of the b/enséances was never at 
fault, and the book was soon in Sir James’s hand. 

* Adieu, my dear young friend. Katharine, bring him 
again very soon,” said the Baronet. 

^ He must be a very old man, your grandfather,” observed 
Paul Lynedon, carelessly, as they threaded onee more the 
long passages. 3 

* Very old. How kind of you to talk to him so much !” 
Katharine answered, in a soft, grateful accent. 

“Oh, not at all—not at all, my dear Miss Ogilvie. But, 
here is the drawing-room a very desert, with Miss Eleanor 
for its solitary rose. Let me have the happiness of escort: 
ing both the fair cousins to the dining-room.” 





CHAPTER VII. 


As on the finger of a throned queen 
'The basest jewel would be well esteemed, 
So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths translated, and for trne things deemed. 
PHAKSPEARE. 


Mrs. Lancaster, hemmed in on one side by the sedate 
and somewhat ponderous courtesies of Mr. Ogilvie, and on 
the other by the long interval of dinner-table space which 
separated her from the inanities of her husband, looked oft- 
en toward the other side, where Paul Lynedon sat between 
the two fair cousins, trying to enliven as much as possible 
the terrible solemnity of this always formal meal. 

It is not in human nature to talk well during soup. This 


THE OGILVIES. 51 


is the ease even with the most serious and earnest of con- 
versationalists—those who, disliking the current nothings 
of society, plunge at once into some sensible topic, so as to 
fathom, if possible, the minds of their associates. These 
excellent coral-divers of society find their occupation gone 
at the commencement of a dinner-party ; a few refreshing 
dips over head, just to try the waters, are all they ean ven- 
ture, until the necessary duties of eating and drinking are 
performed. 

Therefore, since we aim not at chronicling every word 
and action with exact fidelity, even as Van Eyck painted 
the hairs of a lapdog’s tail and the nails in a floor, we do 
not think it necessary to cnumerate all the graceful trifles 
that Paul Lynedon said, interesting his fair neighbors first, 
and by degrees the eiders of the company. Ife threw over 
the eommonest things a light filigree-work of imagina 
tion, Which, while unsubstantial and evanescent, made ev- 
ery thing seem beautiful for the time, And is not such an 
art of passing glamour a most beneficial attainment in this 
Weary, dusty, matter-of-fact world of ours? 

When the serious business of dinner had resolved itself 
into the graceful dolce fur niente of dessert, Mrs. Ogilvie 
observed, 

“I hope, Mr. Lynedon, that my poor father did not weary 
you wery mech 7" 

* Not at all; we got on admirably together, did we not, 
Miss Ogilvie ?? And Paul turned to Bn who gave 
a delighted assent. 

* Grandpapa was delighted with Mr. Lynedon," she ob- 
served, “I never saw him more pleased. And Mr. Lyne- 
don knew all about the branch of his own family of which 
grandpapa talked, so that he could answer every question. 
Where could you get so much information, Mr. Lynedon ? 
and how well you seemed to reinember every thing !” 

“Perhaps I did not quite remember every thing, Miss 
Ogilvie,” he answered, smiling. “ My history of the Lvne- 
don pedigreo pg De E asty novels „only ‘founded on facts.’ 
It seemed to please your e rid aud Í was delighted 
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to secure his good opinion, even though it entailed upon 
me some exercise of imagination. But—but,” he stopped 
and hesitated, for he met the calm clear eyes of Eleanor 
Ogilvie fixed on his faee with an expression before which 
Mis own fell. 

IIe grew confused, and tried to laugh the matter off. “I 
fear your cousin here thinks there was something very 
wicked in my little extempore romanee. Yet I did all for 
the best. Let me plead before my fair aceuser.? 

“Tam no accuser,” said Eleanor, gently. 

“Surely Eleanor would not say one word against what 
was done with sueh kindly motives, and sueceeded so well 
in giving grandpapa pleasure ?" said Katharine, while an 
unwonted light kindled her dark eyes. “It was very kind 
of Mr. Lynedon—and very right too.” 

Paul looked surprised, perhaps a little gratified. He 
thanked his “young defender,” as he called her, and 
changed the conversation, which, by his consummate skill, 
he caused to flow 1n an easy and pleasant eurrent until the 
ladies retired. 

“What do you think of Mr. Lynedon now, Eleanor %” 
eried Katharine, as, leaving Mis. Laneaster and her hostess 
deeply engaged in a purely feminine discussion on dress, 
the two cousins erept away to Mrs. Ogilvie’s dressing-room, 
and there indulged in a talk. 

“Under what particular phase am I to criticise this hero 
of yours, Katharine? Do you wish me to call him hand- 
SOUS 

“No; for that would not be true. But is he not very 
clever—so perfect a gentleman—so refined ?” 

*'l'oo refined." 

* [Iow ean that be possible? lveally, Eleanor, what taste 
you have !” said Katharine, turning away. 

*'l'o speak eandidlv, though there were many things in 
Mr. Lynedon that pleased me very much, there was one 
that I did not like—why did he make grandpapa believe 
what was not true ?” 

* Deeause he wished to give pleasure, and therefore it 
was not wrong—I am sure it was not.” 
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* Now, Katharine, I think it was. Plainly, what he call 
ed a little romance was a tissue of untruths.” 

* You are very unjust, Eleanor.” 

*Ihope not; but you asked me for my opinion, and how 
can I help giving it? It seemed to me that Mr. Lynedon 
thought more of being generally agreeable than of doing 
what was right.” 

“There you are at your moralizings again; where did 
you learn them all?” 

Eleanor would have been puzzled to answer; but, never- 
theless, her perception of this man’s character was a true 
one. He had a keener desire to appear than to be; publie 
ambition and love of social approbation were united in hin, 
and together seemed likely to become so strong as to ren- 
der invisible in his own eyes the “indirect crook’d ways” 
by which he attained his end. Yet even this fault had its 
origin in that natural longing after the praise and love of 
human kind, which ts the germ of the noblest qualities ot 
our nature. It is a ereed, harmless indeed, and mehning 
us to patience and long-suffering, that evil itself is but an 
ill-regulated good, and has no separate existence. There 
is not a poison-weed cumbering the ground that may not 
once have been a flower. And it rests still with the Great 
Fashioner, who, being all good, could not create positive 
evil, to stay the rampant growth, and to resolve cach cor- 
rupted particle into its own pure elements. 

We have wandered strangely from our scene, persons, 
and conversation; yet such wanderings are not uncommon 
in real life. Every one must now and then lift up the cur- 
tain of his inner being, and it is always good so to do. Per- 
haps Eleanor’s “ moralizings,” as her cousin called them, had 
in some degree this effect, for 1t is certain that both she and 
Katharine looked silently into the fire for some minutes be- 
fore they attempted to move. 

At last Katharine rose, and smoothed her long black hair 
before the mirror. She looked for the reflection therein 
more earnestly than she was wont, for Katharine was one 
who cared little for her own personal appearance—probably 
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because, having all her life been told how plain she was, 
she now fullv believed it, and reconciled herself to her fate. 
But this night a faint sigh revealed a tew rebellious feel- 
ings struggling in her young bosom. 

* Eleanor,” she said, "it must be very pleasant to be 
beautiful.” 

“ Why—in order to be admired ?? 

“Not exactly so; but that we might give pleasure to 
others, Is not every one glad to look on what is fair? and 
if we could ourselves be as pleasant as pictures or statues 
in the eves of others, at least of those we love—” 

* À sweet, loving definition of a desire which I suppose 
aA have more or less, said Eleanor. 5 Whatomsdee ou 
think of it just now 7? 

* Because I was looking at myself; and thinking how dif- 
ferent it would be if I saw a beautiful reflection in the glass 
instead of that ugly face and lanky figure." 

* My dear Katharine," answered her cousin, putting her 
arms round the girl's neck, " do not speak so of vourzelf; 
remember, you are quite voung; | should not wonder if 
you turned out a beauty yet—tall, thin girls like you very 
often do.” 

“Do vou think so? do you really think so? Oh, how 
glad Tam!” And then a sudden shame dyed her face and 
neck crimson. “Iam afraid you will think me very vain 
and foolish ; but—but—” 

“JT think vou a way ward, fanciful, darling girl, and the 
more you let me peep into your heart, no matter what I sce 
there, the more vou will please your cousin Nelly. And 
now let us go down stairs.” 

Mrs. Ogilvie sat in one arm-chair, and Mrs. Lancasterin 
another—two planets in opposition. They certainly be- 
longed to different hemispheres, and no power on carth 
could make them blend thcir light. Poor Mrs. Ogilvie had 
had a most paiuful hunt after ideas, and now, wearied and 
worn, she fairly gave in, unable to pursue the ehase, and 
determining to let the conversation take its chanee. Mrs. 
Laneaster was one of those inflexible talkers who zd 
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choose their subject, and “say their say,” withont regard- 
ing the capabilities of their hearers. If the latter under- 
stood and followed, well; if not, she let them “toil after 
her in vain? until she had done, and then passed on, rejoic- 
ing in the superiority of her own intellect. Yet, at times, 
she positively plumed herself upon her skill in adapting 
her conversation to all varieties of listeners. Under this 
idea she would in these days have entered a village black- 
smith's and talked about Elihu Burritt, or diseussed with 
some poor stocking-weaver Lee's invention of the loom, il- 
lustrated by fragmentary allusions to Elmore’s late picture 
on this subject; a speech on the union of art and manufac- 
tures forming an appropriate winding up to the whole. 

Thus Mrs. Laneaster had glided from the examination 
of her hostess's dress to a dissertation on the costume of 
the Middle Ages, varied by references to Froissart and the 
illuminated manuscripts of monkish times. Mrs. Ogilvie, 
carried out of her depth, struggled for a little, and had 
failed in her last despairing effort, just when her danghter 
aud niece came to the rescue. Eleanor saw at once the 
state of the case by the sudden, half-imploring glance which 
her aunt turned to the openiug door, and the unchauging 
smile of patient politeness which sat on her lips. Taking 
her place by Mrs. Ogilvie, she relieved guard, ingeniously 
sustaining the whole burden of Mrs. Laucaster's conversa- 
tion until coffee appeared, and with it the wanderer, Hugh. 

In most after-dinner female coteries the advent of one of 
the nobler sex prodnees a satisfactory change, and IIngh’s 
coming forined no exception to the rule. His cheerful tace 
always brought sunshine with it. Mrs. Ogilvie gathered 
courage, Mrs. Lancaster thawed, and the two girls were 
fully disposed to enjoyment. Only Katharine, while she 
tried to interest herself in Hngh’s aecount of his day's 
sport, eould not help wondering now and then what it was 
that detained Paul Lynedon. 

Lynedon was deep in a conversation with Mr, Ogilvie 
concerning electioneering. There was a borough near, 
where the Summerwood interest still lingered, despite the 
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Reform Act; and Pauls inward dream of ambition invest. 
ed Mr. Ogilvie's conversation with a wondrous charm. Ite 
did not act—for, as we have before stated, Paul Lynedon 
was not habitually insincere—but the golden shadow of 
the time to come, when his host’s friendship might be of 
service, made him regard many a prosy commonplace with 
a feeling of real interest, and also exert his own powers to 
their utmost in order to produce a satisfactory impression. 

When the clear singing of a young girl penetrated to 
the dining-room, Paul first remembered he had asked Elea- 
nor the usual question, “* Did she love music ?” and the sud- 
den brightening of her face had answered the question bet- 
ter than her tongue. He felt sure that the voice was hers, 
and the future election, with all its ingenious devices, be- 
gan to fade from his mind. When he reached the draw- 
ing-room door it was quite obliterated. 

Paul Lynedon never saw one cheek that glowed with 
sudden pleasure at his entrance; he walked straight to the 
piano, and said to Eleanor, “I knew I was right. It was 
you who sang, was it not ?" 

“Yes; [love music, as I think I told you.” 

“Will you sing again for me?” 

“You are quite unconscionable,” said Mrs. Lancaster, 
while the faintest shade of acrimony mingled with her dul. 
cet tone. ‘I am sure she must be tired.” 

The hint failed; and Mrs. Lancaster was doomed to a 
little longer silence while Eleanor sang again, and yet 
again, Paul Lynedon was enchanted; for her voice was 
the true heart-music, and it touched the purest and inmost 
sprinzs of his nature. Tle was no longer the mere polished 
gentleman of society; he stood as Katharine had first be- 
held him—so silent, so deeply moved, that he forgot to pay 
a single compliment, and even to say “ Thank you.” 

He knew not that Eleanor had sung thus well only be- 
cause she had forgotten his presence, his very existence; be- 
cause every song, by rousing some hidden lnk of memory 
and touching some secret feeling, carried her further and 
further away into the dim past and blotted out all the pres 


THE OGILVIES. 57 


ent. He guessed not that while she poured out her whole 
heart, no thought of him or of his approval influenced the 
song; that, though he stood beside her, the faece she saw 
was not n : and when at last his voice T her, it jar 
red on her ear like a painful waking from a pleasant dream. 

And then her uncle and Mr. Laneaster came with their 
vapid acknowledgments. But neither they nor the gentle 
Mrs, Ogilvie, who in the good-nature of others saw the re- 
flection of her own, and praised her niece aceordingly—nor 
the worldly fashionable dame who, living all for outside 
show, secretly acknowledged that, though done for eflect, 
it was almost as good as reality—nor poor simple Katha- 
rine, who marveled at no inspiration the guerdon of which 
was Paul Lynedon’s praise—not one of these bad fathomed 
the truth, or knew how it was that Eleanor Ogilvie had 
sung so well. 

The ehange wrought in Paul Lynedon made him seem 
more attractive even in Eleanor eyes. Ilis manner grew 
earnest, and lost that outside gloss of almost annoying def- 
erence which characterized it when he had talked with the 
two girls at dinner. He spoke like à man—pnt forth his 
own opinion honestly, even when it differed from theirs. 
They talked—he, and Eleanor, and Katharine—about books 
and music, and all pleasant things which are a continual 
feast to the young and happy. Recognizing Hugh, Lyne- 
don drew him, almost against his will, into the charmed 
circle; conquering his reluctance to talk, and making him 
feel interested upon subjects that otherwise he cared little 
about. It was rather an exertion, but Paul was in a hap- 
py mood. So all conflicting elements were reconciled, 
Lynedon and Eleanor leading the way and supporting the 
chief conversation. Hugh was happy, for he had Watha- 
rine next to him. She sat almost silent, veiling her dark 
dreamy eyes with their long lashes; and at times, when 
Paul Lynedon spoke earnestly, raising them to his face 
with a look which onee positively startled him with its in- 
tenseness. Katharine was conscious of but one influence 
—new, strange, delieious—which breathed in his words, 
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which brightened every thing whereon he looked. He 
seemed to her some glorious and divine creature 


Whose overpowering presence made her feel 
It would not be idolatry to kneel. 


And Paul Lynedon—what did he think of her? Let his 
own words tell. 

“You seem delighted with the Ogilvies ?” whispered 
Mrs. Lancaster, as, somewhat piqued by a dull evening 
passed with the elders, she was about to retire. 

“Qh, certainly—delighted !” echoed Paul; “they are a 
charming family.” 

Especially the young vocalist ?” 

Lynedon answered warmly, but laconically, “I quite 
agree with you.” 

* And the dark-eyed Katharine ?” 

“A gentle, thoughtful creature; evidently full of feeling, 
and so much attached to her cousin. That fact alone 
shows what she must be. Ilike—nay,Ialmost love Kath- 
arine Ogilvie.” 

And it so chanced that, in passing by, Katharine heard 
the words! 

He had said them idly, and forgotten them as soon as 
they were uttered; but they gave a coloring to her whole 
life. 

Oh ye who have passed through the cloudy time when 
youth is struggling with the strange and mysterious stir- 
rings of that power which, either near or remote, environs 
our whole life with its influence—ye who can now look 
back cahnly on that terrible mingling of stormy darkness 
and glorious ght, and know on what shadowy nothings 
love will build airy palaces wherein a god might dwell 
—regard with tenderness that enthusiastic dream! Per- 
chance there is one of you who has dreamed like Katha- 
rine Ogilvie. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


Say never, ye loved once. 
God is too near above—the grave below, 

And all our moments go 
Too quickly past our souls, for saying so. 
The mysteries of life and death avenge 

Affections light of range. 
There comes no change to justify that change. 

E. b. BROWNING. 


The memory of the withered leaf 

In endless time is scarce more brief 

Than of the garnered autumn sheaf; 

Go, vexed Spirit, sleep in trust! 

The right ear that is filled with dust 

Hears little of the false or just. — T'ENNxsox. 


THERE are in our existence days which are ages. True, 
at such seasons the hours glide as fast—nay, faster—in 
their golden stream; but when we look back it seems as 
though the narrow tide of a single day had swelled into a 
life's flood—2a mighty ocean which upheaves itself bet ween 
us aud the last epoch that we called 'The Past. 

It was thus with Katharine when she arose next morn- 
ing. Her foot seemed already within the shining entrance- 
gate of a new paradise. The old childish world of a few 
hours since looked far distant—and oh, how pale and dim! 
She scareely turned her face to gaze upon it now. AH 
night her spirit had floated amongst the most delicious 
fancies—and even on her waking she felt as stillin a dream. 
On deseending, she found that her restless happiness had 
made her the earliest riser in the house. She lingered a 
few minutes in the breakfast-room, looking out on the dap- 
pled morning sky, and thinking how beautiful the world 
was. Then she went into the drawing-room, and began to 
pour out her heart's emotion to her usual friendly confi 
dante—her piano-forte. Katharine loved music intensely ; 
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but the very sense which made her feel so keenly the pow- 
er of song rendered its seience irksome in the extreme. 
Still, though in society she shrank from any display, she 
sometimes sat alone for hours, her light fingers and sweet 
but feeble voice weaving together all sorts of melodies, 
most of which were the inspiration of the moment. 

Now, almost unconsciously, she glided into the song 
which Miss Trevor’s rich tones and Lynedon’s praise had 
impressed upon her memory. She sang it with her whole 
heart, seeing nothing save perchance one likeness which 
her faney conjured up, and which formed the inspiration 
of the strain. 

“Thank you, Miss Ogilvie,” said a voice behind—Paul 
Lynedon’s own—for he had entered softly ; “ why will you 
compel me to aet the spy in order to attain such a pleas- 
Mire as this T” 

Katharine did not answer. Poor cluld! she trembled 
like a little bird in its eaptor's hands. 

Paul thought what terribly hard work it was to get on 
at all with young girls who bore the lingering traces of 
pinafores and bread-and-butter. But good-nature urged 
him to make another attempt. 

“JT was not aware that you sang at all, still less that you 
knew this pet song of mine, which I asked your cousin for 
in vain last night. Why did you not tell me so?” 

“Because I can not sing,” murmured Katharine; “I have 
scarcely any voice." 

* Nay, I must differ from you there. You have a very 
sweet one, only it wants power and proper cultivation. 
But yon sing with your soul, if not with your lips; and 
that is what I love to hear." 

And then Lynedon, to relieve her confusion, went on 
talking in an easy, kind, quiet manner abont the quality 
of her voice and the way to strengthen it. “But what a 
long speech Tam giving you—quite a lecture on music,” 
he added, laughing. 

“T like to listen to you; pray go on,” said Katharine, 
simply. 
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(*So. here is some improvement; we shall get on in 
time,” thought Paul Lynedon.) And then he contmned: 
“What I mean to say is, that, as we ought to let no talent 
rust, you ought to try to sing as well as you can. It may 
not be quite so charmingly as your cousin, but you will 
give pleasure to many, as you did to me this morning." 

“Tam glad—very glad,” said Katharine, with a bright 
smile, and that earnest look which always puzzled Lyne: 
don in her intense dark eyes. 

*'Thank you; and you will sing whenever I ask you, 
like a dear little friend ?” 

ae Yes.” 

“Then thank you once more,” answered Paul, feeling to- 
ward the “little shy girl” a real liking, which sprang partly 
from gratified self-love at having sneceeded so well in the 
difticult task of drawing her out. “Then it is agreed, Miss 
Katharine—Miss Ogilvie, I mean, for so you are by right, 
I-thank" 

* Yes, but I am never called so—only Katharine; I like 
it best.” 

“Then I will call you Katharine, if you will allow me.” 

Another quict “yes” sealed the compact: and thus was 
woven one more link of the invisible chain. 

The time of the visit flew by — the “ rest-day”—the 
* prest-day"—and still the guests lingered, to the satisfac- 
tion ofall. Itis astonishing how soon an agreeable party 
at à country-house seems to grow into one family. It was 
so at Summerwood. Whatever passions were dawning to 
life beneath, there were no stirrings on the surface to break 
the peace and harmony of that pleasant circle. 

Paul Lynedon after a few days began to think of Eleanor 
a great deal more than he liked to confess. Perhaps this 
was because her character burst upon him with a freshness 
that quite contradicted his former notions of women. She 
was the first who, if not treating him with positive indif- 
ference, had at least never sought in any way to win his 
attention. Her perfect independence annoyed him. It 
was in vain that every time he spoke there dropped from 
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his lips, like the fairy gift of pearls and diamonds, compli 
ments graceful and refined—the envied wonder of all his 
fair friends of old. But Eleanor never once stooped to 
pick them np. Iiis vanity was piqued; and, after trying 
the experiment for a short time on lxatharine, he gave up 
these elegant flatteries, and became his own real self—his 
better selt. But this change only gained from Eleanor a 
surprised, pleased, and friendly response. She treated him 
with greater warmth, but still with the unreserve and frank 
kindness which she showed to every one around her. With 
men of Lynedon’s character opposition is often the great- 
est incentive to love. Before he had been many days m 
her society, Paul was more épris with Eleanor than he had 
ever been with any woman during his gay and mercurial 
hie. Perhaps, added to the spur of wounded vanity, came 
the impulse of many purer and higher feelings long dormant 
within him, which her true nature had awakened once more; 
and the reverent admiration with which he felt constrained 
to regard this gentle, single-hearted girl, Lynedon’s quick 
temperament mistook for love. 

But, though Eleanoyr’s influence over him grew stronger 
every day, it was still not strong enough to be outwardly 
discernible. Perhaps Eleanor might have discovered it— 
for à woman generally sees intuitively where she is loved 
—but her heart was too full of one feeling to admit even 
the suspicion of another. 

There was a second person whose eyes might have been 
open to the elements for future fate that were brooding 
among the gay idlers at Summerwood. But Mrs. Lancas- 
ter was deep In antiquarian researches, traversing the 
country with her host as pioneer; and im this lady, love 
for science—at. least for the éclat that science brings— 
shut out even the feminine impulse of curiosity. 

So the young people walked, rode, drove in the pleasant 
winter mornings—sat by the evening fire, and talked, or 
sang, or told ghost-stories, until the week ended, and with 
it Mrs. Lancaster's peregrinations. She spoke of going 
home; and after the usual friendly contest pro and con, 
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the affair was decided. The last evening came—the last 
morning. No more would there be of those social fire- 
sides at night, of that merry breakfist-table chat. When 
Katharine rose to answer her grandfathers summons, she 
felt this so strongly that, ere she reached the hall, her eyes 
were overflowing. As she passed on toward her grand- 
fathers room, she heard Lynedon call— 

“ atharine, dear” —he often called her * dear" now, 
when they were alone especially—^ tell Sir James I will 
be with him by the time the reading is finished.” 

IIe had usually come in to aid her in the task—and now, 
the last day, every moment spent in his sight became so 
precious! It was a disappointment that made what was 
ever a loving duty seem almost a burden. 

Paul thought that during that time he might contrive 
to be a few moments alone with Eleanor; not to tell her 
he loved her—he was too cautious for that—but to try 
and gain some word or look on which his own heart might 
rest fov a time when he should feel he was no longer in her 
presence. But there was Hugh, busy making flies, his usual 
morning occupation, and continually calling ont for his sts- 
ter’s light fingers to aid in the dubbing, or to cut the wings. 
Eleanor, all-patient as she was, seemed quite content; but 
Lynedon grew restless and uncomfortable, At last, seeing 
no chance of the brief interview he songht, he went to Sir 
James’s study. 

Katharine was still reading; but there was a vaeant 
look in the old man’s eyes, which seemed to imply that the 
listener profited as little as the reader, Every now and 
then he interrupted her, to ask, in a voice feebler than usu- 
al, some question that betokened a wandering mind. Ile 
did not notice Paul’s entrance; and the young man mo- 
tioned to Katharine not to cease, while he placed himself 
behind her and looked over what she read. It was an old 
paper that chronicled the coronation of George HI; and 
Paul conld not help listening with a strange, almost painful 
feeling, to the description of festivities shared by courtiers 
and court beauties whose very memory had passed away. 
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“Tt must have been a gay sight, grandpapa ?” said Kath- 
arine, pausing. 

* Eh! what did you say, my child ?" 

Katharine repeated her observation. 

“Read that last sentence again, dear; I don’t think I 
quite understood it. Indeed, things do not seem quite 
clear here to-day.” The old man touched his forehead 
with a feeble smile, and tried to attend while Katharine 
read. Then he shook his head mournfully, and said, * It 1s 
of no nse, Katharine; I can’t make it out. What is it ?" 

“It is an account of the coronation levee, dear grandpa- 
pa, and of who were presented; look, here is your own 
name, Sir James Ogilvie, among the rest.” 

4 Fh! yes—I remember I went—let me see, it must have 
been last week, for the Gazette appears weekly now. And 
the King has asked me to go down to Windsor and hunt ; 
don’t forget that, Katharine; and, while I think of it, rmg 
for Peters, to see about Ringdove. His Majesty said there 
was not a finer hunter any where than my Ringdove. 
Make haste, love.” 

Katharine looked imploringly at Paul Lynedon, who 
stepped forward. 

* My dear Sir James, you are thinking of things long 
gone by." 

* Eh—what—who are you, sir? I never saw you be- 
fore," said the old man, over whom a strange change ap- 
peared to have come, for his dim eyes glittered, aud he 
moved restlessly in his chair. ‘ Katharine, who is this gen- 
tleman? I don’t know him. What is he going to do with 
me ?" and he caught her hand uneasily. 

“ Dearest grandpapa, it is only Mr. Lynedon.” 

"^ Lynedon; ah! to be sure— Viscount Lynedon. My 
dear lord, you have eome from the levee; perhaps the 
King has invited yon too? Ah! is it so? that’s well. 
How young you look! You find me not over strong, my 
dear friend, but I shall soon be better—very soon." 

The old man paused a noment in his unusual volubility, 
and turned to Lynedon and Katharme, neither of whom 
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would speak. A vague terror oppressed the latter; she be- 
came very pale, and her eyes filled with tears. Sir James 
looked wistfully at her. 

“Who is that lady—I don’t remember her?” he whis- 
pered to Lynedon. Katharine's tears overflowed, and she 
hid her face, 

“Tt is Katharine—your own Katharine,” said Paul. 

* My own Katharine? repeated the old man; “yes, it 
must be Katharine — Katharine Mayhew. But you mis- 
take, my lord; you must not call her my Katharine. Come 
another day, and Pll tell you all about it; I can't now;” 
and his voice trembled. “There she is, weeping still. My 
dear friend, go to her: we must do as the world does, and 
if her father should come in— — Tell her I did love he1—I 
did indeed—and I always shall, though they will not let us 
marry. Katharine, my Katharine, do not weep.” 

His voiee dropped almost to a whisper, and he leaned 
back with elosed eyes, his fingers fluttering to and fro on 
the elbows of the chair. Lynedon motioned for Katharine 
to speak to him. 

* Are you tired, dear grandpapa, or unwell? Shall I eall 
any onc?” 

* No, no, no! Iam quite well, only tired—so tired !” 

“Is your father in the house, Katharine?? asked Paul, 
who felt more alarmed than he liked to let her see. 

“No; he is gone out with Mrs. Laneaster—I think to the 
church." 

“Church!” said the old baronet, opening his eyes at the 
word. “Are we at the church? |. Ah! yes, I remember I 
promised. And so you are to be married, Katharine May- 
hew—married after all? Well, well! This is your bride- 
groom—and his name—" 

“Dear grandpapa, you are thinking of something else,” 
cried Katharine. “Here is no one but Mr. Lynedon and 
myself.” 

“Tynedon—so you are going to marry a Lynedon! 
Well, I had not thought so once. But here we are, and I 
must say the words myself. Give me your hands—” 
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“Do not contradict him; it is best not,” whispered Paut, 

Sir James joined their hands together. Even at that mo: 
ment of terror and exeitement, a wild thrill shot through 
Ixatharine's heart, and her very brow crimsoned at the 
touch. The old man muttered some imdistinct sounds, and 
stopped. 

* ] have forgotten the service—how does it begin? Ah! 
Í remember,” continued he, very faintly—* Earth to earth, 
ashes to ashes, dust to dust—” 

Katharine started up and shrieked with terror, for her 
grandfather had sunk back in his chair, white and ghastly. 
One feeble shudder convulsed the aged limbs, and then all 
was stillness. 

Paul and Katharine—their hands still clasped together 
— stood in the presence of Death. 


CHAPTER EX 


The ordinary use of acquaintance is a sharing of talk, news, drink, mirth, 
together; but sorrow is the right of a friend, as a thing nearer the heart, 
and to be delivered with 1t.—Bistop SELDEN. 


She did but look upon him, and his blood 
Blushed deeper, even from his inmost heart ; 
For at each glance of those sweet eyes, a soul 
Looked forth as from the azure gates of heaven. 
PurLir BAILEY, 


“Wuar a shocking occurrence—really quìte unfortunate, 
that it should have happened just now ! i said Mrs. P 
ter, as she paced the drawing-room in a state of nervous 
agitation, half affected, half real. This was some two or 
three hours after the first excitement and terror-stricken 
grief of the fannly had subsided into the stillness of a 
household which had been mvaded by Death. 

The lady's remark drew no answer from Paul Lynedon, 
who was the only person present. He sat leaning his head 
on his haud, in à grave attitude. 

“I wish Julian would make haste with the carriage. I 
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shall be glad to get away. It is so very unpleasant to be 
where there is a death in the house: it makes me quite 
nervous! Ifthe old gentleman had but lived until night— 
Really, Mr. Lynedon, I wish you would speak instead of 
sitting there without uttering a word—and when you see 
me so agitated, too.” 

*[ am very sorry,” began Paul, in an absent tone. 
* Death 1s, indeed, solemn !? 

* Of course—of course; but you know I do not think 
with these stupid ehureh-going people. No one of strong 
mind would. There is Mrs. Ogilvie, with her Bible quota- 
tions and her talk about ‘snbimission ;? as if it were not a 
good thing that the old man is gone—such a trouble as he 
was. Of course they are all in their hearts quite thankful 
for the event." 

At this moment a low moaning from one of the distant 
apartments reached the drawing-room. Pail Lynedon’s 
countenance changed from the apathy with which he had 
listened to Mrs. Lancaster to an expression of deep com- 
passion. 

“Hark! that is Katharine. Poor ehild! poor ehild !” 

* She has been in hysteries ever since you carried her to 
her room. It is almost time the scene were ended, I fan- 
cy," answered the lady, sarcastically. 

“Wow can you!” exelaimed Lynedon, with a look of 
grave reproof; but immediately recolleeting himself, his 
countenanee resumed its usual expression, and he relapsed 
into the silence whieh had excited Mrs. Lancasters am 
madversions. 

She, on her part, was becoming thoronghly vexed with 
her protégé. Vor several days he had not paid her half the 
attention which she exaeted, or wished to exact; and now 
it appeared to her that his mind was entirely oecupied by 
thoughts in which she had evidently no share. "The lady's 
conjectures were right. At this moment her worldliness 
and eold-heartedness were almost abhorrent to Paul Lyne- 
don. For days there had been a strnggle within him be- 
tween the two influences, the true and the wireal—custom 
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on the one hand, and on the other purity, simplicity, and 
nature. The latter were especially attractive as they came 
in the guise of Eleanor Ogilvie. Now, startled, awed by 
the day's event, and brought for the first time in his hfe 
within the presenee of death—at least of sudden death— 
Lynedon had put off for a while the fictions which consti- 
tuted his onter self. To him there was now something 
paintully repugnant in the affectations with which Mrs. 
Lancaster broke in upon the current of thoughts deeper 
and purer than the young man had indulged in for a long 
season. 

“Thank heaven, there are the earriage-wheels,”’ cried 
Mrs, Lancaster, who had been impatiently beating time on 
the window -panes with her gloved fingers. “Now we 
shall get away without meeting the family.” 

“What! shall you not see them before you go?” asked 
Paul, with much surprise, 

“Oh no; such an intrusion would be indecorous. I will 
send ecards when I get home." 

“Cards! Why, I thought, of all woman's duties and 
privileges, there was none so sacred as that of consolation. 
Surely I have heard you say so yourself.” 

Mrs. Lancaster shrugged her shoulders. 

“In other cases, certainly; but in this — however, my 
dear friend, I can not argue the point now, for here is Ju- 
lian with the boxes. lieally, it is very disagrecable to 
wait upon ourselves, and all because of tlns old gentle- 
man’s death. Ilowever, we shall soon be at home. Of 
course, you are quite ready, Mr. Lynedon ?” 

“YT bee your pardon, but I do not go just yet.” 

“Not go! And, pray, what is the reason of this sudden 
and most disinterested resolution 7’ said Mrs. Lancaster, 
with a smile of such ironical meaning that Paul Lynedon’s 
cheeks grew many shades deeper with annoyance. But, as 
was customary with him, he showed his vexation only by 
answering in a tone more firm and haughty than usual. 

Mrs. Lancaster, my only reason is one so trifling that 
it hardly deserves your attention. Merely, that having 
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received much courtesy in this house, I wish to return it 
by inquiring if in this time of confusion and trouble I can 
in any way be of use; and so, with an apology for troub- 
ling you with this explanation, allow me to lead you to 
your carriage.” 

Verily, the stateliness of the whole Lynedon race for a 
eentury back was compressed in Paul when he chose to 
exhibit that peculiar manner. The petite graceful Mrs. 
Lancaster shrank into nothing beside the overwhelming 
courtesy of his demeanor. They were silently descending 
the stairease when Eleanor Ogilvie appeared. 

«TIow very unpleasant!” and “Ifow fortunate !” cried 
Mrs. Laneaster, in a breath—the former being of course 
an aside. But a glance at Eleanor’s face, which, though a 
degree paler than ordinary, was perfectly composed, freed 
the departing guest from the apprehension of « scene, and 
she reascended to the drawing-room. 

“My dearest Eleanor, I would fain have saved us all the 
pain of an adieu. These most afflicting circumstances— 
your feelings—my own—” and here Mrs. Lancaster took 
out her pocket-handkerchief. 

But Eleanor neither wept nor made any pretense of do- 
ing so. 

“Thank you for your sympathy,” she answered; “and, 
since I see you are going, nay I hope that you will excuse 
an omission which—” 

“Excuse! My dear young friend, I would have re- 
mained could I have been any comfort; but I thought the 
kindest act was to intrude no longer on your sorrow.” 

Eleanor offered no word of dissent to this remark; and 
Mrs. Laneaster felt so completely at a loss that she again 
had recourse to her pocket-handkerehief. 

“You will bear my adieux and condolence to your eunt 
and to poor dear Miss Ogilvie, who must be sadly afflicted.” 

“Yes,” said Eleanor, briefly. She suffered Mrs. Lancas- 
ter’s veil to sweep her cheek in a salute, and then held out 
her hand to Paul Lynedon, who had stood by in perfect 


silence. 
D 
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He took the hand, but said quietly, ^I am not bidding 
you adieu, for I do not return to town until night; perhaps 
I may be of some service." 

“Yon are very kind," was Eleanor's reply, *but we will 
not encroach on your good offices—there 1s no need.” 

“That is just what Ihave been telling him, Miss Eleanor; 
he will only be in the way. You had better come with us, 
Lynedon,” said Mrs. Lancaster. 

Paul never answered her, but raised his eyes to Eleanor. 
His look was so full of earnest feeling, sympathy, and sin- 
eere kindliness, that she was touched.  * You will let me 
stay if I can be of use to any one here?" he said, gently, 
when Mrs. Lancaster walked forward m il-concealed im- 
patience. 

“Thank you, yes; do as yon will,” answered Eleanor, 
while the tears which affected sympathy would never have 
‘drawn forth confessed the influence of real feeling. The 
traces of this emotion were still on her cheek when Paul 
Lynedon returned to the room. They went to his very 
heart; for men to whom tears are unknown seem most 
susceptible to their power in women. There is probably 
scarcely any man living who does not feel his heart drawn 
to the girl he loves—or even is only beginning to love— 
if he sees her under the influence of any grief deep enough 
to call forth tears. 

50 1t was, that when Lynedon came again into Eleanor's 
presence, his manner was so subdued, so tender, so free 
trom all affectation, that she had never felt more inclined 
to regard him with friendly feelings. That she could 
either inspire or return a warmer sentiment had not once 
entered her mind with respect to Paul Lynedon; therefore 
her manner was always frank, open, and kindly, and now 
even gentler than usnal. 

“This is kind of yon—very kind,” she said, giving him 
her hand. Ile pressed it warmly, as a friend might, and 
then let it go: he could not, dared not suffer the expres- 
sion of love to intrude at such a time. 

*[ fec] very mueh with you—indeed I do," said Paul's 
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low, musical tones; “and that dear child, poor Katharine 
—it was a terrible shock for her.” 

“Yes, Katharine loved Aim very dearly, and she was the 
darling of his heart. Ile chose her name, and she was his 
godchild. Poor grandpapa! I think he loved Katharine 
better than any one in the world. How strange that no 
one should have been present when he died except you 
and herself! Did he say any thing, or seem to suffer? 
Poor Katharine has told us nothing—indeed, she las been 
weeping incessantly ever since.” 

Then Paul Lynedon related the scene in the studv, and 
the strange delusion under which Sir James had died. A 
common sympathy, though one of which neither was 
aware, made Paul speak and Eleanor listen with deep in- 
terest to the touching memory of a long-past love. 

“And he remembered her even then, this Katharine May- 
hew—how strange !? 

“It is not strange,” said Paul, earnestly ; “no man ever 
forgets the woman whom he first loved. The storms of a 
lifetime may intervene, but that such first true love should 
pass away—never, never!” 

Eleanor's lips trembled, her bosom heaved, and the voice 
of her soul, even more than that of her tongue, echoed the 
“never! It was as the one amen to the nniversal love- 
orison which every young heart breathes at its first awak- 
ening. But how rarely does each life’s history work out 
the fulfillment of the prayer! Not fate’s mysteries only, 
but the willfulness, change, and weakness of humanity it- 
self, cast a shadow between it and that blessed “never,” 
which, while still believed in, is strength and hope. Love 
is no longer divine to us when we find out, or begin only 
to suspect, that it is not eternal. 

Lynedon watched Eleanor's evident emotion with a thrill 
of rapture which he could scarcely conceal. He interpret- 
ed all as a lover would fain do. Her lightest word, her 
most passing look, might then have drawn from him the 
confession of his feelings—and would surely have done so, 
despite the solemn time and place, had there been in her an 


? 


1 THE OGILVIES. 

answering love involuntarily betrayed. But when Eleanor 
lifted up her face, the look which met his was so calin, so 
unconstrained in its maidenly frankness, that the most 
anxious, self-deceiving lover could not have discovered in 
it the secret which he might desire to see. Paul Lynedon 
shrank back into himself; and the passionate words which 
had risen almost to his lips died away m the ordinary ex- 
pressions of feeling c ‘alled forth by the occasion. Even 
these were so cold that Eleanor seemed surprised, She 
looked in his faee, which was pale and agitated, and her 
womanly sympathy at once supplied the imagined cause. 

“How ill you look, Mr. Lyiíedon ?! said she, while her 
gentle tone and kind eyes expressed more than E Woras. 
“We have been thinking so much of ourselves, and have 
forgotten how much this painful day must have affected 
you. Sit down, and let me bring you a glass of wine. 
Nay, I will have no refusal.” 

Paul had no power to refuse. When Eleanor brought 
him the wine, he took it from her hand, drank it, and then 
leaned his head against the wall, ineapable of uttering one 
word, Eleanor stood by him with a feeling of deep inter- 
est, mingled with compassion. At last he roused himself, 
and said, with a faint smile, “ You must pardon me.” 

= There i is no need—it was a trying scene; no wonder it 
affected you.  Loften think that men can less bear to come 
within the shadow of death than women can. It is our 
fate—it is we who have to meet the terrible One face to 
face! No matter how regardless a man may be during 
his life of all female ties, it 1s from mother, wife, sister, or 
daughter that he will seek the last offices of kindness. We 
leave worldly pleasures to yon, but you look to us for com- 
fort, at the last.” 

Eleanor had said all this—a long speech it was, too, for 
one of her generally undemonstrative character—with the 
kindly intention of giving Paul time to recover himself. 
When she ceased, she found his eyes fixed upon her face 
with an intense, earnest gaze. but the gaze was less that 
of a lover toward his mistress than the upraised, almost 
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adoring look which a Catholic worshiper might turn to his 
saint. And there was a sweetness and benigmty almost 
mother-like in the placid face that bent over Paul Lyne- 
don, and assuaged the troubled waters of lis spint until 
they sank into a calm. 

*[Tave I talked to you until you are wearled ?" said 
Zleanor, with one of her peculiar shadowy smiles. * It is 
some time since I have said so much on my own account. 
How much longer would you listen, I wonder ?” 

“Forever! forever!” muttered Paul Lynedon. 

“What were yon saying ?” inquired the unconscious 
Eleanor. 

Pant recollected himself at once. 

“That you are very kind and thoughtfnl—jnst hke a 
woman—and that I am ashamed to have given you so 
much trouble." 

“Then you feel quite well now? If so, I will go up to 
see poor Katharine.” 

“Not yet—not yet,” Lynedon hastily interposed, “You 
were to tell me if there is any thiug I can do in London— 
any business to arrange; or, if not to-day, can not I ride 
back here to-morrow and see? You know not what pleas- 
ure it would give me to do any thing for you—that 1s, for 
the family.” 

“Tam sure of it—I know how good you are. But my 
uncle and Hugh can arrange every thing." 

* Nay, your brother is ont ten miles off in the forest. 
Shall I ride over to meet him, and inform him of this sad 
event ?" 

“Thank you, but we have already sent; indeed, Mr. 
Lynedon, there is really no need for the exercise of your 
kindness. And since, to be frank with you, my uncle and 
aunt will like best to see no one exeept Hugh and myself, 
I will positively send you away." 

“But I may come to-morrow, or the next day, only to 
inquire after you all, and perhaps see yourself or your 
brother for a few minutes. It will be a satisfaction ta 
me; and Mrs. Lancaster, too, will be glad—” 
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Eleanor's eonntenanee changed a little—a very little: 
she was so sincere that even a passing thought ever east 
some reflection on her face. Ler companion saw it, and 
hastened to remove the impression. 

“You must not judge of me by—that is, I mean to say 
that a man is not accountable for the faults of his friends, 
or—or—acquaintances.” There was some confusion in his 
speech, which was not removed by Eleanor’s total silence. 

“FT wish you to think well of me—indeed I do,” the young 
man continued. “I know there is much in me wrong; but 
then I have been left to myself since boyhood—tfor years 
have not had a home, a mother, or a sister; and so I have 
grown more worldly than I ought to be. For this reason, 
now, in going away, I feel how much I owe for the pleas- 
ant and good influence of this week to you, who—” 

Paul was again treading on dangerous ground, but once 
more Eleanor’s composure saved him. 

“Tam glad we have made you happy. We wished to 
do so; and it has been a pleasant week to us all but for its 
sad ending. And now, Mr. Lynedon, since I am the only 
one of the household who ean take leave of you, let me 
thank yon again on the part of all, and say good-by.” 

“ Good-by,” repeated Paul, as he lingeringly opened the 
door for her, and watched her light figure ascend the wind- 
ing staircase. When she disappeared, his breast relieved 
itself with a heavy sigh. He rode home fully impressed 
with the conviction that the star of his life, now and for- 
ever, was Eleanor Ogilvie. 

There was a degree of irresolution in the character of 
Lynedon that caused him often to be swayed against his 
wil. With hin the past or the future was always sub- 
servient to the influence of the present. So, when he had 
ridden to Summerwood three times in the first week after 
Sir James's death, and therenpon borne à considerable 
number of Mrs. Lancaster's smiles and innnendoes, he be- 
gan to feel that there was some cause for the neglect of 
which that lady accused her guest. As the charms of 
Summerwood grew dim iu the attraction of snecessive i 
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telleetual dissipations—for it is due to Paul to say that no 
others could have any influence over his fine mind—it so 
chanced that for the next fortnight he never went near the 
Ogilvie family. 


CHAPTER X. 


The transition from sorrow to joy is easiest in pure minds, as the true 
diamond, when moistened by the breath, recovers its lustre sooner than 
the false. —JEaN Par. 


He stood beside me 
'The embodied vision of the brightest dream 
That like a dawn heralds the day of life: 
The shadow of his presence made my world 
A paradise. All familiar things he touched, 
All common words he spake, became to me 
Like forms and sounds of a diviner world. 
He was as is the sun in his fierce youth, 
As terrible and lovely as the tempest. 
He came—and went—and left me wkat I am. 

SHELLEY. 


IKATHARINE OGILVIE sat in the room which had so long 
been her grandfathers. It was now, by her own desire, 
virtually resigned to herself. None of his own children 
had loved, and been loved by, Sir James Ogilvie like this 
young girl, who had sprang up in the third generation—a 
late-given flower—to cast sweetness over his old age. So 
Katharine seemed to have a right beyond all others to his 
room and to every thing that had belonged to lim. When 
she recovered from the grief and agitation which for some 
days had amounted to real illness, she took possession of 
the study without any opposition, except that her mother's 
anxious tenderness feared lest the scene of waning life and 
awfully sudden death might have a painful effect on a mind 
£O young. 

But Katharine seemed to have arisen from this trance of 
pain and suffering with a new character. During that week 
of illness she had merged from the child into the woman. 
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A change had passed over her— the life-change, wherein 
the heart awakes, as out of sleep, to feel with a terrible 
vividness the reahty of these pulses which had faintly 
stirred in its dreams. 

Katharine knew that the power of which she had read 
and mused had come upon her own soul. She felt in her- 
self the truth of what she had seen shadowed forth in ro- 
mance and song: she knew that she loved. 

It is with a sensation almost amounting to fear that a 
young maiden first discovers the real presence of the life- 
influence in her heart—when she feels that her existence 
no longer centres in itself alone, but has another added to 
it, whieh becomes, and will become more and more, dear 
as its very soul. Katharine, who in her unconseious sim- 
plieity had given herself up so entirely to the pleasant rev- 
erie of which Paul Lynedon was the presiding spirit, almost 
shuddered when the light broke in upon her and told her 
that dream was her life. With her, love was not that girl- 
ish fancy which is born of idleness, nourished by vanity, 
and dies in a few months of sheer inanition, to revive again 
in some new phase, and, so transferred from objeet to ob- 
ject, live out its scores of petty lives, until it fairly wears 
itself out, or settles, at the eall of duty or of interest, with- 
in the calm boundaries of matrimonial necessity. Words 
can not too much ridicule or condemn this desecration. 
But a pure-hearted woman’s sincere, true, and life-long 
love, awakened by what either is or she deems to be noble 
and perfect in her ideal, and, as'such, made the secret relig- 
ion of her heart, whereon no eye may look, yet which is the 
hidden spring influencing all her thoughts and actions— 
this love is à thing most saered, too solemn to be lightly 
spoken of, too exalted to need idle pity, too holy to awaken 
any feeling save reverence. 

And such a love was Katharine's for Paul Lynedon. 

She sat in her grandfather's ehair, her brow resting 
against the same cushion where in death had fallen the 
aged head now hidden away in eternal repose. Katharine 
turned away from the light and closed her eyes, Her 
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hands lay crossed on her knee, them extreme aud almost 
sickly whiteness contrasting with her black dress. She 
was no longer an invalid, but a dreaminess and languor 
still hung over her, giving their own cxpression to her face 
and attitude. It was a pleasure to sit still and think—one 
so great, that she often suffered her parents and Hugh to 
suppose her asleep rather than be disturbed by conversa- 
(1011. 

The room was so quiet that she might have been alone; 
but Hugh, who, ever since her recovery, had followed her 
like a shadow, sat at the window, making his eternal flies 
—at least, that was his excuse for remainme with her in 
the study—but he looked oftener at Katharine than at Ins 
work. So silent and quiet was he that she had entirely 
forgotten his presence, until, waking from her reverie with 
a halfsuppressed sigh, she saw him creep softly to her 
chair. 

*I thought vou were asleep, Katharine; are you awake 
now?” he said, affectionately. 

IKatharine's answer was a smile. She felt very grateful 
to Hugh, who had been her chief companion for some days, 
and had striven in every way to amuse her. He had given 
up the finest hunt of the season to stay at home with her; 
and, after in vain trying to interest her m the adventures 
of every fox killed during the winter, had finally offered 
to read aloud to her out of any book she liked, provided it 
was not poetry. But the time was gone by when the Hin- 
gering ehildishness of Katharine's nature would sympa 
thize with those purely physical delights of exercise and 
outdoor amusement which constituted Hugh’s world. She 
tried to hide this from him, and attempted to enter into 
every thing as usual; bnt it would not do. The day 
lagged very heavily ; i though Hugh was too good-na- 
tured to allude to the hunt, it reeurred sorrow fully to his 
mind as he saw from the EM windows a few moving 
specks of scarlet sweeping along the distant country. At 
last, when a horse’s feet were heard up the avenue, he 


could rest quiet no longer. 
D2 
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* It 1s surely one of the men from the hunt; I will just 
go and speak to him, and ask him to have soine lunch. 
You will not mind being left alone for a few minutes, dear 
Bereharmo 7” 

“Oh no—not at all! You are only too kind to me, 
cousin Hugh; pray go and enjoy yourself.” 

The door closed on him, and Katharine leaned baek in 
‘quiet, dreamy solitude. She thought of her grandfather— 
how soon every memory of him had passed away from the 
household ; how even the long life of eighty years, with all 
its ties and all its events, had become like a shadow—had 
crumbled into nothing at the touch of death; so that in 
the world not even a month’s void was left by the human 
soul now departed. And then Katharine’s mind reverted 
to the closing scene of his hfe; the old man’s vague wan- 
dering words, which she felt referred to some memory of 
his youth that he had strangely connected with her, not 
knowing that the universal chord thus touched in the 
shadowy past had found its echo in the present. The 
saine impulse swayed the spirit then passing away and that 
just entering upon its world-strugeles. Amid the solemn 
mournfulness of this death-vision came the remembered 
face of Paul Lynedon; the gentle sympathy of his look, 
the touch of his hand, the strange symbolizing of their 
united fate—for so it might prove—who could tell? And 
Katharine gave herself up to the wild love-reverie of early 
youth. 

In the midst of it the door opened, and Lynedon himself 
stood by her side. 

Katharine had never seen him sinee the moment when, 
half insensible, she had felt herself borne in his arms from 
the chamber of death. Now, he eame so suddenly into her 
presence that at the sight of him her heart seemed to sus- 
pend its beatings. Not a word came from her colorless 
lips, and the hand that Paul took between his own felt 
like marble. 

* Dear Katharine, I fear I have startled you," he said, 
anxiously; “but Iso longed to see you. I never thought 
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of all the past — this room, too — how foolish it was of 
me” 

Katharine drooped her head and burst into tears. 

Paul’s kindly feelings were roused. He waited until 
Katharine’s emotion had somewhat exhausted itself, and 
then laid her head back on the cushion, smoothing her soft 
black hair with his hand as gently and soothingly as an 
elder brother or father might have done. 

“Poor Katharine, dear Katharine, you have suffered 
much; but we will not think of it any more now. Let us 
talk about something else, and I will sit by you until you 
have quite recovered yourself. Do not grieve so much for 
him you have lost—tlii:k of those you have still. Iatha- 
rine, dearest, think of all who love you.” 

A happy smile broke through IXatharine's tears, and à 
faint color flitted over her cheek. The words were very 
tender—-made still more so by the inexpressible sweetness 
of the tone. What music there was at times in Paul Lyne- 
don’s voice! No wonder it should echo in that poor self- 
deceiving heart like a celestial melody. 

The first tender impulse over, 3r. Lynedon seemed to 
think he had consoled her sufficiently, and resumed the 
ordinary tones of common life. 

“I have not yet inquired after your father and mother; 
they are well, hope? May I not see them to-day ?” 

“Yes, certainly,” said Katharine. 

“ And your cousin—Miss Eleanor?’ Paul's head here 
turned toward the fire, and his fingers busied themselves 
in playing with a loose tassel on the arm-chair. 

“ Eleanor is very well. Thad a letter from her to-day.” 

“A letter?” 

* Yos; she was sent for a week since by her old friend, 
Mrs. Breynton. She told me to say how sorry she was 
not to bid you adieu; indeed, we half expected you every 
ux elastoweck. " 

A slight exclamation of vexed surprise rose to Paul’s 
lips, but he suppressed it, and only tore the tassel into 
small bits. No indication of what was in his mind con 
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veyed itself to Katharine's; she sat with her sweet, down: 
cast eyes and trembling lips, drinking in nothing but deep 
happmess. 

For hun, he coneealed his disappointment, only saying, 
in à soft, earnest way, 

“How very, very sorry lam! Nothing but the hard- 
est neeessity could have made me stay away from Sum- 
merwood a whole fortnight. You believe that, Katha- 
No 

Katharine did not know whether to say yes or no. She 
was in a rapturous dream, whose light flooded and dazzled 
all her thoughts and senses. 

“But you will forgive me, and ask your cousin to do the 
same when you write? Will that be soon ?? 

“Oh yes; we write very often, Eleanor and I.” 

“How pleasant !? said Paul Lynedon, while his thoughts 
flew far away, and the few words with which he tried te 
keep up the conversation only sufticed to make it more 
confused and broken. Watharine never noticed how ab- 
sent his manner grew. She was absorbed m the happiness 
of sitting near him, hearing him speak, and stealing glances 
now and then at his face. And perhaps, had she considered 
the matter at all, his silenee would have only seemed an- 
other token of the blessed secret which she fancied she 
read in the deep tenderness of his words and manner. 

To him the time passed rather wearily: 1t was a duty 
of kindness and consideration, at first pleasant, then somo- 
what dull—possibly it was a relief when fulfilled. To her, 
the bliss of a year—nay, of a lifetime—was comprised in 
that one half hour. At the moment it seemed a dizzy 
trance of confused joy, formless and vague; bnt in after- 
hours it grew distinet; each word, each look, each gesture 
being written on her heart and brain in letters of golden 
light, until at last they turned to fire. 

Hugh came in, looking not particularly pleased. Though 
he had a strong suspicion that Ins sister Eleanor was Paul 
Lynedon’s chief attraction at Summerwood, he never felt 
altogether free from a vague jealousy on Katharine's ac- 
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count. But the warmth with which his supposed rival 
met him quite reassured the simple-hearted, good-natured 
Hugh; and while the two young men interchanged greet- 
ings, Katharine crept away to her own room. 

There, when quite alone, the full tide of joy was free to 
flow. With an emotion of almost child-like rapture she 
clasped her hands above her head. 

“Tt may come—that bhss! It may come yet!” she 
murmured; and then she repeated his words—the words 
which now ever haunted her like a perpetual musse—Z7 
almost love Katharine Ogilvie! “It may be true—it 
must be; else he never would talk to me thus—look at 
me thus. For I—how could I hear such words, meet such 
looks, from any other man but he! It must be true. Ie 
does love me. How happy am I!” 

And as she stood with her clasped hands pressed on her 
bosom, her head thrown back, the lips parted, the eyes 
beaming, and her whole form dilated with joy, Katharine 
caught a sight of her image in the opposite mirror. She 
was startled to see herself so fair. There is no beautifier 
like happiness, especially the happiness of love. It often 
seems to invest with a halo of radiance the most ordinary 
face and form. No wonder that under its influence IKath- 
arine hardly knew her own likeness. 

But, in a moment, a delicious consciousness of beauty 
stole over her. It was not vanity, but a passionate glad- 
ness that thereby she might be more worthy of Aim. She 
drew nearer; she gazed almost lovingly on the bright 
young face reflected there, not as if it were her own, but 
as something fair and precious in his sight, which accord- 
ingly became the same to hers. She looked into the depths 
of the dark clear eyes—ah! one day it might be his delight 
to do the same. She marked the graceful curves of the 
round white hand—the same hand which had rested in 
his: perhaps the time might come when it would rest 
there forever. ‘ Blessed hand !—oh dear, dear little han 1 
of mine!” And she kissed it more than once, till she be- 
gan blushing at her own folly. 
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Simple, child-like Katharine—a child in all but love—il 
thou couldst have died in that dream ! 

The sudden delirium of joy passed away, and left a still 
gladuess which lighted up her eyes and trembled in her 
lips, making her whole countenance beautiful. As she 
went down to dinner, she passed the open door of the 
study, and entered it for a moment. How changed it 
seemed! the memorial altar of Death had become the 
sanctuary of Love. A little, Katharine’s heart smote her; 
and a few tears fell, awakened by one sudden thought of 
him who was gone. But how could the dear, yet now 
faint memory of the dead contend with the fresh, glad 
fount of youth and first love that sprang up in her heart, 
filling it with sunshine and singing evermore, until the 
light and the music shut out all sorrowful sights and 
sounds, or changed them into joy. It could not be; it 
never is so in this world. And Nature, who makes the 
greenest grass and the brightest flowers to grow over 
graves, thus teaches ns that in this ever-renewed current 
of life there is deep wisdom and infinite love. 

Paul Lynedon stud all day. It was a day of quiet pleas- 
ure to every one. Mr.—or, as Paul found some difficulty 
in calling him, Sir Robert—Ogilvie was glad to have a talk 
about politics, and his lady was delighted that a visitor 
had at last arrived to break the formal gloom of a house- 
hold over which death had passed, but scarcely sorrow. 
Hugh had an engagement elsewhere. ‘This fact, while Sir 
Robert took his after-dinner nap, cost Lady Ogilvie a long 
apology, which her gnest thonght infinitely more weari- 
some than the circumstance for which it was meant to 
atone. 

“Though casting no reproach on your nephew’s agree- 
able society,” said the polite Lynedon, “I assure you, my 
dear Lady Ogilvie, that I shall be quite content, and in- 
deed gratified, to have your daughter al! to myself for a 
whole evening—such good friends as we are. Is it not so, 
Katharine ?” and he took the young girl's hand with the 
affectionate familiarity which he had established between 
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them. Tow bright, how joyful, were the answering blush 
and smile ! 

Paul Lynedon saw both. He was flattered at having so 
completely conquered the shyness of this young creature, 
who, in the intervals of his sudden passion for Eleanor, had 
at once interested, amused, and puzzled him. He could not 
but perceive the admiring reverence of himself which her 
whole manner unconsciously showed; and a proud man 
likes to be worshiped and looked up to, especially by the 
other sex. To be sure, Katharine was still a mere child; 
but there was someting even in the devction of à voung 
girl that gratified his self:esteem and love of approbation 
T very strong in Paul Lynedon. 

So his manner toward Katharine took a deeper and ten- 
derer meaning—more so than even he intended it should. 
Though the other fair image which he fancied so dear still 
lingered i in his heart, and ite was haunted all that evening 
with shadowy visions of Eleanor, still he talked to Katha- 
rine as men will idly talk, never ‘dreaming that every low 
tone, every tender look, thoughtlessly lavished on an inter- 
esting girl, went deep to the most passionate recesses of a 
woman’s heart. 

After tea, Paul’s eyes wandered to the httle recess where 
harp and piano stood. Perhaps his loyer-hke faney conjured 
up there the sweet calm face and bending figure of Eleanor. 

* Yon feel dull without music. Is not that what you 
are thinking of?" inquired Katharine, timidly. 

A taeit prevarication, by which more tender conscienees 
thai Paul's often deem it no wrong to eompromise truth, 
enabled him to auswer * Yes; I was wishing to ask you to 
sing, but did not like so soon after—" and he stopped. 

Katharine looked grave, and her eyes filled with tears. 

“Perhaps I ought not. Yet Ac always loved to see me 
happy, and he liked you so much! Mr. Lynedon, I. vill 
try to sing if it will give you any pleasure. May I not 
mamma *?" 

But Lady Ogilvie had gone comfortably to sleep in the 
inner drawing-room. 
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Katharine sang—it was wonderful how much she had 
improved. Paul listened, praised, and made her try over 
all his favorites which Eleanor had sung to him. iKatha- 
rine saw his earnest, almost abstracted look ; she knew not 
that heavas touched less by the present than by recollec- 
tions of the happy past and vague pl: 
future now all centred in Eleanor Ogilvie. 

Under the influence of these thonghts and projects Paul 
felt happy. He took leave ofthe family, of Katharine espe- 
cially, with a cheerful, tender light in his eyes--those bean- 
tiful soft gray eyes, which at times were more eloqnent than 
even his tongne. 

"Iam going a short jonrney, bnt I shall not be away 
long. <A fortnight, at farthest, will see me again at Sum- 
merw ood." 

* We shall be happy to see you, Mr. Lynedon,? said Sir 
obert, cordially; “yon see we make you quite one of the 
family.” 

“It is my greatest happmess,” answered Paul, with a 
delighted look, and a tone of deeper earnestness than 
Katharine had ever heard him use. Tt made her little 
heart fintter wildly. | Quicker still it throbbed when Lyne- 
don entreated Sir Robert not to stir from the fireside. 
“Your good-by and good-speed shall be the last, dear 
Katharine, if yon will come with me to the door,” 

She did so, trembling all over. When they stood to- 
gether in the hall, he took both her hands in his, and held 
them there for a lone time, looking down tenderly upon 
her agitated faec. 

“Yon will think of me when Iam away ?” he whispered. 

“Yes,” was all she could answer. 

“And you will remember me—yon will love me—until 
I come again ?” 

This time no answer—none. But he saw that her slight 
frame quivered like a reed, and that the large limpid eyes 
whieh she raised to his, for one instant only, were swim- 
ming in tears. As he gazed, a thrill of pleased vanity, not 
unmingled with a deeper, tenderer feeling, came over Paul 
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Lynedon. With a sudden impulse—he was always gov- 
erned by impulses—he stooped down and kissed the tear- 
ful eyes, the trembling lips, which had silently betrayed so 
much. 

“God bless you, Katharine—dearest Katharine P were 
his last words. "Their echoes rang through her hfe for 
years. 

Lynedon, as he rode home, felt rather annoyed that he 
had committed himself in this way. But he could not 
help it—she looked so pretty. And then, she was a mere 
child after all, and would be his little cousin soon, he hoped. 
With this thought he dismissed the subject, and the image 
of Katharine glided into that of Eleanor Ogilvie. 

But she—the young creature whom he left behmd— 
stood there, absorbed in a trance of delirious rapture. 
She saw nothing—felt nothing—but the vanished face, 
and the touch that lingered on her lips and eyelids. it 
seemed as if with that kiss a ney 
passed into her own, giving it a. ud lite. She awoke 
as if in another world, feeling her whole being changed 
and sublimated. With her, every thing in existence now 
tended toward one thought, one desire, one passionate and 
yet solemn prayer—that she might one day be worthy to 
lay down her life, her love, her very soul at the feet of 
Paul Lynedon. 





CIIAPTER XI 


Not wholly in the busy world, nor qnite 

Beyond it, blooms the garden that I love. 

News from the humming city comes to it 

Tn sound of funeral or marriage bells, 

And, sitting muflled in dark leaves, vou hear 

The windy clanging of the minster clock. 
TENNYSON. 


THERE is, in one of the counties between Devon and 


Northumberland, a certain cathedral city, the name of 
which I do not intend to reveal. It is, or was until very 
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lately, one of the few remaining strongholds of High. 
Churchism and Conservatism, politieal and moral. In old- 
en days it almost sacrificed its existence as a city for the 
cause of King Charles the Martyr, and ever since has kept 
true to its principles, or at least to that modification of 
them which the exigencies of modern times required. 
And the “loyal and ancient” town—which dignifies itself 
by the name of city, though a twenty minutes walk would 
bring you from one extremity to the other—is fully alive 
to the consciousness of its own deservings. It is a very 
colony of Levites, who, devoted to the temple-service, shut 
out from their precincts any unholy thing. But this un- 
holiness 1s an epithet of their own affixing, not Heaven’s. 
It means not merely what is irreligious, but what is un- 
genteel, unaristocratic, un-Conservative. 

Yet there is much that is good about the place and its in- 
habitants. The latter may well be proud of their ancient 
and beautiful city—beantiful not so much in itself as for 
its situation, It lies in the midst of a fertile and graceful- 
ly undulated region, and consists of a cluster of artistically 
irregular and deliciously old-fashioned streets, of which the 
nucleus is the cathedral. This rises aloft with its three 
airy spires, so light, so delicately traced, that they have 
been christened the Ladies of the Vale. Yon may see 
them for miles and miles looking almost hike a fairy build- 
ing against the sky. The city has an air of repose, an old- 
world look, which becomes it well. No railway has yet 
disturbed the sacred peace of its antiqnity, and here and 
there you may see grass growing in its quiet streets, over 
which you would no more think of thundering in a modern 
equipage than of driving a coach-and-four across the graves 
of your ancestors. 

he whole atmosphere of the place is that of sleepiness 
and antique propriety. The people do every thing, as 
Boniface says, “soberly.” They have grave dinner-partics 
once or twice in the year; a public ball as solemn as a fu- 
neral; a concert now and then, very select and proper; and 
so society moves on in a circle of polite regularities. The 
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resident bishop is the sun of the system, around which 
deans, sub-deans, choral vicars, and clerical functionaries 
cf all sorts revolve in successive orbits with their separate 
satellites. One character, one tone of iecling pervades ev- 
ery body. IL is a city of serene old age. Nobody 
seems young there—not even the little singing-boys, 

But the sanctum sanctorum, the penetralia of the eity, is 
a small region surrounding the cathedral, entitled the Close. 
Here abide relies of ancient sanctity, widows of departed 
deans, maiden descendants of officials who probably chaut- 
ed anthems on the accession of George IT. or on the down- 
fall of the last Pretender. Here, too, is the residence of 
many cathedral functionaries, who pass their lives within 
the precincts of the sanctuary. These dwellings have im- 
bibed the clerical and dignified solemnity due to their 
neighborhood. It seems always Sunday in the Close; and 
the child who should venture to bowl a hoop along its still 
pavement, or play at marbles on its door-steps, would be 
more daring than ever was infant within the verge of the 
city of L 

In this spot was Mrs. Breynton’s residence. But it look- 
ed down with superior dignity upon its neighbors in the 
Close, inasmuch as it was a detached mansion, inclosed by 
high walls, gardens, and massive gates. It had once been 
the bishop’s palace, and was a beautiful relic of the stately 
magnificence of old. Large and lofty rooms, oak-paneled 
and supported by pillars—noble staircases—recesses where 
proscribed traitors mmght have hid—gloomy bedchambers 
with spectral furniture, meet for the visitation of legions 
of ghosts—dark passages, where you might shiver at the 
echo of your own footsteps—such were the internal appear- 
ances of the house. Every thing was solemn, still, age- 
stricken. 

But without, one seemed to pass at once from the frigid- 
ity of age to the light, gladness, and freshness of youth. 
The lovely garden was redolent of sweet odors, alive with 
birds, studded with velvety grass-plots of the brightest 
green interwound by shady alleys, with here and there 
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trees which hid their aged boughs in a mantel of leaves 
and flowers, so that one never thought how they and the 
gray pile which they neighbored had come into existence 
together. It was like the contrast between a human mind 
which the world teaches and builds on its own fading mod- 
el, and the soul of God’s making and nourishing which lives 
in Tis sunshine and His dews, fresh and pure, never grows 
old, and bears flowers to the last. 

There, in that still garden, you might sit for hours, and 
hear no world-sounds to break its quiet except the chimes 
of the cathedral clock drowsily ringing out the hours. 
Now and then, at service-time, there would come a faint 
murmur of chanting, uniting the visible form of holy serv- 
ice with Nature's eternal praises and prayers, and so blend- 
ing the spiritual and the tangible, the symbol and the ex- 
pression,in a pleasant harmony. Dear, beautiful garden! 
No dream of fiction, but a little Eden of memory—let us 
rest a while in thy lovely shades before we people them 
with the denizens of this our self-created world. Oh, pleas- 
ant garden! let us go back in spirit to the past, and lie 
down on the green sloping bank under the magnificent old 
tree with its cloud of white blossoms (no poet-sung haw- 
thorn, but only a double cherry)—let us stroll along the 
terrace-walk, and lean against the thick low wall, looking 
down upon what was onee the eathedral moat, but is now 
a sloping dell all trailed over with blaekberries—let us 
watch the sunlit spires of the old cathedral in a quiet 
dreaminess that almost shuts out thought! And, while 
resting under the shadow of thìs dream, its memorial pict- 
ures shall be made life-like to us by the accompaniment of 
solemn music, sueh as this: 

Oh earth, so full of dreary noises, 

Oh men, with wailing in your voiees ; 
Oh delved gold—the wailer’s heap: 

Oh strife—oh tears that o’er it fall, 

God makes a silence through you all, 
And giveth Ilis beloved sleep. 


THE OGILVIES 89 


CHAPTER XII. 


Of what quality was your love, then? 
Like a fair house built upon another man's ground, so that I have lost 
my edifice by mistaking the place where I erected it. —SHAKSPEARE, 


How ill doth he deserve a lover’s name 
Whose pale weak flame 
Can not retain 
His heart in spite of absence or disdain, 
But does at once, like paper set on fire, 
Burn, and expire. —Carew. 


Ir was scarcely possible to imagine a greater contrast 
than that between Mrs. Breynton and Eleanor Ogilvie. Tt 
was not the contrast of youth and age, or beauty and ugli- 
hess; for the lady of the palace was certainly not very old, 
and inight once have been decidedly handsome. But there 
wits a line-and-plummet regularity, an angular preciscness, 
in Mrs. Breynton's mind and person, that was altogether 
opposed to Hogartl’s curve of “| beauty and grace.” She 
was like a correct mathematical figure altogether made up 
of night lines. A bishop's nieee, a canon's daughter, and a 
dean's widow,she had lived all her life under the shadow 
of the eathedral walls. It was her world—she could im- 
agine no greater; and in it she had passed a life serene, 
sedate, unbroken, save bv two shocks—the death of the 
dean, and an event yet. more terrible, her only brother's re- 
lingnishinent of the Church for the Army. The first she 
recovered in time; the second she atoned for by bringing 
up that favorite brother's orphan son to restore the credit 
of the family through the induction of surplice and band. 

The elder lady and her companion sat together in the 
breakfast-room. It was the only apartment in the house 
that was small enough to be comfortable, and this shadow 
of domestic coziness was taken away by one half of it being 
transformed by a glass partition-wall into a conservatory. 
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But this conservatory was unlike most others, inasmuch as 
it had dead brick walls and high windows through which 
httle light could penetrate, so that it looked as if the room 
had been made into a vegetable menagerie. 

Mrs. Breynton always “made a rule of sitting still after 
breakfast for half an hour, during which time she read her 
letters, decided upon the dae 8 avocations, and knitted one 
square n. an eternal counterpane that seemed likely to en- 
ter on its duties for the first time as the shroud of its cen- 
tenarian fabricator. 

“ Kleanor, my dear !” 
Dean’s widow. 

Eleanor had entered the menagerie with the charitable 
intention of opening the window to give air to its occu- 
pants. 

* My dear Eleanor ?? repeated in a tone higher, made her 
turn round and answer the call. “I merely wW ished to re- 
mind you that we never open the conservatory window 
until Easter, and it is now only the week before Lent.” 

Eleanor elosed the window, looking compassionately a 
the poor orange-trees, which could drink in air aud Hehe 
only by rule and measure, She came into the breakfist- 
room, and sat watching the sunshine that struggled in. It 
rested on an old picture—the only one in the room—a por- 
(Ol A rosy, golden-haired boy. The original was the 
Canon Francis Wychnor, whose monument stood in the 
cathedral nave. Could he have ever been a child? 

Mrs. Breynton knitted another row in silence, and then 
observed, 

‘Eleanor, my reference to this season of Lent has made 
me remember how near it is to the Ember Weeks. I won- 
der I did not hear from Philip to-day.” 

Sudden blushes rarely came to Eleanor’s cheek; her feel- 
ings were too well-governed and calm. But now she felt 
glad that she sat in the shade, for Mrs. Dreynton's thoughts 
had taken the same direction as her own. 

“Perhaps he will write to-morrow,” was the very ordi- 
nary reply that she found herself able to make. 


said the measured tones of the 
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“I hope so; but he has rarely suffered Tuesday morn- 
ing to pass by; and it would have been pleasant to me to 
know that he is quite prepared for taking orders.” 

“This year—so soon!” 

“Certainly, my dear. He was three-and-twenty last 
month—just in time. [have already spoken to the Bishop 
about the curacy of Wearmouth; and old Mr. Vernon, the 
rector of that place, is not likely in conrse of nature to live 
more than two or three years I consider that there are 
few yonng men with better prospeets than my nephew ; 
and I think I may flatter myself on having been to a cer- 

tain degree instrumental in his well-being.” 

Too edh he owes you much! But Iam sure, from what 
Tknow of Mr. Wychnor, that your kindness will be requited 
with interest.” 

A pleased though very frigid smile bent the thin hips of 
the Deau's widow. “I am quite satisfied that Philip will 
do eredit to his funily. 1 have no fault to find with him, 
except perhaps that he is not regular enough iu his studies, 
and has a fancy for always carrying with him a volume or 
two of idie poetry—not quite the thing for a young clergy- 
man to read. But he will get over that; and if he con- 
duets himself well in his curacy, and marries to please me, 
as IT have little doubt he will? (here Mrs. Dreynton glanced 
approvingly at Eieanor's eracefnlly-drooped head), “ wily, 
then, Philip will have no canse to regret that he is my neph- 
Cw ent it 1s already ten o 'elock, and I have to speak to 
the gardener about trausplanting some geraniums,  Elea- 
nor, will you be kind enongh to ring for Davis?” 

Long after the old lady had attired her self, and been seen 
slowly traversing the garden walks, Eleanor sat nn. on 
her latter words—“If Philip marrics to please me.” It 
was almost the first time she had ever heard the word »i«27- 
riage on Mrs. Breynton’s lips. The palace had always 
seemed a quiet, innocent paradise, wherem there was no 
mention of the one feeling which in society is often diluted 
into a meaningless and contemptible jest, or else made the 
eause of all strife, evil, and sorrow. Eleanor and Philip, 
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shut up together like two young birds in this peaceful Eden, 
had glided into love, without any one’s taking apparent no- 
tice of the fact, and almost without knowing it themselves. 
The flower had sprung up in their hearts, and grown leaf 
by leaf, bud by bud, neither could tell how. No doubts 
and jealousies from the world ontside had ever come be- 
tween them. Their perfect love was perfect trust—the 
deep faith between two beings who feel that they are 
formed for one another, and are united to the heart’s core. 
They never talked about their love. Philip made no dee- 
larations—Eleanor asked no vows; and when they parted 
for the short visit at Summerwood, there was no formal 
farewell. Only,as they stood at the hall door, Philip press- 
ed her hand and said, 

“Take care of yourself, Eleanor—ay Eleanor !—remem- 
ber you are mine—dearest to me of all the world.” 

Eleanor believed it, and felt from that moment that she 
was betrothed to him in heart and soul. She rested in the 
knowledge; full of trust in him—in his true, earnest, noble 
nature. She bad not thought much of the future until 
Mrs. Breynton's words awakened a restlessness and an anx- 
ious looking-forward. Eleanor knew Philip’s heart better 
than any one, and she foreboded that all these projects for 
his future advantage were little likely to be seconded by 
him. She sat pondering for nearly an hour, when she was 
summoned into the drawing-room by the arrival of a visitor. 

It was the last person in the world whom she expected. 

“Mr, Lynedon, this is indeed a surprise !” cried Eleanor. 

There was a slight confusion in his manner, which was 
very soon reflected in hers, for just at that moment Mrs. 
Breynton entered. The extreme frigidity of her reception 
was enough to produce an uncomfortable feeling in any 
maiden of nineteen who has to introduce a strange gentle- 
man—arrived, apparently, without any object but that of 
seeing herself 

“Mrs. Breynton, this is Mr. Lynedon, a friend of my un- 
cle Ogilvie’s, who was staying at Summerwood. I believe 
I spoke of him.” 
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“JY have not the slightest recollection of the fact, my 
dear; but any friend of yours or of Sir Robert Ogilvie’s is 
welcome to my house. Pray be seated, Mr. . Excuse 
me, Eleanor, but I did not catch the gentleman’s name.” 

* Lynedon," answered Paul, somewhat disconcerted by 
the cold, penetrating gaze of Mrs. Breynton. However, he 
made an effort and recovered his selt-command. “TI bear 
credentials from Summerwood which I hope will atone for 
this intrusion—a few books which Miss Ogilvie was send- 
ing to her cousin. Happening to propose a journey which 
would lead me through your city, I volunteered to deliver 
them. Perhaps this offer was hardly disinterested, as I 
was glad of any excuse to stay and see your beautiful ca- 
thedral.” 

Mrs. Breynton began to thaw. To praise “our cathe- 
dral and manifest interest therein, was a certain road to 
her favor. From the few words which she answered, Paul 
Lynedon was sharp-sighted enough to discover this, and he 
followed up his game with great patience and ingenuity. 
While Eleanor examined the books he brought, he talked 
the Dean’s lady into the best of humors. She took him to 
the window which looked on the cathedral yard—explain- 
ed its architecture from top to bottom—and finally, dehght- 
ed with the interest that he evinced and with his evident 
antiquarian lore—Paul was the cleverest of tacticians in 
displaying every whit of his knowledge—she invited her 
unexpected guest to stay to luncheon. 

“Then, Eleanor, my dear, we can afterward show the ca- 
thedral to Mr. Lynedon, sinee he seems to admire it so 
much. Imention this, Mr. Lynedon, because nnder my es- 
cort you will be able to see the Ladye Chapel, the vaults, 
and other interesting parts, where visitors are not admitted 
iu general; but I, as connected with the cathedral 

* Of course, my dear madam; how fortunate that I have 
the pleasure of an introduction from one so important as 
yourself" said Paul Lynedon, tryiug not to smile at the 
clerical pride of this relative of so many departed dignita- 
ries. His tendency for delicately polite satire became al- 








94 THE OGILVIES. 


most irrepressible, until in the midst of his pretended def- 
erence he caught Eleanor’s eyes fixed on him. The re- 
proach thus given he felt, and stopped immediately. 

Excited by her presence, Paul’s longmg to unfold his 
love and receive its requital grew stronger than ever. He 
tried every expedient that courtesy could either sanction 
or conceal in order to get the old lady out of the room. 
But Mrs. Breynton had boen brought up in the old-world 
school of propricties, and had no idea of leaving a young 
lady and gentleman alone together for five minutes unless 
they were plighted lovers. So, during two interminable 
hours, Pau] had not an opportunity of exchanging one word 
with Eleanor except on the most trivial subjects, and even 
then Mrs. Breynton’s quick black eyes followed him with 
a hawk-like pertinacity that was any thing but pleasant. 

Paul grew quite nervous. “It will come to a letter after 
all, and I hate the idea ofa proposal in ink. Confound that 
stupid old woman ! thought he, while the impetuosity of 
his character foamed and boiled under the check he was 
forced to put upon it. 

At last Mrs. Dreynton proposed to visit the cathedral. 

“Pray, do not let me encroach upon you too much,” said 
Paul; “the verger will show me—or if Miss Ogilvie would 
favor me so far.” 

His eyes turned toward Eleanor—so did Mrs. Breynton’s; 
but there was not the shadow of a love-mystery suggested 
in that ealm, mild face. 

“Indeed, Mr. Lynedon, I should be very glad to aet as 
your guide, only Mrs. Breynton knows so much more than 
Į do about these curious old monuments. However, we 
will both go with you.” 

* Certainly, Eleanor,” acquiesced Mrs. Breynton, with an 
air of complete reassurance; while Paul forced his hand so 
precipitately into his glove that he tore it completely in 
two. But, as if the favoring stars looked with pity on the 
vexed lover, it so chanced that the Bishop’s lady drove up 
to the gates just as the three were setting out. Mrs. Breyn- 
ton was forced to return, and Paul found himself alone with 
Eleanor. 
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Who ever wooed 
As in his boyish hope he would have done? 





asks the poet—and poets are in nine cases out of ten the 
only truth-speakers. Paul Lynedon suddenly discovered 
that he had not a word to say. Kleanor—quiet, composed, 
unconseious Eleanor—had all the talk to herself. She cx- 
erted her memory to the utmost in order to explain every 
thing. Paul listened assentingly — walked beside her— 
looked where she directed—but whether she were show- 
ing him Newgate or Westminster Abbey, it would have 
been quite impossible for him to tell. When they came 
out, a sudden fear urged him to make the most of the time. 

“Do not let us go in yet. I should like to see the view 
from the terrace you spoke of,” he said, hurriedly. 

They walked to the garden terrace. 

“Treally am much obliged to you for being Katharine's 
messenger; 1t was so kind and thoughtful of her to make 
me this present—and to choose such nice books, too,” ob- 
served Eleanor. 

Paul felt that he must “do or die.” He stood still in his 
walk, took her hand, and said, in a deep, low whisper, 

“Miss Ogilvie, you are mistaken; Katharine never sent 
those books—it was but my excuse for seeing you. I can 
not live any longer without saying ‘ Eleanor, I love you? 
Why do you start—why do you turn away? Eleanor, you 
must hear me—you must answer me.” 

She could not; indeed, he hardly allowed her time, but 
went on rapidly, 

“You were so kind, so gentle, when we were at Sum- 
merwood, I thought you might love me, or would let me 
teach you to do so in time. Eleanor, is it so? tell me; or, 
have I deceived myself?” 

Her reply was the one word—“ Yes !” 

Paul Lynedon did not answer. He leaned against the 
wall, and covered his face. Eleanor, startled and pained, 
was also silent. They stood thus for some minutes. At 
last she said, with some agitation, 

‘Indeed, indeed, I had no idea of this. Mr. Lynedon, 
you do not think I deceived you?” 
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* No, no—it was my own madness," muttered Paul; * the 
fool I was, to think [had read a woman's heart! Well! it 
will be a lesson to me. Miss Ogilvie, I trust you will par- 
don me,” he said, in a tone that savored more of wounded 
pride than of heart-broken love. 

“Pardon you! I owe you pardon, if by any means I 
kave made you unhappy. But Ido not think I shall—at 
least not for long. Forgive me, I like and esteem you 
mermmehz I do'indeed > 

That soft voice touched Paul's heart, even amid the an- 
ery bitterness that was rising there. 

“For heaven’s sake, Miss Ogilvie, tell me why you reject 
me! Isit simply because I have been so hasty that I have 
not given you time to love me? or, do you love another ?” 

A deep crimson rose to Eleanor’s very brow. Paul saw 
the blush, and understood it. His pride took arms against 
his lingering love, and drove it from the field. 

“You need not speak—I am answered. Believe me, I 
wish to intrnde on no man’s privileges. Let me hope that 
you will forget this unfortunate betrayal of feelings which 
you do not return, and accept my best wishes for your hap- 
piness. Look! I see Mrs. Breynton at the window; shall 
we retrace our steps? J wish to heaven it could be done 
in more ways than one,” added the rejected lover in a bit- 
ter “aside,” which Eleanor’s agitation prevented her from 
hearing. If she had, it might have saved her gentle heart 
from many a painful thrill of womanly pity, and shown her 
how rootless and how easily extinguished is the love that 
springs up suddenly in the breast of a proud and impetu- 
ous man, and with the thwarting of its own selfish impulse 
as quickly dies away. No man who loves worthily, how- 
ever hopelessly, will mingle bitterness and anger with his 
sorrow, or say to the sunbeams under whose brightness he 
has walked for a time, “I would ye had never shone !” 

Eleanor and Lynedon re-entered the house in silence. 
Mrs. Breynton looked at them with a politely-qualified cu- 
riosity ; but the answer to her penetrating inquiry appeared 
sufliciently satisfactory, for she took no notice of the dis: 
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covery. And the reverend and reverenced shadow of the 
Bishopess still rested on the good lady, who felt herself 
bound to refleet upon all around the lion dignity and hon- 
or of this visit, shutting out every minor conside ‘ation. 

* I shall be always happy to see you, Mr. Lynedon,” she 
said, replying to her guest’s hurmed adieu with a stately 
politeness; “I regret that my nephew, Mr. W ychnor, is 
not here, but we expect hini shortly.” 

Paul glanced at Eleanor. In the drooped head—in the 
bright rosy dye which snffused the very throat—he read 
the secret oi his rejection. Ile turned hastily away, and 
his hurried strides resounded heavily down the pavement 
of the Close. There was a little child playing in his path 
—he drove the frightened boy aside with a fiery glance 
and a command that sounded almost like an. exeeration. 
Spirit of trne and pure Love—even though sorrow-veiled 
—couldst thou have been in his soul and suffered this ? 

“Well! he ¢s the strangest young man I ever knew, 
this Mr. Paul Lynedon,” was Mrs. Breynton’s comment as 
she watched him from the window ofthe palace. “ Really, 
Eleanor—” 

But Eleanor had left the room to relieve her troubled 
heart with a gush of pent-up tears. This sudden knowl- 
edge of another’s love had unveiled to her more complete- 
ly ‘the depths of her own, and shown her how her whole 
soul was bound up in Philp Wychnor. And no matter in 
how happy and hopeful a light this consciousness may 
come, there is always something solemn—almost fearful— 
to à woman who thus stands, as it were, on the brink of a 
life-destiny, feeling that in the future nothing can be per- 
fectly sure or clear but the faithful love in her own heart. 
Yet that love is her fairest omen—her safest anchor—her 
chiefest strength, except in Heaven! 

And while Eleanor lingered alone, in thoughtful musings 
that were almost prayers, and Su Paul Lynedou dashed 
forward on his way in angry sorrow, determined to travel 
abroad, and so erush out of his heart every memory of his 
slighted love, Mrs. Breynton, good, easy soul, sat dozing 
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over her netting, and thinking how very condescending 
was the new Bishop’s lady—when the first Invitation to 
dinner would arrive—and whether she should wear the 
black velvet or the Irish poplin. 

Oh, youth! with thy fiery heart—which, after all, is near- 
est to Heaven in the nobleness that thrills through its 
wildest beatings—canst thou ever freeze into such a ‘dead, 
duil calm as this? 





CHAPTER XIII. 


J ask no vengeance from the powers above; 

All I implore is, never more to love: 

Let me tliis fondness from my bosom tear, 

Let me forget that e'er I thought her fair. 
LYTTELTON. 


Passions are likened best to floods and streames, 
The shallow murmur, but the deepe are dumb; 
So, when affections vield discourse, it seems 
The bottom is but shallow whence they come. 
RALEIGH. 

LvxNxpow strede through the quiet grass-grown streets 
of L , his fect winged by the impetuous anger of a 
thwarted will. Despite the impulse of this sudden pas- 
sion, it had eost him considerable effort before the gay and 
conrted mau of the world could resolve to give up lis lib- 
erty, and immolate himself on the matrimonial shrine for 
any woman soever, And now the heroie resolution was 
wholly vain—the momentous saerifice was rejected as an 
unvalued offering. The first absolute proposal of marriage 
with which Paul Lynedon had ever honored the sex had 
been refused! And by whom? Bya simple country girl, 
who had, he now thought, neither beauty nor fascinations 
D or , nor—fortiae, 

ile remembered that last cireumstance now, though, to 
do Paul justice, he had not considered it before—for he 
was not a mercenary man. Even while it stung his pride, 
it brought a faint consolation to his sense of worldly wis- 
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dom. It had certainly saved him from perpetrating a 
most improvident marriage. Ile “laid the flattering unc- 
tion to his soul,” but it proved only a temporary balm; 
the sting still remained—wounded pride—selfish, angry 
sorrow, like that of a child over a lost toy—and perhaps a 
deeper, purer feeling, which regretted the vanished spell 
of that gentle woman’s nature, under which every better 
impulse of his own had been reawakened. That which he 
had felt was not the real love, the one sole love of life; but 
no man conld have entered even within the shadow of Ele- 
anor Ogilvie’s influence without some true, deep chords be- 
ing sounded in his heart—and from their silence came the 
pain, the only sincere and virtuous pain, which Paul Lyne- 
don experienced. To lull it, he walked for miles across the 
country, striving by physical exercise to deaden the ex- 
citement of his mind. 

It was a lovely region through which he passed—all 
woodland or pasture-grounds—but the young man saw 
nothing. Nature—pure, unalloyed nature, was rarely his 
delight: his perceptions, thongh refined, were not simple 
enough to relish such pleasures. Now, he only felt that 
the roads were iusufferably muddy and the fields hatefully 
quiet. He did not marvel at the taste of a woman brought 
up in sueh scenes; he only cursed his own folly for ever 
having seen any charm in rural innocence. He would es- 
chew such sentimentality in future; he would go back to 
the gay, care-drowning world—]lunge in London life—or, 
what seemed far better, travel abroad once more. 

Under this impulse he sprang on a coach that was then 
passing, caring little whither it bore him, so that it was far 
away fron L : 

Lynedon intrenched himself in proud reserve beside the 
coachman, and scarcely answered, even in monosyllables, 
when this individual—a character in his way—civilly point- 
ed out many a lovely pastoral view, among whieh, from 
every point, the “ Ladies of the Vale” could be seen airily 
towering in the clear sky. With melancholy emphasis did 
the foreboding hero of the whip point out the line where 
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the threatened railway was to traverse this beautiful cham- 
paign, and bring at last the evil spirit of reform and prog: 
ress into the time-honored sanctity of the cathedral town. 
But Lynedon hated the very name of the place. All that 
he noticed in his neighbor’s conversation was the atrocious 
D shire accent; and he came to the conclusion that the 
English peasantry were the rudest in the world. 

At last, Paul's mind began to settle into a few straight- 
forward resolves with regard to his future proceedings. 
The coach was bearing him toward London; but could he 
go there, within reach of the sneers ofthe already suspect- 
ing Mrs. Lancaster? No; he would pretend urgent affairs, 
and rush abroad; and,to do this, he must first go home. 

tlome! It was a rare word in Pan) Lynedon’s vocabn- 
lary. Very few of his friends knew of its existence at all; 
and he never sought to enlighten their ignorance, for, in 
fact, he was considerably ashamed of the place. 

The penultimate descendant of the time-honored Lyne- 
don race had sought to redeem his fortunes by trade. 
Pauls father had been a cotton-manufacturer. The mod- 
erate fortune which now enabled the son to take his stand 
in that sphere to which his birth entitled him had sprung 
from the red-briek mill, with its black windows, its ever- 
dinning wheels, This grim phantom had been the horror 
of Paul Lynedon's yonth: it haunted him even yet. Per- 
haps, had his better self gained free play, he would not 
have so wholly songht to stifle the remembrance of the 
spot where, years before, the aristocratic father, equally 
prond, but yet noble in his pride, had put his hand to the 
work, and never once looked back until he had replaced 
ancestral wealth by the wealth of industry. Paul's con- 
science, and his appreciative reverence for virtue, acknowl- 
edged all this, but he had not strength of mind to brave 
the world and say so. 

Therefore, while he would not part with the simple 
dwelling where his gray-haired father and his fair young 
mother had both died, and where his sister and himself had 
spent their orphaned childhood, still Lynedon rarely al 
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luded to his “home,” and searcely ever visited it. The 
distant sound of the horrible cotton-mill, now long since 
passed into other hands, almost drove him wild yet. No 
head with brains could endure the din, On his rare visits, 
he usually made a cireuit of half a mile to avoid it. He 
did so now, notwithstanding the weariness caused by his 
long night-journey. At last, in the sunshine of early morn- 
ing, he stood by his own door. 

It had originally been a straight-staring, plain-fronted 
house, of the eternal red briek peculiar to the manufactur- 
ing districts. But the builder’s want of taste was conceal 
ed by the late owner’s possession of that gracetul quality. 
Over the staring front were trained ivy, clematis, and vine, 
converting it into a very bower of greenery; and amid the 
formal garden had been planted quick-growing lime-trees, 
that now formed * pleaehed alleys? wherein even poets or 
lovers—the true honey-bees of all life's pleasure-tlowers— 
might delight to walk. 

As Paul Lynedou passed hastily throngh these, he 
thought for a moment how, when the trees were growing, 
he and his Httle sister had used to play at hide-and-seek 
among them. He wished that the bright, curly-tressed 
head had been peeping out from among the branches, and 
smiling a womanly, sisterly welcome from the barred and 
lonely doorway. The first time for many months, he re- 
membered a little green mound beside the stately bury- 
ing-place of the Lynedons—far away. Paul sighed, and 
thought that he might have been a better and a happier 
man if poor little Alice had lived to be à woman. 

He roused his old housekeeper; but when she came, at 
the first look of her sour, grumbling face, he hastily dismiss- 
ed her. In the long-deserted house was neither chamber 
nor bed prepared; so he stretched himself on a sofa, and 
cried to forget past, present, and future in a most welcome 
slumber. 

This deep sleep lasted for several hours. Lynedon awoke 
with the afternoon sun staring right into his face, together 
with a couple of human optics belonging to a young man 
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who sat near him and maintained an equally pertinacious 
gaze. This individual held, likewise, his evidently medical 
fingers on the sleeper’s wrist, while from his other hand 
dangled the orthodox M.D.’s watch. It fell to the ground 
when Paul started up with an energy very unlike a pa- 
tient’s. 

“My good friend—my dear Lynedon—well, I thought 
there could be nothing much the matter with you.” 

“Who imagined there was ?” 

“Why, that good old soul your housekeeper, who said 
you slept so heavily at first, and then began to talk so wild- 
ly, she was sure you were mad, or had taken poison, and so 
fetched me.” 

“Pshaw! Well, I am very glad to see you, doctor," 
said Paul, rousing himself, and trying to shake off the rush 
of painful and mortifying thoughts that came with his 
awaking. He could not do this altogether; and it was 
with considerable effort that he forced his features into a 
polite smile while he listened to the talk of his old college 
chum, who, on giving up the sermon for the recipe, had 
been eonsiderably indebted to Lynedon's kindness for a 
start in life. 

“Tam sure I hope you are coming to settle among us, or 
at least to stay a long time,” said Dr. Saville. 

Panl’s face darkened. “No; I shall be off in a day or 
two for the Continent. I dont care when I come back. I 
hate England." 

“ Really—how very odd! what ean be the reason ?” was 
the simple remark of the most commonplace of country 
doctors. 

“Never mind, my good fellow,” said Paul, rather sharp- 
ly. “Don’t talk about myself; I am sick of the subject. 
Speak about any other affairs—your own, for instance ; 
doubtless far more interesting to both parties." 

“Thank you, Lynedon, you are very kind;” and the 
chattering, weak-minded, but good-natured physician held 
forth for a long time on the inane topics current in the 
neighborhood. At last he glided on to his own peculiar 
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affairs, and, after a while, gathered courage to convey to 
his old friend and patron the important mformation that 
he was about to marry. 

“Jf you do you are a confounded fool,” eried Lynedon, 
with an energy that made the little doctor tremble on his 
chair. “I beg your pardon, Saville,” he added, trying to 
laugh off the matter; * you doit know what women are 
—1not so well as friend Maro. Remember, 

Varium et mutabile semper 
Fomina. 
The old fellow was not far wrong, eh? They are all alike.” 

* Exeept my Lizzie! oh, no! Pin quite sure of Lizzie ;” 
and he began to dilate contentedly on a future rendered 
certain by its humble hopes and limited desires. Paul was 
touched; it formed such a contrast to his selfish sorrow 
and mortified pride. He listened with a feeling very lke 
envy to the bridegroom-expectant’s account of his already 
furnished house, his neat garden—Lizzie liked flowers—his 
little gig, wherein he could go his professional rounds, and 
drive Lizzie to see her mother on a Sunday. In the midst 
of this quiet, monotonous stream of talk, the worthy doc- 
tor was startled by Paul’s suddenly springing up with the 
M 

“Upon my soul, Charles Saville, you are a happy man, 
and I am a most miserable one! I wish to heaven that I 
were dead !” 

Lovers, and especially rejected lovers, are generally slow 
to communicate to any male friend the story of their suf- 
fermgs. They will do so sometimes—nay, often, to a 
friend of the opposite sex. A woman makes the best con- 
fidante, after all; and perhaps, in such cases, womanly 
sympathy is the surest cure for a heart-wound. It is hard 
to aecount for the impulse that made Lynedon betray his 
feelings to his old friend, except from the fact that the sym- 
pathy of the worthy simple-minded doetor was most like 
that of a woman. Perhaps, too. the contrast in their pros- 
pects invited sympathy; and Lynedon, having been the 
doctor’s patron, was disposed to like him, and to be more 
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than usually communicative. But, however it chanced, 
most certainly Dr.Saville contrived to glean a great deal 
of information; and by putting together names, incidents, 
and exclamations, to form a tolerable guess at a great deal 
more. In fact, if he did not arrive at the whole truth, he 
came very near it, and his prolific imagination easily sup- 
plied the rest. But he took care by a respectful reserve 
to avoid startling the sensitiveness of his patron; and the 
promise of secrecy with which he bade Lynedon adieu he 
long and faithfully kept—exeept with regard to his “ Lizzie.” 

Paul, left to himself, saw night close upon him in the 
lonely house. He felt more and more its desolation and 
his own. It was not so much the lost love, as the need of 
loving, which came upon him with sneh intense pain. He 
thought of the poor village doctor, poor 1n mind as in per- 
son, who yet could look forward to a bright hearth made 
happy by a mother’s blessing and a wife’s clinging arms. 
While he—the admired of many a circle—accustomed to 
the honeyed flatteries of many a fair lip which he knew to 
be false as his own—he, Paul Lynedon, stood alone, with 
not a single creature in the whole wide world to love him. 

“Not one—not one!” As he despondently repeated the 
words, Lynedon’s eye fell upon a slip of paper which he 
had carelessly tossed out of his pocket-book. It was mere- 
ly a few verses—copied by his request—written out in a 
girlish hand, evidently trained into the most anxious neat- 
ness. It bore the date * Summerwood," and the signature 
“ Katharine Ogilvie.” 

As Paul unfolded the paper, his face brightened, and 
softened into tenderness. ‘There came before him a vision 
of the dark eyes lifted, for one moment only, in sorrowing, 
yearning love—of the fair lips which had trembled beneath 
his own. 

“Dear little girl—sweet little Katharine! I think she 
does care for me—God bless her!” He felt almost inelined 
to kiss the paper, but stopped, reflecting with a half smile 
that she was such a child! But even a child's love was 
precious to him then. 
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* [ should almost like to see her again before I leave En- 
gland," thought Paul. * But no—it wonld not do! What 
excuse could I make for my sudden flight? However, I 
will write.” 

He did write, as the impulse of the moment dictated. 
It was a letter which spoke, as his idle words had done be- 
fore, every thing except the positive declaration of love. 
Its deep tenderness—its half ambiguous expressions—its 
broken and altered sentences—were such as to thrill with 
happiness any youne impassioned heart, that, once deceived 
into a fixed belief, judges every thing by its utter simplici- 
ty, and sees in all forms and shows of love the refleetion of 
its own. Poor Katharine! These outpourings of a mo- 
mentary feeling, forgotten by the writer ere they met the 
reader's eye, what would they be to her! 

Paul Lynedon knew not—thought not—cared not. A 
few weeks after he was mingling in the gayest salons of 
Panis, the pleasure and pain of the last three months hav- 
ing alike passed from his memory as though they had nev- 
er been. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


Ihave a more than friend 
Across the mountains dim ; 

No other voice to me is sweet 
Unless it nameth him! 

We broke no gold—a pledge 
Of stronger faith to be, 

But I wear his last look in my soul, 
Which said, ** I love but thee !" 


I was betrothed that day : 
I wore a troth-kiss on my lips I could not give away. 
E. B. BROWNING. 


Tuere is hardly a man in the world who does net feel 
his pulse beat quicker when, after a short absence, he finds 
himself nearmg home. A commonplace this—often said, 
often written; but there are commonplaces, delicious, ever: 
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fresh truths, which seem the daisies on the world’s high- 
way: It is hard not to stop and gather them sometimes. 
So, beginning with this trite saying, we may go on to re- 
mark that Philtp Wychnor’s heart experienced a slight ad- 
ditional thrill when, riding through the grass-grown streets 
of L , he saw the evening sun emblazoning the palace 
windows, and felt that he was really “ coming home.” 

It is a rule with novelists—and a sterling one, in general 
—that you should never unveil your characters by elabo- 
rate deseriptions of mind and person, but suffer them to 
develop themselves in the progress of the story; shining 
down upon them until they unfold beneath the sunburst of 
your artistic skill, instead of pulling them open leaf by leaf 
with your fingers, and thus presenting to the reader your 
well-disseeted bouquet of human heart-flowers, But in the 
present case we will waive the aforesaid excellent rule, for 
no reader could ever find out the inner character of Philip 
Wvchnor from its outward manifestations in the routine 
of daily life. Not that he was deficient in exterior quali- 
tics to win regard. Most people liked him—or at least 
that half of his character which was most apparent—and 
said, as Hugh Ogilvie once did, that he was “a good fellow 
enough.” There was but one in the world who thorough- 
ly understood him, who had looked into the depths of his 
soul. What need is there to say who was that one—pre- 
cious, loving, and beloved—on whom he rested, and from 
whom he drew comfort, strength, and peace? 

Philip Wyehnor would never have made a hero, either 
in body or 1i: mind—at least not one of your grand world- 
heroes who will overthrow an army or perform some act 
of sel£devotion with which the heart of history throbs for 
acentury after. Dut thereis many a lauded martyr whose 
funeral pile is only a huge altar to self-glory, which the 
man's own dying hands have reared. The true heroes are 
those whose names the world never hears, and never will 
hear-—the blessed household martyrs who offer unto God 
the sacrifice, not of death's one pang, but of life's long pa- 
tient endurance—the holy ones who, through 
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Love's divine self-abnegation, 
attain the white robes and the cver-blooming pahns of 
those who * have passed through much tribulation.” 

Philp Wychnor might have been one of these. 

But, wearying of our “ was nots” and “might have beens,” 
you may ask, dear reader, what he was. A poet? No; he 
had scarcely ever strung together six consecutive rhymes, 
But his whole life was a poem; so pure, so rich in all those 
dear charities and holy influenees which create the poetry 
of this world. Some of earth’s truest poets are outwardly 
dumb, but their singing is like the music of the stars; the 
angels hear it up in heaven. How glorious such unheard 
melody must be! Was he handsome? It might be; for 
genius rarely exists without casting over the outward frame 
a certain spiritual loveliness, and oftentimes soul and body 
grow hnked together in an exquisite perfection, so that nei- 
ther materialist nor spintuahst would think of dissevering 
the one from the other. but the beauty of Phihp Wych- 
nor’s face was too refined—almost too feminine—to attract 
general notice. Features regularly chiseled and delicate- 
ly small, shadowed by hair of a pale clear brown, in which 
somewhat rare tint no one could detect either the admired 
gold or the widely condemned red—a stature very reed- 
like, both as to height and slenderness—and that personal 
sign which in a man so often accompanies exquisite refine- 
ment of mind, a beautiful hand, comprise the external sem- 
blance of him whom we have hitherto seen only through 
the reflection of Eleanor Ogilvie's love. 

Let him now stand alone in his real ikeness, ungilded by 
even this love-sunshine; a son of Adam, not perfect, but 
still nearer—ay, ten thousand times—to that grand image 
of true manhood than the many poor clay deities, the work 
of the tailor and the fencing-master, which draw silly maid- 
ens’ eyes in drawing-room or street. Stand forth, Philip 
Wychnor! Raise thy face, sublime in its gentleness—with 
the pure lips through which the foul impieties of boasting 
youth never yet passed—with the eyes that have not scorn: 
ed at times to let their lashes droop over a tear of sympa: 
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thy or of sorrow. Lift up thy hand, which never used its 
strength against a fellow-creature, and was not the less he- 
roic for that. Stand forth, Phihp Wyehnor, and show the 
world the likeness of a man! | 

He passed the iron gateway, sprang up the palace-steps 
with a speed worthy of an agile youth—and a lover; in a 
minute the pleasant firelit room where Mrs. Breynton and 
Eleanor held their after-dinner chat was brightened by a 
presence welcome to both. Ilow doubly so to one! A 
good and kind, if not an affectionate aunt, was Mrs. Breyn- 
ton; and perhaps now as mneh warmth as her nature own- 
ed was expressed in the solemn salutation which Philip's 
forehead reeeived. — . And then came tle dear, close, linger- 
ing hand-pressure of meeting and welcome--so silent, vet 
so full of alk faithful assuranee—-between two who to their 
inmost hearts knew, loved, and trusted one another. 

After even a few months of separation, it always takes a 
space of desitltory talk before the dearest friends settle 
down into the quiet satisfaction of meeting. So the con- 
versation around that dear fireside at the palace was rather 
restless and wandering, both as to the topics discussed and 
as to the way In which they were sustained. Philip found 
himself listening to, or at least hearing with his outward 
ears, the full, trne, and particular acconnt of the new bish- 
op's first sermon, and his lady’s first call, It showed either 
surprising forgetfulness or trne womanly taet in Mrs. Breyn- 
ton, that in her lengthened recital of that day's events she 
made no allusion to Mr. Paul Lynedon. 

* Dy-the-by, my dear Philip, as you did not write, I 
scarcely expected you home quite so soon.” 

“I myself hardly looked for sueh a pleasure until yes- 
terday, when I found I could leave. And yon know, Aunt 
breynton, that [ never lose any time in coming to see you,” 
answered the young man, affectionately. 

A pleased, though rather a sedate smile marked the ac- 
knowledements of Aunt Breynton; and then her mind 
turned suddenly to the melancholy fact that no household 
preparation was made for the visitor. 
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“This, you see, my dear nephew, is the result of not do- 
ing things regula arly. IIad you writteu the day before, we 
Eun ha ive had your room ready; but now [fear you will 
have to sleep withont curtains. And I dare say you have 
not dined, and the cook is gone to bed, most likely.” 

Philip protested against the accusation of hunger, thongh 
he was quite unable to recollect whether he had dined or 
not. Thereupon he was obliged to listen to a few argu- 
ments concerning the necessity of taking care of his health 
and the evil of long fasting, At last Mrs. Breynton’s do- 
mestic anxiety could no longer restrain itself, and she rose 
to quit the room. As she passed the door, she unfortu- 
nately spied on a chair the hat and gloves which her nephew 
had thrown down on his entry. She could not resist the 
opportunity. 

Sweat. 

Philip started from an earnest gaze at the drooping pro- 
file which was reflected against ihe firelight, and opened 
the door for the old lady. The act of politeness disarmed 
her; she hiked the grave courtesies of old, and the long lec- 
ture resolved itself into— 

“Thank you, Philip. Now oblige me by ringing for the 
footman to take away these.” She pointed to the offend- 
ing intruders on the neatness of her drawing-room, and 
sailed majestically away, the very genus of tidiness. 

Dear Eleanor and Philip! ! young, simple-hearted lovers! 
such as the wide world’s heart has ever yearned over in 
song or story—ay, and ever will—how did they look at, 
how speak to each other? They did neither. They stood 
by the fire—for she had risen too—stood quite silent, until 
Philip took first one hand, then both, in his. 

* Eleanor, are you glad to see me?" 

“Glad, Philip!” was the low reply—only an echo, after 

all; but the clear, pure eyes were raised to his with a full- 
ness of love that gave all the answer his own sought. Ile 
lifted her hands—he drew them, not unw iling to be thns 
guided, around his neck, and folded to his bosom his be- 
trothed. It was the silent marriage-vow between two 
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hearts, each of which felt for the first time the other's pure 
beatings ; t vow not less sacred than the after one, with 
joined hands before the altar; a solemn troth-plight, whieh, 
ounce given and received in sincerity and true love, no earth- 
ly power ought ever to disannul. 

And surely the angels who sang the marriage-hymn of 
the first lovers in Eden cast down on these their holy eyes 
—ay, and felt that hohness unstained by the look. For 
can there be in this world aught more saered than two be- 
ings who stand together, man and woman--heart-betroth- 
ed, ready to go forth hand in hand, in glad yet solemn 
union, on the same journey, toward the one eternal home? 

O God, look down upon them! O God, bless them, and 
fill them with love, first toward Thee and then toward one 
another! Make them strong to bear gladly and nobly the 
dear burden which all must take who, in loving, receive 
unto them another soul with its errors and its weaknesses, 
Such—in their silent hearts—ay, even amid the joy of 
their betrothal—was the prayer that Eleanor and Philip 
prayed. 
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When Mrs. Breynton returned, she found the hat and 
gloves lying precisely where she had left them; and 
through the halfopened inner door she caught a glimpse 
of Eleanor’s black dress gliding up the staircase, while 
Philip stood with his fase. to the fire, trying with all his 
might to commit the enormity of whistling i in a drawing- 
room. How all these conflicting elements were finally 
reconciled is not on record ; but the fact 1s certain that, 1n 
honor probably of her nephew's return, the good old lady 
sat up talking with him until past eleven o'elock, and, for 
the first time in her life, quite forgot to call the servants 
to family devotions. Moreover, as she passed Eleanor's 
room, she entered, kissed her on both cheeks, and went 
away without a word save a fervent “God bless you!” 
Perhaps the one heartfelt blessing rose nearer to heaven 
than leaden-winged formal prayers would ever have climbs 
ed. 
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CHAPTER XV. 


Has it never oecurred to us, when surronnded by sorrows, that they may 
be sent to us only for our instrnction, as we darken the eages of birds 
when we wish to teach them to sing ?—JEAaN PAUL, 


Ah! fleeter far than fleetest storm or steed, 
Or the death they bear, 
The heart which tender thonght elothes like a dove, 
With the wings of eare. 
In the battle, in the darkness, in the need, 
Shall mine cling to thee, 
Nor claim one smile for all the eomfort, love, 
It may bring to thee. —SuELLEY. 


“ AND now, my dear children, let us talk of your pros- 
pects in the world,” said Mrs. Breynton, gravely, when, 
after a long day, happy indeed, but somewhat restlessly 
spent by all three, they sat once more in the pleasant fire- 
light, as they had done the evening before. The only dif- 
ference was that Philip now ventured to sit on the same 
side of the fire as Eleanor, and in the shadowy flicker of 
the blaze it would have been impossible to tell precisely 
what had become of her hand. Still, the right, true, and 
worthy owner of that little hand probably knew, and no 
one else had any business to inquire. 

Mrs. Breynton found it necessary to repeat her observa- 
tion, slightly varied: “I wish, my dear nephew, and niece 
that will be, to talk seriously about your plans for the fu- 
ture. When do you propose to marry ? and what do you 
propose to marry upon ?” 

These point-blank questions rather startled Philip and 
his afianeed. Few lovers, especially young lovers, amid 
the first burst of deep happiness, stay to think at all of 
those commonplace things, house-furnishing, house-keep- 
ing, yearly income, and snch like. <A little Eleanor had 
mused, perhaps more than most young girls, on the future 
time, when—the enthusiastie devotion of the lover merged 
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in the still affection of the husband—it would be her part 
less to be ministered unto than to minister, surrounding 
him with all comfort and love in the dear, quiet, blessed 
home—tAeir home. But Philip, the dreamer, still unac- 
quainted with the realities of life, had never thought of 
these things at all. They came upon him almost bewilder- 
ingly; and all the answer he could make to his aunt's ques. 
tion was the very unsatisfactory one, *I really do not know.” 

Mrs. Breynton looked from one to the other in digni- 
fied reproof. “This, I must say, is the evil of young peo- 
ples arranging their matrimonial affiirs for themselves, 
Nobody ever did so in my day. Your excellent unele, the 
Dean, furnished the house down to the very stair-carpets 
before he even asked me to marry him. «And you, Philip, 
I dare say, have not even thought in what county of En. 
gland you intend to settle ?” 

Philip acknowledged he had not. Oh, blessed Present, 
that with its golden light can so dim and dazzle the eyes 
as to make them scarcely desire to look further, even into 
a happy future! 

Mrs. Breynton tried to lecture gravely upon improvi- 
dent and hasty marriages; it was her way. <And yet she 
had Jain awake since seven o'clock that morning, calcula- 
ting how much income the curacy of Wearmouth would 
bring in yearly, and what it would take to furnish that 
pretty cottage next to the rectory; nay, she had even set- 
tled the color of the drawing-room curtains, and was 
doubtful only whether the carpet should be Axminster or 
Brussels. But she loved to dictate and reprove, and then 
sweep gracefully round laden with advice and assistance. 

Thus, after a due delay, she nnfolded all her kindly pur- 
poses, dilating with an carnestness and clerical apprecia- 
tion worthy of the Dean’s lady on the promised curacy, 
and the living 72 prospectu with its great advantages, viz., 
the easy duty, large Easter offerings, plenty of glebe-land, 
and a nobleiman’s seat close by, the owner of which was de- 
voted to the Church, and always gave praetical marks of 
his respect by dinners and game. 
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“I think, Philip,” continued she, * that nothing could be 
more fortunate, 1 have the Bishop's word for your sac. 
ceeding to the curaey immediately on your taking orders; 
and—though I mean no disrespect to good Mr. Vernon—if 
he should die in a year or two, as in the course of nature 
he mnst, you will meanwhile have an opportunity of show- 
ing his Grace what an agreeable neighbor he might secure 
by presenting you with the living." 

Had the worthy dame been able to read her nephew's 
face, as well as those gentle eyes which were now lifted to 
it with anxious tenderness, she would have seen in the 
erave, almost sad expression whieh eame over it, how ht- 
ile the young, earnest nature sympathized with the world- 
ly-minded one. Philips honest foot would never have en- 
tered the tainted Paradise she drew. Respect restrained 
his tongue, as it had done many a time before; but Elea- 
nor read in his silence what his thoughts were. Ionor be 
to the unselfish and true womanly impulse which prompt- 
ed her to press fondly and encouragmely the hand where- 
in her own lay—as if to say, ^ Stand fast, my beloved ; do 
that which is right; I am with you through all? It was 
the first takiug upon herself of that blessed burden of love 
whieh through life's journey they were to bear for one an- 
other. Philip leaned in spirit upon the helpmate God had 
given him. He grew strong, and was comforted. 

pWemmannt, he said, cently, “you are very goad to 
think of all these things, but I feel by no means sure that I 
shall ever take orders.” 

* Not take orders! when vou have all your life been 
studying for the Chnreh ?? eried Mrs. Dreynton, lifting up 
her eyes with the most intense astonishment. “Philip 
Wyechnor! what ean you mean ?" 

*T mean," said Philip, slowly and firmly, though in a 
tone low and humble as a child's, * that for the last year I 
have thought much and deeply of the life apparently be- 
fore me. I have seen how the sanctity of the Church is 
profaned by those servants who, at its very threshold, take 
either an utterly false vow, or one only half understood 
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and wholly disregarded, Idare not lay upon my soul this 
sin.” 

Mrs. Breynton’s temperament was too frigid to be often 
disturbed by violent passion; but it was easy to see, from 
the restless movements of her fingers and the sudden 
twitching of her thin, compressed lips, how keenly she was 
agitated by her nephew’s words. 

“Then, sir,” she said, after a pause, “ vou are abont toin- 
form me that you have followed the example of other wild, 
misguided young men, and dissented from the Establish- 
ment; in short, that you no longer believe in our Holy 
Chureh.” 

* [ do believe in it,” cried Philip, earnestly. ^I believe 
it to be the purest on earth; but no human form of wor- 
ship can be wholly pure. Lhave never quitted, and never 
shall quit, the Church in which I was born; but I wall not 
Lind myself to believe—or say I believe—all her dogmas; 
and I dare not, in the sight of God, declare that I feel eall- 
ed by Ilis Spirit to be a minister at the altar when I do 
not sincerely think I am.” 

4 And may Lask what right you have to think any thing 
at all abont the matter? This is merely a form of ordina- 
tion, which men mueh wiser and more pious than yourself 
—exeuse me, Philip—have appointed, and which every 
clergyman passes through without any seruple. The words 
mean only that the candidate is a good man, and will not 
disgrace the eloth he wears. Your uncle explained it all 
to me onee. Philip,” eontinued Mrs, Dreynton, losing the 
old scorn of her manner in the real earnestness of her feel- 
ings, * you would not, surely, give np your prospects in life 
for such a trifle as this ?” 

“A trifle!” echoed Philip, sadly, as he saw how vain it 
would be to explain his motives fnrther, and felt keenly 
the bitterness his determination would give to his aunt’s 
mud, She, faneying that in his silence she had gained an 
advantage, pursued it with all the skill of which she was 
eapable. 

“My dear nephew, do you know what you are doing? 
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Have you forgotten that your whole education has been 
bent toward this end; that your own small fortune—per- 
haps a little more, to whieh 1 will not allude—has gone in 
college expenses for the same purpose; that if you follow 
your present wild scheme, you must begin hfe anew, with 
nothing in this world to trust to ?" 

* Except an honest heart and a clear conseience." 

How tender and holy was the light in those sweet eyes 
that looked up in his—how warm the pressure of the other 
hand, not the elasped one, which ofits own accord twined 
round his arm in fond eneouragement! He needed the 
streneth thus imparted, for his own was sorely shaken by 
Mrs. Breynton’s next words—uttered in a tone where anger 
and disappointment triumphed over all assumed composure, 

* Listen to me, Philip Wychnor. You are about to act 
like a madman, and I feel it my duty to restrain you if I 
ean. I do not ask you to remember how I have brought 
you up with this purpose in view, treating you less hke my 
brother’s child than my own; nor do I speak of my disap- 
pointment—for I know your great heroes for conseience' 
sake think little of these things,” she added, with a sareas- 
tie meaning that cut Philip to the heart. Te sprang up to 
speak. 

“ Nay, sit down again; I am not accustomed to scenes,” 
said the old lady, coldly. ‘I knew a young man onee— 
he was not unlike yon, Philip —and Mrs. Breynton regard- 
ed her nephew with a smile half bitter, half mournfnl—“ he, 
too, for a whim—a boyish whim—gave up the Chureh, and 
his father turned him out into the wide world—to starve. 
His mother broke her heart ; and the girl he was about to 
marry—still, like yon—she grieved until her friends per- 
snaded her to wed another lover; but they could not give 
baek her withered yonth—her poor broken heart. Will 
you hearken, Philip, now ? for the man was your father, and 
that gentle creature whom he basely forsook was the dear- 
est friend I ever had—ay, and the mother of your Eleanor !” 

Struek with surprise, and deeply moved, the two young 
lovers impulsively started from each other's side—but only 
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for à moment. Closer they drew together, in that painful 
ume of agitation unrestrained by outward form; and Philip 
murmured, as he wound his arm round her, 

 Mine—inine still—for all the past. She will trust me: 
my Eleanor—my own ? 

Mrs. Dreynton went on. * Now, Philip Wychnor, you 
may follow your father's steps if you like; but I solemnly 
declare that if you persist in this, and disgrace the family 
as he did, I will give up my purpose of making you my 
heir; and, that you may not bring poverty on that dear 
child whom I have loved all her life for her mother's sake, 
with my consent you shall never marry Eleanor Ogilvie.” 

Too angry to trust herself with another word, Mrs, Breyn- 
ton swept out of the room. 

Philip had started up to detain her, but she was gone. 
Ife paced the room in violent agitation, never looking to- 
ward Eleanor; then he threw himself beside a table in the 
farthest and darkest corner, and laid his head upon his fold- 
ed arms as if quite oblivious even of her presence. 

For this a proud woman would have treated her lover 
with silent indignation; a selfish one would have let loose 
her wounded vanity in a burst of reproaches ; but Eleanor 
was neither selfish nor proud. A single pang shot through 
her heart as she sat alone and unnoticed by the fire; two 
or three tears fell; and then the true woman's nature tri- 
umphed. She had not bestowed her love for the poor re- 
quital of outward attentions such as wooers pay ; she had 
not meted it out, share for share, as if love were a thing to 
be weighed and measured. She had given it freely, knit- 
ting her soul unto his, until she felt and lived, suffered and 
rejoiced, not in herself or for herself, but in him and for 
him. 

Eleanor rose and glided noislessly across the room until 
she stood beside her lover. In truth, he hardiy felt that 
she was near him. <A few faint beatings were there in the 
young maiden heart at the new and solemn office that be- 
came hers; one passing flush, and then all earthly feelings 
were stillel by the mute prayer whieh spoke in the lifted 
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eyes. She stooped down, laid her arms round Philips 
neck, and kissed him on the forehead. 

He started—almost shivered beneath the touch of her 
lips. 

“Oh, my God! how shall I bear this? Don’t speak to 
me, Eleanor; don’t touch me, or I shall have no strength 
at all. Go away !” 

But the next moment the harsh accents melted into tears 
—such a burning flood as rarely bursts even from man’s 
pent-up suffering. Eleanor, terrified, almost heartbroken, 
was yet the stronger now. A woman who loves always Is. 
She knelt beside him: it was on her bosom that his tears 
fell, and he did not turn away. How could he? A child 
does not cling to its mother with more utter helplessness 
than did Philip to his betrothed in that hour of suffering. 

And she—as she bent over him, her heart lifted itself up 
in silent breathings of the prayer that she might grow 
strong, to strengthen Aim, and trustful, to comfort Aim. 

“O God!” was that inward prayer, “if it must Be, take 
all the sunshine out of my hfe and give it to his! Oh! 
would that I could die for thee, my heart’s dearest—my 
pride—my husband !” 

And as she breathed over him the name, as yet unclaim- 
ed, it seemed an omen that this cloud would pass away, 
and the time surely come when her lips should have a right 
to echo the heart's voice. 

“You see how weak I am, Eleanor,” Philip said, with a 
monrnful attempt at à smile—* I, who yesterday told you 
how I would brave the world; and now I cling helplessly 
toyou. Butit must not be—she was right—I should only 
bring trouble on you. I must stand alone. Eleanor, take 
your arm away; it weighs me down like lead. Oh! would 
that we were only friends—that yesterday had never been!” 

He spoke in the bitterness of his soul, without thinking of 
her. Eleanor cast one glance upon him, and knew this. 
Blessings on that unselfish nature which, knowing, at once 
forgave. 

* Eleanor," he said, after a pause, speaking quickly and 
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abruptly, “have yon thought what will be the end of this? 
Do you know ha I can not marry vou—at least not for 
many, many years; that I have nothing to live upon, be- 
cause I was (cS prond to be entirely dependent on Aunt 
Breynton, and, as she truly says, I spent my little all at 
college, intending to enter the Church? Even after my 
mind was changed, I went dreaming on, never thinking of 
the future—fool that Iwas! And yet most people would 
say Lama greater fool now,” he added, with a bitter smile 
—“ay, and something ofa villain to boot. Eleanor, after 
all, I think I will take the euracy.. Ishall not be a greater 
hypoerite than many of those in gown and band; and I 
shall keep my vow to you, if I break it to Heaven.” 

T Neror! Do you think I would let you sell your con- 
science for me? Do you think I wonld ever be your wife 
then? No—for I should not love—I should despise you! 
Nay, I did not mean that, Philip’—and her voice softened 
almost into weeping— only it would break my heart if 
you did this wickedness, You must not—shall not—nay, 
you will not. My own Philip, tell me that you will not.” 

And, kneeling before him, Eleanor mace her lover sol- 
emnly utter the promise which would for years doom them 
both to the heart-sickness of hope deferred. Then she sat 
down beside him and took Ins hand. 

“Now let us consider what is best to be done, Do not 
think of yesterday at all, if it pains you. Forget that we 
were betrothed—talk to me as to a friend only—a dear 
friend—who regards your honor and happiness above every 
thing in this world, Shall it be so EDD" 

“God bless my Eleanor—iny strenouh ony comfort !” 
was his answer. The words were more precious to her 
than the wildest outbursts of lover-lke adoration could 
ever have been. 

They talked together long and serionsly—like old friends. 
And this was no pretense, for none are true lovers who have 
not also for one another the still thonghtfal affection of 
friends. Her calmness gave him stre ength—her clear, pen- 
etrating mind aided ier and, the first shock over Philip 
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seemed to pass at once from the dreaminess of aimless boy- 
hood to the self-reliance and eourage of a man. And still 
beside him, in all his plans, hopes, and fears, was the faith- 
ful woman-heart, as brave, as self-denying, never looking 
back, but going forward with him into the dim future, and 
half dispersing its mists with the light of love. 

“And you will forgive ne, my dearest,” said Philip, when 
they had decided how and where he was to begin the hard 
battle with the world—— you will forgive me for bringing 
this tronble upon you; and, in spite of these errmg words 
of mine, yon will—” 

Ie hesitated, but Eleanor went on for hin. 

“ F will wait—for years if it must be—until Philip makes 
for me a home—happier and dearer for the long waiting. 
And who knows how rich it may be, too?—a great deal 
richer than that tiny eottage at Wearmonth.” She tried 
to speak gavlv, though the simile which her lips assuined 
could not reach her eves, aud soon melted into seriousness 
as she continued: “Besides, dear Philip, there is one thought 
which lies deep—almost painfully—in my heart, though 
your generous lips have never breathed it. I can not for- 
get that half your cares would Lave been lightened had the 
girl whom you chose possessed ever so little fortune, instead 
of being left dependent on a brothers kindness. How I 
have wished to be rich for your sake.” 

“Foolish girl! why, you are my riches, my comfort, my 
joy!” cried Philip, drawing closely into his very heart his 
aflianeed wife. She clung there closer in sorrow than she 
had ever done in joy. “If this day's trial had never been, 
and we could be again as we were last night—would you 
WER it, Eleanor?” 

“No!” she answered. “No! for even then I knew not 
fully, as I do now, how true, how worthy, how noble was 
my Philip.” 

At this precise moment Mrs. Breynton’s voice was heard 
without. With her entered an old subdean who lived in 
the Close, and who had come in nearly every evening for 
some six years, during which he and Mrs. Breynton had 
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played an infinity of games at backgammon, Mr. Sedley 
did not know what a relief his presence was this evening 
—by easting the veil of outward formality over the con- 
flicting emotions of the trio at the palace. So the worthy 
old clergyman talked with Philip about Oxford—paid his 
labored, old-fashioned, but, withal, affectionate compliments 
to his particular favorite, Miss Ogilvic—and then engaged 
Mrs, Breynton ip their beloved gaine. During its progress 
Eleanor gladly retired for the night. 

At the foot of the stairease she met Philip, who had fol- 
iowed unperceived. He looked very pale, and his voice 
trembled, though he tried to speak as usual. 

* Eleanor, say good-night to me; not formally, as just 
now, but as we did that happy yesterday.” 

She took both his hands, and looked up lovingly in his 
face. 

“ Good-night, then, dear Philip 

Vie folded her in his arms aud kissed her many times. 
She spoke to him hopeful words; and they were uttered 
in sincerity, for her own spirit was so full of love and faith, 
both in God and man, that she had little doubt of the future. 

“To-morrow, Philip—all will seem brighter to us to-mor- 
row," was her adieu. 

He watched her glide up the staircase, turning once round 
to cast on him that quiet, love-beaming smile peculiar to 
herself. Then he leaned against the wall with a heavy sigh. 

“The bitterness is past!’ murmured Philp. “Now I 
can go forth alone.” 


p 


CHAPTER XVI. 


Look not monrnfully into the past—it returns no more. Wisely irn- 
prove the present; and go forth into the shadowy future without fear and 
with a manly heart.— LONGFELLOW., 

ELEANOR arose next morning composed—almost cheer 
ful. True, there had been, on her first waking, a feeling of 
oppression as though some vague sorrow had chanced, un- 
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der the shadow of which she still lay; anda few tears had 
stolen through the vet closed eyes, chasing away sleep, aud 
making the faint daylight a welcome visitant. But when 
she had arisen and looked out on the bright spring morning, 
all this waking pain changed into a quiet hopefulness. One 
creeps so soon out of the gloom into the light—at leas 
when one is young! The early swallows were flying mer- 
rily in and out of the eaves; the morning sun glistened 
cheerfully on the three spires of the cathedral, though its 
walls still lay in heavy shadow. But the girl’s eyes looked 
upward only, and therefore it was the sunshine she saw, 
not the shade. 

She thought of Philip's dear, precious love—now all her 
own--and of his noble nature, both of which had been tried, 
and come out with a brightuess that made her forget the 
refining fire. Her soul was so unworldly, so filled with 
trusting affection, that she had no tear. She was ready to 
let -her lover go i into the world, believing entirely in 
him, and confiding so much in the world itself, that she felt 
sure its storms would subside and its evils be removed be- 
fore him. Simple girl! And yet perhaps there was more 
in her theory than many imagine. It is the faithful, the 
holy-hearted ones, who walk calinly and safely on the tronb- 
led waters of the world. 

Sleanor was still musing, more thoughtfully than sadly, 
and considering whether or not she shonld descend to tell 
Philip the fruit of her hopeful meditations, when Davis 
broucht a letter. 

“Mr, Wychnor told me to give vou this, ma'am, as soon 
as I heard you stirring." 

Eleanor changed color, and her fingers trembled over the 
sen]. 

* [ hope, Miss Ogilvie, that nothing is amiss with Master 
Philip. Ife looked so ill this morning—and I could not 
persuade him to have any breakfast before he went awa 

| Went-away |” 

“Yes, indeed, miss; he set off before it was quite light, 
by the early London coach.” 
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Eleanor’s fingers tightened over the nnopened letter, and 
her very lips grew white; yet she had selteontrol enough 
to speak calmly. 

“Indeed, Davis, you need not be uneasy. Mr. Wychnor 
lias probably taken his journey a day or two sooner than 
he intended—that 1s all.” 

“Td stake my life it’s not all,” muttered the good wom- 
an, as she courtesied herself out. “I only hope there is 
nothing wrong between him and Miss Eleanor—bless their 
dear hearts! They was born for one another sere-ly I” 

Eleanor threw herself on the bed with a passionate burst 
ot weeping that for many minutes would not be restrained. 

“Oh Philip, Philip, why did you go?” she said; and it 
was long before her grief found any solace, save in the ut- 
terance of this despairing cry. She was but a girl—with 
all the weakness of a deep first love—but she had also its 
strength. So, after a time, her sobs grew calmer; and while 
with still dimmed eyes she read Philip’s letter, its peaceful 
influence passed into her spirit. ven then it was so bless- 
ed to read this first letter, and to see there written down 
the love which she had before heard his lips deelare. "The 
words “My own Eleanor,” smiling at her from the top of 
the page, almost took away the pain of that sad hour. And 
as she read on, tracing in every earnest line the brave, trie 
heart of him who wrote, she became comforted more wnd 
IIOLDO. 

* Eleanor?" ran this dear record—(Reader, do not be 
alarmed lest we should transeribe an ordinary love-letter, 
for, though full of affection, Philip had in him something 
of reserve, and far too much of good sense ever to indulge 
in the fantastic rhapsodies which have passed into a prov- 
erb)—* Eleanor, you must not think this departure of mine 
hasty or l-advised ; unkind you will not; for yon love me, 
and know that I love you better than any thing on earth, 
therefore there can be no thought of unkindness between 
us, [have gone away because, knowing my aunt as well 
as I do, I see no prospect, had I remained, of aught but add- 
ed bitterness and pain for us all. And though I can not— 
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dare not—suffer myself unworthily to enter upon that 
course which she has laid out for me, God forbid that I 
should in word or deed return evil for many kinduesses 
which she has shown me all my life throngh. Oh, Eleanor! 
when I sit here in the quiet night-time, and think of those 
boyish days, I almost doubt whether I am really night in 
thwarting her desire so much. But yet I could not—you, 
with your pure right-mindedness, you yourself said I ought 
not to do this thing. And have I not also given up you? 
Surely it must be a holy and a worthy sacrifice ! 

“Dearest ! if in this I have done my annt wrong—and I 
feel my heart melt toward her, in spite of all the harsh 
words, ay, and the bitter taunts which she gave me this 
night when yon were not by—if I have done her wrong, 
you willatoneit. She reproached me with casting you off 
—you, my heart’s treasure! She said that Aer hearth and 
home should at least be open to you. Let it be so! Stay 
with her, Eleanor; give her the dutiful care that I ought 
to have shown: it will comfort me to know this. You see 
how I trust yon, as if you were a part of myself, feeling 
that her harsh condemnations of me will never alter your 
love. Andifher mind should change—if she should learn 
to see with our eyes many things whereon she differs from 
us now, and should find out why it was I acted thus, how 
will the influenee of my own gentle girl prove a blessing 
to us all!) In this I think not of worldly fortune. I will 
fight my own way, and be indebted to no one on earth, 
save for the help of affeetion. 

* And now, beloved, I set out for the path on which we 
decided. Thank heaven that I can write we /—that I car- 
ry with me your precious love—that we are one in heart 
and mind—and look forward to one future, whieh I will 
work out. Send me away with a blessing! Yet you have 
done so already. Eleanor, that one smile of yours—you 
did not know it was the last, but I did—will rest in my 
heart, and be its strength until I see you again. Forgive 
me that I could not trust myself to say ‘Good-by.’ Yet 
it is hardly a farewell between those whose hearts and 
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thoughts are ever united! God grant it may be even so 
until our lives’ end—and after /? 

More did Philip write concerning his worldly plans and 
the arrangement of their future correspondence. All that 
he said was calm, breathing perhaps more of steadfast pa- 
tience than of hope, but still without a shade of fear either 
for himself or for her. When Eleanor laid down the letter 
of her lover there was not a tear in her eye—not a sigh on 
her lip. 

“God be with thee, my beloved!” she said, fervently ; 
put the letter in her bosom, and went down stairs, 

In the hall she met the old waiting-woman, Davis, coming 
out of the breakfast-room, with tears in her eyes. 

“Oh, Miss Ogilvie!” cried the poor soul, “I can’t tell 
what has come over my mistress. Sixteen years have I 
been in this house, and never saw her look so before. She 
did not speak a word all the while I was dressing her, until 
Master Philip’s little dog whined at the door, and then she 
grew very angry, and ordered me to go and tell James to 
shoot it or hang it, for she did not want to be troubled 
with it any more. I could hardly believe my ears, Miss 
Eleanor—I couldn't, indeed—so good as she used to be to 
poor little Flo. And when I only stood staring instead of 
going off, she stamped her foot and ordered me out of the 
room. ‘To think that my lady should have served me so!” 

“She did not mean it, good Davis; she is very fond of 
you,” said Eleanor, soothingly. There was room enough 
in her heart for every one’s sorrows, great and small. 

“ I hope so, miss; indeed, I should not care so much, ex- 
cept that I fear something has gone wrong between her 
and Master Philip. I happened to let fall! a word about 
his being gone, but she seemed to know it herself before- 
hand. She turned round so sharply, and desired me never 
to mention his name, but to go and lock up his room just 
as it was, for he would not want it again. Ay,dear! how 
sorry I shall be not to see the young master here any 
more !” 

Eleanor felt her own cyes growing dim, and a choking 
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in her throat prevented any reply. The good woman went 
on in her voluble grief. 

“Well, well! servants have uo business with their mas- 
ters’ or mistresses’ affairs; but Ido feel sorry about poor 
Master Philip. And there is another thing that troubles 
me; he left me this letter for my mistress, and for the life 
of ne I duren’t give it to her myself. If it were not mak- 
ing too free, Miss Ogilvie, I wish you would.” 

Eleanor stretched out her hand for the letter. “ Where 
is Mrs. Dreynton ?? she asked. 

« At the breakfast-table, miss—sitting bolt upright, like 
—I don’t know what. Bless us all—but she’s off already. 
Poor young lady! something is the matter with her too, 
for I saw the tears in her pretty eyes. Well, I don’t think 
she’s quarreled with Master Philip, or she would not have 
looked at his letter so tenderly—just as I used to do at 
poor Samuel’s. Ah! lack-a-day! it’s a troublesome world!” 

And the starched old maid went away up stairs, rubbing 
with a corner of her apron each of her dull gray eyes. 
They might have been young and bright once— who 
knows? 

Mrs. Breynton sat, a very statue of rigidity, in her usual 
place at the head of the table, her face as smooth and un- 
wrinkled as her dress. She said “ Good-morning, Eleanor, 
my dear,” in the usual tone—neither warmer nor colder 
than the salutation had been for years; and the hand with 
which she poured out the coffee was as steady as ever. 
Eleanor almost began to think that the painful events of 
the night and morning were only a dream, so perfectly as- 
tounded was she by the manner of the old lady. 

She had come with a swelling heart to throw herself at 
the knees of Philip’s aunt, and beg her to forgive lim, or, 
at least, to receive from herself all the loving care that was 
in the heart of the nephew whom she had discarded. But 
at the sight of that frigid, composed face—so indifferent, so 
unmarked by any sign of suffering, regret, or even anger— 
Eleanor felt all her own warm impulses completely frozen. 
She could as easily have poured out her feelings before the 
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erim old figures sitting in their niches on the old cathedral 
wall  Philip's letter was still in her hand—almost uncon- 
sciously she thrust it ont of sight; and the voice which re- 
plied to the morning salutation, though tremulous, was al- 
most as cold as Mrs. Breynton’s own. Eleanor took her 
place at the breaxfast-table just as though she had never 
passed through these sudden phases of love, joy, sorrow— 
events which would govern a lifetime. 

Mechanically her cyes wandered over the familar objects 
about the room—the boy’s portrait that hung on the wall 
—the orange-trees and the flowers 1n the conservatory, now 
brightened by a week's more sunshine, ft was one week 
only since the morning when Philip and Philip's fortunes 
had been talked of, sending such a pleasant thril to her 
heart: how much one little week, ray, one day, had brought 
forth ! 

Mrs. Breynton began, apparently without an effort, her 
usual morning conversation. This never rambled far hbe- 
yond what might literally be considered table-talk: the 
dryness of toast, and the over or under boiling of eggs, 
seemed always subjects sufficiently engrossing at that ear- 
ly hour of the day. Thus she succeeded in passing away 
tlie half-hour which to Eleanor scemed i insupportable. The 
latter many times was on the point of giving way to her 
pent-up feelings, when a word or tone sent them all back 
again to the depth of her heart. How could she ever find 
courage to deliver Philip's letter. 

The breakfast equipage was already removed, aud. still 
nothing had been uttered between them except those ordi 
nary commonplaces which froze Eleanor’s very heart. 

“Tf you please, ma’am,” said the retreating James, “ the 
gardener told me to eer if yon w onld have "the anriculas 
planted out, as the weather is so warm now, aud he has al 
ways done this about Easter ?” 

There was the faintest nossible trembling of Mrs. Breyn- 
ton’s mouth—and she dropped a few stitches in her knit- 


ting. Then, walking to the window to take them up, she 
answered, rather angrily, ` 
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“Tell Morris I shall judge peg about tlie matter, aud 
will speak to him to-morrow,’ 

Eleanor watehed all with intense anxiety. a marked 
how the reference to Easter had startled Mrs. Breynton 
from her indifference, showing how much of it was cence 
Tremulously she advanced to the window. 

«Shall I make the knitting right for you ?" she asked. 

muESAnbkovoun my dear; I really can not see so well as I 
used to do." 

Eleanor gave back the work, and with it Philip’s letter. 

* What is this ?? said Mrs. Breynton, sharply. 

* Oh, dear friend, read it—pray read it, and then you will 
forgive him—forgive me. Indeed, you do not know how 
unhappy we are P" 

Mrs, Breynton walked across the room to the fire. It 
had gone out in the sunshine. She laid the letter on the 

table, and rang the bell. Eleanor rose up as the man en- 
tered, 

« James,” said his mistress, “ bring me a lighted taper.” 

When it came, she deliberately unsealed the letter, tore 
it into long strips, and burned each of them separately. 
Eleanor stood, and dared not utter a word. There was 
such iron sternness—such implacable, ealm determination 
—in that rigid face, that she was terrified into silence. She 
saw the words which Philip’s dear hand had traced con- 
sumed to ashes, and offered no opposition. Then Mrs, 
Breynton advanced, and touched the girl’s forehead with 
her cold, aged lips. 

“Eleanor Ogilvie, you shall be my daughter if you will 
In you [have nothing to forgive—much to pity. I take 
you as my child—my only one. But as respects this"— 
she pointed to the little heap of burnt paper—‘ or its writ: 
er, the subject must never more be revived between us.” 

She walked out of the room with her own firin, stately 
steps, her silks rustling on the staircase as she ascended 
slowly—but not more slowly than usual—to her chamber, 
and then Eleanor heard the door shut. Upon what AS 
gles it closed—or if there were any conflict at all—no one 
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knew. "That day, and for a day or two after, there was a 
grayer shade on the cheek already pallid with age, and 
once or twice, nm reading the evening prayers, the cold, 
steady voice changed for a moment. But in a week the 
Dean’s widow was the same as she had ever been, and all 
went on at the palace as though Philip’s name had never 
seen heard, 





CHAPTER X VIT, 

Authorship is, according to the spirit in which it is pursued, an infamy, 
a pastime, a day-labor, a handicraft, an art, a science, a virtue. SCHLEGEL. 

Take away the self-conceited, and there will be elbow-room in the world. 
—WHICHCOTL. 

Mr. Pierce PeENNyTuORNE was what the world respect- 
fully terms a “very clever man.” The world understands 
“cleverness” thoroughly, and venerates it accordingly, 
though it often scoflfs at genius. Perhaps on the same 
principle the Cockney who gazes in admiration on the 
stone-built fabric of St. Paul’s turns away contemptuously 
from some grand lonely mountain of nature’s making, and 
thinks it is not so very fine after all. Ie can not measure 
its inches; he does not understand it. IIe had rather Dy 
half look up from his city dwelling at the gilt cross and 
ball. - 

Now Mr. Pennythorne was exactly the man to attract 
and keep this sort of admiration. In whatever sphere he 
moved—and he had moved in many and varions ones dur- 
ing his sixty years of life—he was always sure to get the 
pre-eminence. His acute, decisive character impressed or- 
dinary people with reverence, and his tact and quickness 
of judgment had enabled him to compel from the small 
modicum of talent which he possessed the reputation of 
being a literary star of considerable magnitude. 

For, after passing throngh various phases of life, Mr. Pen- 
nythorne had finally subsided into literature. He took toe 
Writing as another man would take to bricklaying—con- 
sidering that 
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The worth of any thing 
Is just as much as it will bring. 
And as literature brought him in some hundreds a year, and 
maintained respectably the house in Blank Square, Ken- 
sington, together with Mrs. Pennythorne and two young 
Pennythornes, he regarded it as a useful instrument of la- 
bor, and valued it accordingly. llis was a most convenient 
pen, too—a peu of all-work. It would write for any body, 
on any subject, in any style—always exceepting that ot im- 
aginative literature, in which road 1t had never been known 
to travel. But this,as its owner doubtless believed, was 
only because it did not choose, as such writing was all 
trash, and never paid. 

Such was Mr. Pennythorne abroad; at home he carried 
out the same character, slightly varied. Ie was, so to 
speak, the most excellent of tyrants; his sway was abso- 
lute, but he used it well. No one could say that he was 
uot as good a husband and father as ever hyed—that 1s, as 
far as outward treatment went. Throughout some thirty 
years of matrimony, he and his quiet, good-natured, meek- 
spirited wife had never had a quarrel; and he had brought 
up his children to be creditable members of society. His 
system was that of blind obedience. Nevertheless, both 
wife and children were affectionately inclined toward him 
—for some people are happiest in being thus ruled; it takes 
away so much moral responsibility. Sympathy in feeling 
or in intelleet was unknown in the Pennythorne family ; 
they did not believe there was such a thing, and so they 
lived a comfortable humdrum life, conscious of no higher 
existence. Doubtless they were quite happy—and so are 
oysters! Stall, the most world-tossed, world-riven spirit 
that ever passed throngh its fire-ordeal of love, genins, and 
suffering, would hardly wish to change with these human 
molluses. 

Mr. Pennythorne, after dinner, in his little study, with the 
blazing fire shining on its well-peopled book-shelves and 
convenient old-fashioned desk, was the very picture of a 
man of letters comfortably off in the world. He had em 
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scouced in the only arm-chair which the room possessed 
his small wiry frame—for Mr. Pennythorne shared with 
Alexander, Napoleon, and other great minds the glory ofa 
diminutive person. As he sat reading the newspaper, with 
his back to the lamp, the ight cast into strong relief his 
sharp, well-marked features. It was not an intellectual 
head, still less a benevolent one; but there were wonder- 
ful cleverness and shrewdness in its every line, The firm, 
closed mouth could sometimes relax into à very good-na- 
tured smile; and å great deal of dry satirical humor lay 
perdu among the wrinkles—politely termed crow’s feet— 
that surrounded the small, bright gray eyes. 

The postman’s sharp knock made the little man start; 
for, with all his inental sel£possession, he had much phys- 
ical nervousness. At the same time, his quick movement 
revealed the presence of Mrs. Pennythorne, who sat in the 
shadow, with a half-knitted stucking on her lap. Her hus- 
band always liked her to be near him after his daily occu 
pation was over. Not that he wanted conversation; for 
to that Mr. Pennythorne thought no woman equal, and per- 
haps the seeret of his regard for his wife was her abstinence 
from all intellectual rivalship. Good Mrs. Pennythorne, in- 
deed, had never been burdened with that ambition. But 
the sight of her quiet, gentle, and still pretty face was com- 
posing to him; and she Jet him talk as much or as little as 
he liked—said ** Yes," or * No," or * Certainly, my dear"— 
and when he had done, went to sleep. They were exactly 
suited for each other, Mr. and Mrs. Pennythorne. 

She received the letter at the door—it annoyed him to 
see any one but herself in his study—and while he read it 
she took the opportunity of being thoroughly awakened, 
to go through the serious operation which stocking-krit- 
ters denominate * turning down the heel? | Once or twice 
she lifted up her eyes at a few exclamations from her hus- 
band—“ Bless me!” “Ilow very odd” ete. But she had 
been too well trained to inquire of him about any thing 
which he did not in due form communicate. So she waited 
until he delivered himself thus: 
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* Cillie, my dear?—Mrs. Pennythorne's Christian name 
was Cecilia, which, by a humorous ingenuity, he had con- 
verted into this odd diminutive—a somewhat doubtful 
comphment—* Cillie, my dear, this 1s a very curious cir 
cumstance.” 

* [s it, indeed,” said Mrs, Pennythorne, not interrogative- 
lv, but assentinglv. Ter husbaud always expected to be 
understood at once, without any explanation, so she never 
dreamed of inquiring to what circumstance he alluded. 

“You remember my old college friend, Edwin W ychnor 
—Captain Wychnor he was then—who dined with us at 
Sittingbourne—ten—let me see—fifteen years ago ?" 

“Oh yes!” irs, Pennythorne made a point of remem- 
bering every thing, as nothing vexed her spouse so much 
as the confession of ignorance on any pot to which his 
own retentive memory chose to turn. 

“There was another Oxford man with us that day, vou 
know—Bourne—Dr. Bourne now—who dropped into the 
living that Wychnor gave up—like a foolish fellow as he 
was! Well, this letter comes from him; not from W ych- 
por, or it would be a dead letter." (Pennythorne’s conver- 
sation was usually studded with execrable jokes, made 
comical by the solemnity with which they were pnt for- 
ward.) “Icis trom Bourne, introducing to me the defunct 
eaptain's only son, who has gone and played the same mad- 
cap trick as his father. Ife wants me to get the lad that 
very easy thing nowadays, ‘employment im London.’ ” 

“Well, my dear, surely nobody can do that so well as 
you," meekly observed his wife. 

“Pooh! you are only a woman; you don't know any 
thing at allabout it. Pretty fellows to deal with are these 
college youths, with heads more fill of pride than of brains 
—can’t do this because they havent been brought up to it, 
and won't do the other because it isn’t gentlemanly. 1 
suppose this young Peter, or Paul, or Jeremiah—he has got 
that sort of a name—will turn ont just such another npon 
my hands But that is always the way; every body brings 
stray sheep to me—very black sheep they are too, some: 
times.” 
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Mrs. Pennythorne laughed, thinking from her husband's 
look that he had suid something funny ; ; she always did so, 
like a dutiful wile, whether she understood it or not. “And 
I am sure, Pierce, you have helped a great many young 
men on in the world. "Phere was young Phillips, and 
O’ Mahony the Irishman, and Edward Jones.” 

“And a mee, ungrateful set they all turned out !” said 
Mr, Pennythorne, though a self-complacent smile rather 
contradicted his words. There was nothing in the world 
that he liked so well as patronizing, Not that he confined 
himself to the show of benevolence, for he was a good-na- 
tured man, and had done many kindly acts in his time; but 
they had all been done with due importance. His protégés 
—and he always had a long train of them—were required 
implieitly to trnst to him, to follow his bidding, and to re- 
ceive his advice. He never asked for gratitude, but yet he 
always contrived to rail at the world because he did not 
receive it. Still, with all his pecuharities, Air, Pennythorne 
did a great deal of good in his w and rather liked the 
doing of it too, though he said he didn’t. 

“Cillie,” he observed, just as the summons came to tea, 
“I suppose this young Wychnor must dine here next Sun- 
day. ‘Take care that Fred is not ont of the way, and that 
that foolish fellow Leigh is not keeping his bed, as he is so 
often. What’s the good of sons if you don’t make use of 
them? And an old fellow like ne can’t be bothered to 
entertain a young Oxford scamp for a whole afternoon.” 

The same sharp postman's knoek—oh, what a volume of 
life-experienees might that sound suggest, could we follow 
it from door to door !—brought to Pub W vente in liis 
dull second-floor lodeiug, the following letter 





“MY DEAR younGa Finenp,—I had a great regard for 
your late father, and shall have tho same for you if you de- 
serve it, of which I have little doubt. I will also do my 
best to help you on in the world. To begin our Ms 
ance, perhaps you will dine at iny house next. Sund: 
SIX. Faithfully yours, PigncE PENNYTUORNE 
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It was an odd, abrupt letter, but Philip had already heard 
that the writer was not without his eccentricities. [Te was 
growing so desolate and cheerless mn his London home that 
the least ray of kindness eame upon him like a flood of light. 
He drank his eup of weak cold tea with almost the zest of 
those remembered days when Eleanor’s dear sunny face had 
shone from behind the urn im the happy palace drawing- 
room. Then he went ont, and walked up and down the 
gloomy squares in the neighborhood of which his lodgings 
lay. «And surely the dreariest place in all London is the 
region between Brunswick Square and Tottenham Court- 
road! ‘Phere solemn wealth sets up its abode, and strug- 
eling respectability tries to creep under its shadow in 
many a dull, melancholy street, while squalid poverty grov- 
els in between, with its miserable courts and alleys, that 
make the sick and weary heart to doubt even the existence 
of good. 

Philip sauntered along; but, viewed in the hght of this 
new hope of his, the squares did not seem so desolate as 
they had done the evening before. Through the misty 
mght the lamps elimmered faintly; after a while the moon 
rose—and the moon looks pleasant to young eves, especial- 
ly the eyes of lovers, even in the desert of Russell Square. 
Moreover, as Philip walked along the inner side, there was 
a freshness almost like perfume in the budding trees, over 
which an April shower had just passed. It came upon his 
senses like the breathing of hope. Ife stopped under the 
nearest lamp, took out. Mr. Pennythorne's letter, and read 
it over again. 

“Well, it does seem kind, and may be the beginning of 
good, Who knows but i have put my first step on For- 
tune's ladder to-night 7" 

Ah! Philip, that ladder is of all others the hardest to 
climb. But you have a steady foot and a strong heart— 
all the stronger for having that precious love-amulet in its 
inmost folds. In spite of all the gray-headed reasoners, 
there never was a young man yet who did not work his 
way in the world the better for having some one to work 
for besides himself. 
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CHAPTER AVH. 


Wives seem created to be butts. Many a man now, like Pan, plavs 
upon that which was formerly the object of his fond pursuit. —Epwakp 
West. 

Man alone, 
The recieant spirit of the universe, 
Couteinns the operations of the light ; 
Loves surface-knowledge—calls the crimes of crowds 
Virtne—adores the useful vices. * * * 
Therefore 
I will counnit my brain to none of them.—Purrir BaILey. 





“VERY glad to see you—exceedingly glad to see you, my 
young friend,” was the greeting that marked Philip’s first 
entrance into the drawing-room at Blank Square—we pre- 
fer that rather doubtful way of designating the Penny- 
thorne abode. ^ Punetuality is à virtue, especially on à 
wet Sunday; I like to see young people keep time well, 
and then, as they grow older, time always keeps them— 
Essi?" 

Philip smiled; he was really amused at the oddities of 
the little man. Ie could do no more than smile silently, 
for it was impossible to get in a word. 

* Cecilia, my dear,” and Mr. Pennythorne, with a sort of 
hop, skip, and jump movement—his usual method of prog- 
ress in the honse—arrived at the sofa where his lady sat ip 
all the unrufiled serenities of a Sunday silk, a Sunday cap, 
and a Sunday face, She had a ponderous-looking volume 
beside her, of Sermons, or Fox’s Martyrs; for, though the 
Pennythornes so far conformed to the world as to have 
company on a Snuday, they were “a religions family ;” 
and if the cook was beguiled out of her sole day of rest by 
having to prepare a first-rate dinner, 1t was atoned for by 
the mistress’s always reading good books up in the draw- 
ing-room. 

* Mr. Philip Wyehnor, let me introduce you to Mrs, Pen 
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nythorne—mv wife, sir; an ugly old woman, isn't she? but 
then she’s so clever—there is not a eleverer woman in all 
London than Mis. Pennythorne.” 

Philip looked at the pretty but most mane face of the 
lady, and then at her husband, who spoke with such gravi- 
ty that it was almost impossible to distinguish jest from 
earnest. Fairly puzzled between them, the young man ut- 
tered some ordinary politeness, and accepted the offered 
scat beside his hostess. 

“There, you ean begin your acquaintance with that ex- 
cellent woman,” said Mr. Pennythorne; “ but take care of 
her; you don’t know how sharp her tongue is—real ar- 
rows, sir—regular darts of wit: mind they don’t hit you!” 

Philip thought it rather unseemly that à man should 
make game of his wife in publie, and began to feel some- 
what E ofortble, Sut Mrs. Penny thorne herself seem- 
edq quite unmoved, smiling on in placid contentment. She 
had got used to this sort of banter, or else, which was 
most likely, she did not feel it at all, Some people are 
very feather-beds of stolidity, impenetrable to the sharpest 
tongue-weapons that sareasin ever forged. Philip soon 
crew quite reassured on the subject. He tried to engage 
Mis. Pennythorue in. conversation, but did not succeed i 1 
getting beyond the wetness of the day and the unpleasant 
ness of the Kensington omnibuses. She was as shy and 
nervous as a girl of sixteen, constantly looking to her hns- 
band, as if she had hardly a thought of her own. 5till, 
there was a degree of quiet womanliness abont her. She 
had a low voice, and her brown eyes were of the same col- 
or as Eleanows. Philip felt rather a liking to Mrs. Penny- 
thorne. 

“Where ean the boys be?” said the old gentleman, 
becoming fidgety, and rushing to the foot of the stairs, 
* Fred! Leigh !? 

The next minute the “boys” appeared. Mr. Frederick 
Pennythorne was about twenty-five; à specimen of that 
stereotyped class of young men with which London birth 
and London breeding indulge the world. Slight, dapper, 
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active; not ill-looking, and earefully dressed ; always ready 
for polkas, small-talk, and cigars; too respectable for a 
gent (odious word !), too ordinary and vulear-minded for a 
gentleman, and far—oh ! far too mean in heart and. soul for 
the noble title of a man! 

This individual scanned Philip all over, and nodded his 
head with a careless “ Wow-d’ye-do.” "Then catching his 
father’s eye, Mr. Frederick composed his features into an 
aspect of grave deference. 

^ My son, this—my eldest son, Excellent fellow to show 
you all the wickedness of London, Mr, Wychnor. I don’t 
suppose there’s a greater scamp any where than Fred Pen- 
nvthorne.? 

The old gentleman did not know how nearly he hit the 
truth—but somehow or other the person alluded to winced 
slightly under the unintentional application. 

“Really, father '!—Dut you'll find out his ways soon, Mr. 
Wychnor,” said Fred, apologetically. 

“Where’s Leigh ?? continued that indefatigable parent, 
who seemed to have as much difficulty in hunting up his 
family as a mechanist has in winding up his automata and 
setting them fairly going. 

A tall, thin youth of abont seventeen crept languidly 
from behind the folding doors. Philip looked rather ear- 
nestly at the sallow, long-drawn-out face, and meaningless, 
halfelosed eyes. Perhaps in the look there was somewhat 
of interest and compassion, for the boy involuntarily put 
out lis hand, and just touched Philip’s with his cold, moist 
fingers. The heavy eyes lifted themselves up for armo: 
ment. They were brown, hke his mother’s, but far deeper 
and softer; and as they met Philip's, oue passing gleam of 
expression lighted them up. It drew the young man’s 
heart toward the sieklv, awkward-looking Leigh. 

“JT hope we shall be very good friends in time,” said 
Philip Wyehnor, shaking the boy’s hand warmly. 

“That is more than any one else eyer was with our cross- 
grained Leigh! Long, lazy Leigh, as I call him—the great- 
est dunce in the universe, except for a little Greek, Latin, 
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and Hebrew which I contrive to knock into him,” interposed 
the father, who seemed to take delight in n cn pas- 
sant, a complimentary family portraits. 

Philip turned round uneasily to Leigh, but the youth sat 
in lis old comer quite impassive. The dull melancholy of 
his face was as uninpressible as his mother's vacant aud 
perpetual smile. 

“ Well, they are the oddest family I ever knew,” thought 
Phihp Wyehnor. “Perhaps your son is not strong enough 
for much study ?” he said aloud. 

“Quite a mistake, my good sir," answered Mr. Penny- 
thorne, sharply. “All my family enjoy excellent health. 
l eant bear to have sick people about me. "Phat fellow 
there looks yellow because he lies in bed sadly too much; 
and besides, it is his temperament, his natural SUIS 
Pray do not put such notions into the lad’s head, Mr. W ych- 
Ho" 

The guest felt that he had unconsciously trodden on dan- 
gerous ground; and it was really a relief when the appari- 
tion of a very tall maid-servant at the door gave the signal 
for dinner. 

Mr. Pennythorne was the best person in the world for 
the head of a table—his own especially ; for he had an un- 
failing flow of talk and abundance of small witticisms. To 
use a simile on the originality of which we have some doubt 
—but which, not knowing the right owner, we shall appro- 
priate—he ken the ball of conversation constantly in mo- 
tion. Ilowever, to attain this desirable end, he rarely let 
it go out of Ds own hands. Perhaps this was as well, for 
the rest of his family seemed ineapable of a throw. So he 
very wiscly never gave them the opportunity. 

Once or twice Fred Pennythorne hazarded a. remark— 
or, as he would have expressed it, * put out a fecler?"— 
thereby to discover the habits, manners, and character of 
the “fellow from the couutry ;” bnt he was soon extinguish- 
ed by a few paternal sneers. Mrs. Pennythorne also, ven- 
turing to reply in more than monosyllables to some ohser- 
vation of Philip’s, was regarded with such mock-deferential 
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attention by her lord and master that she relapsed into 
alarmed and inviolable silence. As for Leigh, he never 
tried to speak at all... When, soon after the introduction of 
wine and walnuts, Mrs. Pennythorne disappeared, he quick: 
ly followed his mother, and was seen no more. 

Then Mr. Pennythorne edified Philip for the space of 
nalfan honr on many and varions subjects, chictly political, 
Fortunately, Wychnor was no great talker, and of a quiet, 
vielding temper, so that the dictatorial tone of his host did 
not annoy him in the feast. Perhaps he only listened with 
his outward ears, while his thoughts, like riches—and Phil- 
ip’s thoughts were riches to hin—made to themselves wings 
Some lo svo UAV ay". 

“Fred! yon stupid fellow," ealled out Mr. Pennythorne, 
at last. 

“Yes, sir,” answered the individual addressed, waking 
from a doze by the fire. 

* Yonr conversation is so. remarkably annsing and in- 
structive that it is quite too overpowering for sueh addle- 
pates as this gentleman and myself We will therefore m- 
dulge ourselves in à £Cte-a-teté duli enough for our Imited 
capabilities. You may go and tell your mother to make 
the tea: I dare say cook will lend you the toasting-fork, 
that you may make yourself useful in the kitchen, at least.” 

The young a: mdy mnttered a grumbling remonstrance, 
but finished his wine and walked off, It was really curt 
ous, the complete ascendeney which this eecentrie father 
of a family had egaimed and preserved over all its members. 

* Excellent boy that," said Mr. Pennythorne when the 
door closed; and Philip noticed how entirely his sarcastic 
manner was changed; * Fred is à rising young man, sir; 
no profession like that of a lawyer for making a fortune— 
at least in E railway times. "Phat lid will ride in his 
carriage yet. 

d Indeed, I hope so,? Philip observed, seeing that an ob- 
servation was T 

“Certainly. The Pennythornes, sir, always make their 
way in the world. Now there's Leigh—qnict Lboy—very 
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quiet, but thinks the more for that. His knowledge of 
classics is wonderful. I shall make him a first-rate man 
for Oxford. By-the-by, you, who have just left Alma Ma- 
ter, might give him a help now and then when I am too 
busy myself.” 

* [ shall be most happy.” 

“Of course—of course. Thank you, Mr. Wychnor. And 
now tell me in what way I can be of service to you.” 

The little man leaned over the table, and confronted 
Philip with his peering gray eyes. All his jesting manner 
was gone, and there was a straightforward, business-like 
earnestness, which his guest liked much better and felt in- 
finitely more disposed to trust. Philip briefly stated that, 
having suddenly relinquished the Church, he was without 
resources, and wished to earn a livelihood in any respecta- 
ble way for which his education might fit him. 

“Now, my young friend, what do you call a ‘ respectable 
way ?" said Mr. Peunythorne. 

Philip was rather confused, but answered, * Any Aonest 
way, of which a gentleman’s son need not feel ashained. 
surely the world is wide enough for one more to get his 
bread—if not by his hands, at least by his brains—of which 
I hope I have a share.” 

* No doubt—no doubt," returned Mr. Pennythorne; “ but 
let us see how you are to use them. Authorship is not a 
bad profession. Suppose you take to that ?” 

Philip looked somewhat astonished. “My dear sir, I 
never wrote any thing in my life. IT have no genius!” 

“ Genius, my excellent young friend, between ourselves, 
has nothing to do with the matter. It is a commodity 
rather unpleasant than otherwise. A man’s genius gener- 
ally ends in making a fool of him—or a beggar, which 
comes to the same thing. The best authors, and those 
who have made most money, have had no genius at all. 
With plenty of diligence and a good connection, a clever 
author may get a very good living, while the poor devils 
called men of genius—a term for unusual flightiness and 


conceit—lie down and starve.” 
G 
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Philip listened to this speech, first in surprise, then in 
pain. He had spoken truly—at least as he then believed 
—when he said he had no genius; but genius itself he wor- 
shiped with all the enthusiasm of yonth. So utterly con- 
founded was he by this argument of Mr. Pennythorne’s, 
that he did not reply by a single word; and the old gen- 
tleman continued : 

* You see, Mr. Philip Wychnor, that I have spoken plain: 
ly to you, as I would not to every one; but I like your face, 
and, moreover, you are your father’s son. If you choose to 
try your hand at authorship, I will endeavor to procure 
you work. It shall be easy at first, and you can get on 
by degrees.” 

But Philip shook his head. * No, Mr. Pennythorne, T 
feel too certain of my own incapacity; and literature has 
always seemed to me so high and holy a calling.” 

At this moment the young man met the upturned face 
of his host—the cold, cautious eyes watching him with a 
look something between wonder and curiosity, and the 
sarcastic mouth bent into the most contemptuous of polite 
sneers. Now it was one of Philip’s weaknesses that his 
sensitive and reserved disposition was ever painfully alive 
to ridicule. As before said, he was by no means one of 
your model heroes, who are ever ready to “stand fire,” ci- 
ther physically or morally, and so it happened that this 
look of Mr. Pennythorne's just sufüiced to drive back all 
his warm impulses. He forgot what he was about to say, 
stopped, and his delicate cheek changed color like a girl's. 

* Pray go on,” said the host. 

"TL have nothing more to say, sir,” he replied, esee 
that I feel obliged for your kindness; but, not thinking 
myself competent to do credit to authorship, I had rathe: 
not attempt it.’ Thereby he lost an excellent chance of 
“testifying to the truth,” and will doubtless sink very 
much in the estimation of all who would have virtue and 
genius continually appear in the character of public lec- 
turers.. Dut Philip W ychnor was so reserved and humble- 
minded, that as yet he was unaware of half the treasures 
of his intellect. 
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Yet, though he could not fathom the depths of his own 
mind, he could see a good way into Mr. Pennythorne’s, and 
the sight was both painful and discouraging. The conver- 
sation went on, and Philip listened with the deference that 
his companion’s age and character demanded; but there 
was a disagreeable sense A almost amount- 
ing to distrust, in the young man’s mind, 

Mr. Pennythorne did not notice this in the least; for his 
perception, though acute, was by no means dhe He 
talked fast and freely, not to say ostentatiously, of his in- 
fluence in other quarters—discussed the various duties and 
advantages of employment as banker’s clerk, merchant’s 
clerk, railway clerk, and Philip’s capacity for the same, un- 
til his young auditor grew half bewildered and wholly dis- 
consolate. «At last it was agreed that, as Wychnor had a 
little money for the present, he should stay in lodgings, and 
enter on the wear v life of waiting for a situation. j "This j In- 
terregnum would not last lone, Mr. Pennythorne was cer- 
tain; and, indeed, from his conversation, lie seemed able to 
scatter appointments abroad as thick as leaves in antumn. 

“Now, my young friend”—Mr. Pennythorne had such a 
host of young sricnds on his hst— excuse my making you 
one of the family, and seuding you up stairs while I take 
anap. Old people must be humored, you know. You will 
find the boys in the drawing-room.” 

Philip was not sorry to receive this somewhat nnceremo- 
nious congé. As he stood alone on the stairs, he tried te 
collect his thoughts and to struggle with a vague feeling 
of discomfort. 

“This is very foolish of me!” he said to himself; “Ishall 
not get every one in the world to think and feel exactly 
as Ido: how could I expect it? Mr. Pennythorne seems 
à very good sort of mau—kind, too, in his own way: he 
will most likely do something for me; and then, once ecet- 
ting a start in life, I have my fortune in my own hands— 
that is, with heaven’s blessing.” And the one reverent as- 
piration of that young pious spirit calmed its jarring doubter 
Into patient hope. 
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“Still,” thoneht Philip, when, after a prosy evening and 
a walk of three miles, he laid his tired head on his rather 
hard pillow just as St. Pancras’s clock was striking twelve 
—"gtill, I im rather glad that Mr. Pennythorne did not ask 
my reasons for giving up the Church: he would not have 
understood them any more than Aunt Breyuton. I dovt 
think any body does quite understand me except Eleanor.” 

And with that dear name on his lips and in his heart, 
Philip Wychnor fell asleep. 


CHAPTER UA. 


What is there that I should turn to, lighting upon days like these? 
Every door is barred with gold, and opens but to golden keys. 
Every gate is thronged with suitors; all the markets overflow. 
Ihave but an angry fancy: what is that which I should do? 
TENNYSON 
Keep thy spirit pure 
From worldly taint by the repellent strength 
Of virtue. T * " 
Walk 
Doldly and wisely in the light thou hast : 


There is a Hand above will help thee on. 
PutLie BAILEY. 


Ir is impossible to imagine a life more utterly dull and 
dreary than that of a young man living alone in London, 
with few friends, with no pursnit to oeeupy his time, and 
with no money to allure him into agreeable or yicions ways 
of killing it. Philip Wychnor thonght that each week, 
each day, grew longer and longer. He had read through 
and through all the books he had brought with him, aud 
was unable to buy or borrow more. Then he tried to “rub 
up? his old studies at Oxford ; but working without an aim 
is a thankless occupation. Tis whole course of life had 
been disturbed, and he could not settle down again. 

Ile grew tired of his dingy little parlor, where the sun 
just peeped in at early morning ; after which, as though 
disgusted with the place, it departed for the day with the 
breakfast things. So he took to strolling about London, 
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and philosophizing on human nature in its citizen aspect. 
This soon made him more heart-weary still. He then 
songht after all the plaees of amusement that were open 
free. Fortunately, among this elass London now numbers 
some of its highest and most intellectual feasts. Philip 
spent many an hour at the British Museum, amid the quiet 
gloom of the Elgin-room, until he knew by sight all the 
student votaries of Art who seek to re-create a Theseus or 
an Ilyssns on their drawing-boards. Many a long morn- 
ing, too, did he loiter in the National Gallery; a place that 
looks always fresh, and pleasant, and sunshiny—for is there 
not perpetual sunshine with Guido, and Titian, and Claude? 
Often and often Phihp entered with his spirit so broken 
and desponding that the May brightness and cheerfulness 
of the streets seemed only to insult his lonely poverty. He 
knew nothing of Art save throngh the spell by which its 
glory and beauty must ever influence minds like his own ; 
bnt the spirit of Guido spoke peace to him through the 
mournful-eyed Magdalene, or the Child Jesus with its face 
of pale purity gazed on by reverent John; while erand 
and solemn loomed out of the darkness the figure of Piom- 
bo’s Lazarns, and in Da Vinei’s Ecce Homo the suffering 
God-man looked m sublime compassion on the Virgin's 
mother-woe. Pictures such as these Philip loved best, for 
in this season of anxiety their sorrowful and boly beauty 
touched and soothed his spirit. 

And, turning for a moment from our story to the individ- 
nal memories which its progress brings, let us linger in the 
place whither we have led Philip Wychnor; a place so full 
of old associations that even while thinking of it we lay 
down our pen and sigh. Good, careless reader, mayhap 
von never knew what it was to lead a life in which sorrow 
formed the only ehange from monotony—a life so solitary 
that dream-companions alone people it; nor how, looking 
baek on that dull desert of tine, one remembers lovingly 
the pleasant spots that brightened ìt here and there—how, 
in traversing the old haunts, our feet linger, even while we 
contrast gladly and thankfully the present with the past; 
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else you would not wonder that we stay for a moment with 
our Phihp Wychnor, walking in fancy from room to room, 
gazing at every well-known picture, whose beautiful and 
benign influence was so blessed to us of old, and seeing 
also living faces that were once beside us there—some, 
most dear of all on earth ; others, on whom we shall never 
more look until we behold them in heaven. 

The theme grows too solemn. WReaders—whom at times 
every author takes strangely enough into his heart’s depths, 
as he takes not even those who sit at his board and drink 
of his cup—if you can uuderstand this digression, you will 
fore ive it; if not, pass it by. 

Phili lip Ww ychnor had no acquaintance in London except 
the Pennythornes. He went to Blank Square sometimes by 
invitation, and now and then without. Bunt he had a great 
belief in that verse of the Proverbs—“ Refrain thy foot 
from thy neighbor's house, lest he be weary of thee, and so 
hate thee ;” therefore his visits always kept within due Hm- 
its. Still it was undeniable that he took pleasure in being 
received with friendliness into this always hospitable house 
—for hospitality was one of Mr. Pennythorne’s virtues. 
True, the family circle was somewhat dull if its head 
chanced to be absent; but then, in Philip's present state 
of isolation, any family fireside was a welcome change from 
the solitary dreariness of his own. So he grew to take 
pleasure in Mrs. Pennythorne's meaningless but good-tem- 
pered smile, and Mr. Pennythorne’s unfailing talk—the very 
ostentatiousness of which was amusing. With the youn- 
ger members of the household Philip’s acquaintance ad- 
vanced little; for Frederick was rarely at home in the even- 
ing, and Leigh maintained the same dull, almost sullen si- 
lence. Now and then, when Philip chanced to talk a little 
more earnestly than usual, he detected the large brown 
eyes watching him with curious intentness; but if he re- 
turned the look they fell at once, and Leigh’s countenance 
relapsed into its customary Stoll Still, when Philip's 
thoughts wanted oecupation, they sometimes turned te 
speculate on this rather singular boy. 
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Alas for Philip—he had only too much time for thinking ; 
and as month after month rolled on, and he had still no oc- 
eupation, his thoughts became mournful indeed. | Each 
week Eleanor sent him one of her long cheering letters— 
no young-lady epistles nor romantic love-breathings, but a 
sensible woman's letters; thoughtful, sineere, and full of 
that truest affection which expresses itself less in words 
than in deeds. She knew not that, but for these letters, 
her lover’s mind would have sunk from its healthy tone 
and manly strength into the morbid apathy of delayed 
hope, or the misanthropy and bitterness of despair. 

It was not the sting of actual poverty that Philip felt 
so keenly. True,it requires a degree of moral courage to 
brave the summer sunshine of London streets in a thread- 
bare coat, and it is rather a trial of patience to sit down to 
a fragment of homely, ill-cooked dinner; but these are, aft- 
er all, only externalities, and very endurable. When the 
mind has its own food of present content, and a certainty, 
ifever so little, for the future, a well-carned dish of potatoes 
is by no means such a miserable repast; and a man with a 
pure conscience, and hope in his bosom, ean button over it 
his shabby garment, and walk the street with a brow as 
clear—ay, and as lofty—as any of his brethren in the pu- 
ple and tine linen of the world. 

Therefore, as Philip Wychnor had always held his body 
much less precious than his soul, we shall not pity him for 
any of these endurances. He would have seorned it. But 
deepest pity, indeed, he needed, during that weary summer, 
when the agony of uncertainty, the tortures of “sitting still 
and doing nothing,” gnawed into his very soul. Poor fel- 
low! many a time he envied the stonebreaker in the street, 
who at least had the comfort of working all day and was 
certain of his future, At last he went to Mr. Pennythorne, 
and spoke opeuly, carnestly—almost despairingly. 

“My good fellow !” exclaimed, with some surprise, that 
excellent individual—he had seen the young man come 
to his house now and then, to dinner or tea, with a com- 
posed countenance and decent dress, so felt his conscience 
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quite at ease respecting his protégé — * E had no idea 
that you were in such a plight as this: you never com- 
plained.” 

* Is it likely I should, sir?” said Philip, proudly. * Nor 
do i now; I am very thankful for all the efforts which I 
believe you have made on my behalf, but I begin to think 
there is no occupation to be had—at least, none that I ean 
do. The misfortune hes in my being brought up that very 
useless thing—a gentleman." And Philip laughed bitter- 
ly. “However, I can remedy this; I will leave London, 
change my name, and get work as a farmors laborer. A 
mechanie’s place is above me, unfortunately, as I had not 
even the blessing of learning a trade. But work I must 
have, or I shall go mad.” 

“I begin to think you are so already,” muttered Mr. Pen- 
nythorne, as with some touch of compassion he regarded 
the young man’s wild eyes and haggard face. A faint whis- 
per of conscience, too, hinted that he himself had not used 
Philip quite well: not but that he had tried to serve him 
—writing to two or three friends, and speaking to two or 
three more, abont “a young man who wanted employ- 
ment.” But Ma. Pennythorne had erred where most osten- 
tations patronizing men err; and woful is the misery which 
they bring on their dependents by the same—promisiug 
far too much, and boasting of imaginary inflnence, to grati- 
fy a petty love of power. 

There never yet was human heart so naturally cold, or 
so frozen over by outward formalities, that you could not 
find in one corner or other some fountain of goodness bub- 
bling up. No matter how soon it disappears—it has been, 
and therefore may be again. Now just such a spring as 
this began to irrigate that very dry and dusty portion of 
Mr. Pennythorne’s anatomy which lay under his left waist- 
coat pocket; and, by a curions sympathy between external 
and internal things, he remembered that there was in this 
said pocket a five-pound note. His fingers even advanced 
nearer to it—they touched it—but just at this moment a 
loud, fashionable knock came to the hall door, and the tiny 
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fountain in Mr. Pennythorne's heart sank suddenly down. 
Still,it had watered a little the arid soil around. 

“Come and dine with me to-morrow, my dear boy,” he 
said, cordially; “and cheer up. PU thmk of something 
for you by that time.” 

“ To-morrow — to-morrow — to-morrow,” sighed Philip, 
mechanically repeating that word of mournful beguiling., 
As he descended, he passed in the hall a stylish little lady, 
who had just S qw froin her carriage, and was busy im- 
pressing on the servant “ Mis. Lancaster’s wish for only 
five minutes’ speech of Afr, Pennythorne.” Philip stood 
aside to let the visitor pass by, and then departed. He 
crept wearily along the sunny side of the square, all glare, 
and dust, and burning heat; and there came idly jingling 
through his brain, in that season of care so dull, heavy, and 
numbing, as to Sim out all eonsecutive thought, the frag- 
ment of olden rhyme— 


9 


Why, let the stricken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play ; 

For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
Thus rans the world away. 


It so chanced that Mr. Pennythorne, working hard all 
that day at a review of a book which he had had no time 
to read, and in the evening busily engaged dispensing his 
bons mots and amusing sneers in Mrs. Laneaster’s gay 
drawing-room, never thought again of Philip Wyelmor nn- 
til his wife E him the next morning what he would 
have for dinner. Mr. Pennythorne's sway, be it known, ex: 
tended even to the comestibles of his household. 

* Dear me—that reminds me that I asked young Wych- 
nor to dine here, and 1 promised to think of something for 
him. Really, how tiresome are these fellows in want of 
employment!” And the old gentleman eogitated for at 
least five minutes with his chin on his hand. At last a 
brilliant thought strnek him. 

A lie niy dear.” 

“ Yes, us 

“How much did that yonng Johnson—the fellow that 
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came yesterday, you know, to ask if I wanted a tutor for 
Leigh—how much did he charge by the lesson ?" 

« [Talf à guinea for two hours; only he wanted his lunch 
as well, and you said that would—” 

“Tut! tut! how women’s tongues do run! Mrs. Penny- 
thorne, will you be so obliging as to go down stairs? and 
when I need your advice and conversation I will ring the 
bell.” And Mr. Pennythorne politely opened the door for 
his wife, shut her out, and returned to his easy-chair. 

“That will just do—a capital plan !” said he, rubbing his 
hands with an air of benevolent satisfaction. ‘ How thank- 
ful the poor fellow will be! Of course, one could not give 
him so much as a professed tutor. Let me see—say four 
hours at half'a guinea, and that twice a week: a very good 
thing for him—very good indeed. He ought to be quite 
satisfied, and very thankful. It will save me time and 
trouble too, for that young Leigh is getting confoundedly 
stupid; so I shall kill two birds with one stone. Really, 
what a deal of good one can do in the world if one tries !” 

With a pleasing conviction of his own generosity, Mr. 
Pennythorne leaned back in his chair, and summoned his 
wife, to give orders for a turbot and lamb, with a dish of 
game to follow. 

“Young Wychnor is coming here to-day,” he added, be- 
nevolently. ‘I dare say he does not get such a dinner ev- 
aday.” 

He certainly did not—but Mr. Pennythorne did—very 
often. "Therefore he was obliged, alas! to pay his son's tu- 
tor only two shillings and sevenpence halfpenny for each 
hour's instruction in Latin, Greek, and Mathematies. 
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CHAPTER XX. 


Should the Body sue the Mind before a court of judicature for damages, 
it would be found that the Mind would prove to have been a ruinous ten- 
ant to its landlord. —VPLUTARCH. 





Can I love thee, my beloved—can I love thee? 
And is this like love, to stand 
With no help in my hand, 
When strong as death I fuin would watch above thee? 
May God love thee, my beloved, may God love thee! 
E. B. BROWNING. 

Tne five-pound note found its way into Philip’s pocket 
after all. To be sure, it came diluted into guinea-drops at 
not very regular intervals, but still it did come, and Mr. 
Pennythorne had done a benevolent action. He felt sure 
of this himself, and so did Mrs.Pennythorne. Moreover, 
the latter often added to the benevolence by giving Philip 
a glass of wine and a sandwich when he came in, hot and 
exhausted, after his three-mile walk. These were not * nom- 
inated in the bond,” and Philip took them gratefully. ‘The 
trifling kindness was better than the gold. 

He had at first little pleasure in teaching Leigh Penny- 
thorne. He gave his instruction carefully, patiently, kind- 
ly, but it never seemed to penetrate beyond the outward 
layer of the boy's dull, overworked brain. "The soil had 
been plowed, and sown over and over again, until there 
was no vestige of fertility left in it. Philip tried to inter- 
est his young pupil—to make a friend of him; but the 
heart seemed as dead as the brain. Now and then there 
would come a gleam of speculation into the heavy eyes; 
but it was only a passing light, and the youth’s face sank 
again into its vacant eas 

“Leigh has got plenty of brains, only they require a 
great deal of hammering to knock out the laziness,” said 
the father. 

“Leigh has grown the sulkiest fellow that ever lived, 
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over those stupid books. By Jove! Pm glad nobody ever 
put it into father’s head that I was clever,” laughed Nir 
Frederick. 

* Poor Leigh! I wonder why he will make himself ill 
with sitting over the fire and never going out ?? Mrs.Pen- 
nythorne would sometimes lament ; bnt she never dared to 
say more—hardly to think. 

So the boy grew paler and duller every day, bunt still he 
must work—work—for the time was going by, and Mr. 
Pennythorne was determined to have a man of learning in 
the family. Ilis credit was at stake, for he had vannted 
every where his son's classic acqnirements, and the boast 
should be made good in spite of “that lazy Leigh.” Morn- 
ing and night the father attacked him. *Study—study !? 
was forever dinned into his ears; so, at last, the boy rare- 
ly stirred out of his own little den. There he sat, with his 
books heaped up around him: they helped to build the al- 
tar-pile on which the deluded father was offering up his 
victim. 

Philip Wychnor saw very little ofall this, or his trnth- 
fnl tongue conld not have kept silence. He was sorry for 
the boy, and tried to make the few hours during which he 
himself guided his studies as little like labor as possible; 
and if ever Leigh's countenance brightened into interest or 
intelligence, it was during the time that he was alone with 
his gentle teacher. That teacher was, himself, fast yield- 
ing to the effects of the desolate and anxious summer 
through which he had passed. It had prostrated all his 
bodily energies, and his mind sank with them. Ile felt as 
though he were gradually drawing nearer and nearer into 
the shadow of some terrible illness which he could not 
avert. Every day he rose np with the thonght, * Well, I 
wonder what will become of me before night!” and every 
night, when he lay down on his bed, it was under a vague 
impression that he might not rise from it again. 

At last, one morning, when he left the Pennythornes, he 
felt so ill that he ventured to expend sixpence in a ride 
home—almost his last coin, poor fellow! for it wanted some 





THE OGILVIES. iol 


days of the month's end, and Mr. Pennythorne was never 
beforehand in his disbursements. As he sat in the corner 
of the omnibus with his hat drawn over his aching eyes, 
he felt conscious of nothing save the dull rolling ofthe ve- 
hicle which earried him somewhere—he hardly knew where. 
There was a crying child near him, and a lady with a sharp- 
toned voice, who drew her silk robes from the babe’s greasy 
fingers, and glared angrily at its shabbily-clad mother, mut- 
tering not inaudibly, “ What very disagreeable people one 
meets in omnibuses"? About King William Street there 
was a stoppage in the street, and a consequent pushing of 
passengers! heads out of the window, with a general mur- 
mur about a woman having been run over. All these 
things Philip's eye and ear pereeived as through a dense 
confused mist—he sat in his eorner and never stirred. 

“What unfeelingness!” muttered the lady -passenger 
with the silk dress, who seemed to find her own self such 
very dull company that she spent her whole time in watch- 
ing and commenting on other people. 

“Totten’-co’t-road,” bawled ont the conductor; and Phil- 
ip was just conscious of making a movement to alight, and 
being assisted out by a little old man who sat by the 
door. 

“Money, sir!” the omnibus man shouted indignantly, as 
Philip turned away. He took out a shilling and hastily 
went on. 

“Gen’lemen drunk never wants no change,” said the 
conductor, with a broad grin that made all the passengers 
laugh except the odd-looking little old man. As he stood 
on the step in the act of descending, he threw back on the 
conductor the most frowning glance of which his mild, 
good-natured eyes were capable. 

Philip walked on a little way into a quiet street, and 
there leaned against a railing, utterly unable to stand. A 
touch at his elbow startled him: it was the queer old man 
in the omnibus. 

“ Afraid yon're ill, sir," said the most deprecating and 
yet kindly voice in the world. 
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* No—yes—perhaps so—the day is so hot,” murmured 
Philip; and then he fainted in the street. 

Luckily, he had upon him a card. Oppressed with the 
presentiment of sudden illness, he abways took this precau- 
tion, The little old man called a cab and took him home. 
That night Philip Wychnor lay smitten with fever on his 
poor pallet-bed in the close back attic of Street. 

At the same hour Eleanor was passing up and down un. 
der the lime-tree shadow of the palace garden, thinking of 
her betrothed. She pictured him in busy London, at work 
bravely, steadily, hopefully. Perchance she almost envied 
his lot of active employment, while she herself had to bear 
many home trials—to walk m the old paths, and see Phil- 
Ip’s face there no more—to have one constant thought of 
Philip in her heart, and yet fear to utter his name. Faith- 
ful Eleanor, could she have seen him now! 

Oh, why is love so powerless—so vain ? infinite in will, 
yet how bounded in power! We would fain spread world- 
extended wings of shelter and comfort over our beloved, 
and yet in our helplessness we may let them sink, suffer, 
die, alone! Strange and sad it is, that we, who would brave 
alike life’s toil a death’s agrony—ay, lay down body and 
soul at the feet of our dearest ones—can not bring ease to 
the lightest pain which their humanity may endure. 

Yet there is a wondrous might in loving—a might al- 
most divine. May it not be that there are Those aronnd 
us whose whole spiritnal being, transfused with love, de- 
lights to aid where our human affection fails, unable to fnl- 
fill its longings—who stand in our stead, and give to our 
vain blessings, onr almost weeping prayers, our solitary 
outpouring of fondest words, a strength so omnipotent that 
our beloved may feel in their souls the mysterious influ- 
ence, and draw thence comfort and joy ? 

And if so, when, as poor sick Philip watched the creep- 
ing sunshine alone the dusky wall—the blessed, thoughtful 
sunshine which in London always visits most the poverty- 
stricken attic, or when, during his long restless nights, the 
pure moonlieht came in like a flood, and in his half-deliri- 
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ous mood he thought it was the waving of an angel’s wing, 
who knows but that the faithful love whieh rose up to 
heaven in an unceasing prayer for him may have fallen 
down again on his spirit in a holy dew of blessing and of 
pesce ? 

Hejoice, oh thou who lovest, if thine be that pure love 
which dares stand in the sight of God with its shining face 
unveiled—so holy that thou tremblest not to breathe it in 
thy prayers—so free from earth’s taint that it ean look on 
the divider, Death, without fear or sorrow, feeling that then 
its highest life begins! De strong and faint not—be faith- 
ful and doubt not—whatever clouds and thick darkness of 
human fate may stand between thee and thy heart's desire. 
How knowest thou but that the sunburst of thy strong love 
may pieree through all, and rest on thy beloved—a glory 
and a blessing—though whenee it cometh, or how, may 
never be revealed ? 


CHAPTER XXI. 


He had grown dusty with groping all his life in the graves of dead lan- 
guages.—CHARLES DICKENS. 


Mueh more is said of knowledge than ’tis worth ; 
A man may gain all knowledge here, and yet 
Be after death as much i? the dark as I.—Pniri1P BAILEY. 


Pur was ill many days—how many he never counted, 
and there was no tender nurse to count them for him. He 
struggled through his illness hke numberless others to 
whom sickness and poverty come together. One wonders 
how such poor desolate sufferers survive. And yet Death 
often passes the penury-strieken, misery-haunted chamber, 
to stand at the foot of the well-tended eouch around which 
gathers an army of doctors and nurses. Amidst all, in 
spite of all, sounds in the rich man’s ear the low, awful 
whisper, “Thou must come away.” 

Life is to the young an ever-renewed fountain of hope; 
and Philip Wychnor, when he arose from his sickness, was 
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by no means so disconsolate as might have been expected. 
Under the hardest circumstances there 1s always a vague 
happiness in the first dawn of returning health. As the 
poor invalid managed to walk to the window, and sat 
watehing as much of a glorious sunset as that fortunate 
elevation permitted, there was a patient content on his pale 
face which made the cross-grained old landlady say quite 
tenderly when she brought him his tea and toast, * Dear 
heart alive! how nice and well you are a-looking to-day, 
sir!” 

In truth, there were a sweetness and a beauty about 
Phihp’s face that would have softened any heart wherein 
lingered one drop of kindly womanhood; and, thank Heay- 
en! there are few utterly without. 

The young man finished his poor repast almost with an 
appetite, and then leaned back in the twilight, too weak 
for consecutive thought, but still giving way to a quiet, 
pleasant dreaminess, He was conscious only of a vague 
craving to have the dear soft eyes that he knew looking 
peace upon hini—to rest like a weary child with his head 
on her shoulder, his hand in hers, without speaking or mov- 
ing. And as he lay still, with closed eyes, the strong fan- 
tasy seemed to grow into a reality. 

As Philip reclined in this dreamy state, the door opened 
softly, and through it appeared, to his great astonishment, 
the long, thin face of Leigh Pennythorne. The boy looked 
round the room, aud started back when he saw Philip, who 
turned and held out his hand. 

* ]Iow good of you to come and see me!” he said, feebly. 
Leigh sprang forward, wrung the poor wan hand two or 
three tunes, and tried to speak, but in vain. At last he 
took out his old eotton pocket-handkerchief and began to 
cry like a child. 

Philip, quite astonished at this display of feeling, could 
only lay his hand on the boy's shoulder, and then leaned 
back too exhausted for speech. Leigh began to be alarmed. 

“JT hope I shivn’t do you any harin; I don’t mean to,” he 
said, between his sobs. “Iam downright ashamed of my- 
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self, that I am—a great boy like me; but I did not expect 
you were out of bed; and I was so glad to see you better, 
Mr. Wychnor.” 

“Thank you—thank you, Leigh,” was the faint answer. 

“There, now, don’t talk; [sha’n’t. Pve got all my books 
here ;” and he hauled after him a great blue bag. “Just 
go to sleep again, and call me when you want any thing, 
will you?” said the boy, insensibly relapsing into his lan- 
guid drawl. He seated himself on the other side the win- 
dow, and leaned his gaunt clbows on the sill, with the cter- 
nal book between them. But how far this was a kindly 
pretense, the quick glances which the brown eyes were 
ever stealing at Philip easily revealed. 

“Leigh!” said the mvalid, after a pause. 

“Yes, sir,’ answered the old school-boy voice—so difler- 
ent from the impassioned tone of a few minutes before. 

“Don’t call me sé7—you can not think how glad tam to 
see you, my dear boy !”) And Philip clasped the cold, spi- 
der-like hand affectionately, for his heart was touched. 

* Glad—are you, Mr. Wychnor? Well, you’re the first 
who ever was giad to see me—or who told me so.” There 
was a tone half bitter, half despondent, piercing through 
the boy’s apathy, but Philip took no notice of it. 

“How did you know I was ill?” he asked. 

* Oh, I could easily see that the last day you came. | 
watched you down our square, and into the omnibus—l 
hope yowll not be offended at that, Mr. Wychnor?" and 
the sallow cheek of the shy boy reddened visibly. Phil- 
ip pressed his hand, and Leigh brightened up more aud 
more, 

«T said to myself that you must be ill, as you never rode 
home before; so the next day, when the governor dined 
out, I came over here to see.” 

*IIow kiud—you, who never care to stir from home !” 

“Oh, it was a change—I rather liked it; and as for being 
tired, that don't signify—1I always am tired ;” and Leigh 
smiled languidly. “Ihave been here very often since then, 
only you were light-headed, and did not know me.” 


1560 THE OGILVJF3, 


* But they told me I had a fever. Oh, Leigh, if you 
should take it! said Philip, hurriedly. 

" Don't mind that ; Iheard the doctor say it wasn’t catch- 
ing; and if it were, I should not be afraid. It would be 
rather pleasant to have a fever, and then I should not work. 
Dut there's no danger, so don't make yourself uncomfort- 
able.” 

“But your father?” 

“Oh, he knows nothing about it, I managed all so clev- 
erly. Guess how! I wrote a letter in your name, saying 
you had fallen Gown and spramed your foot, so that you 
would be glad if father would let me take the lessons here, 
and you'd give an extra one each week. [knew that would 
eatch the old governor!” and an expression in which the 
glee of childhood and the sarcasm of manhood were con- 
joined passed over the boy's face. “The writing looked 
just like yours, and I put it in the post-office at Southamp- 
ton Row. He never found out the cheat. How should he? 
So L used to come over regularly with my books—and then 
I took care of you.? 

Philip was struck dumb by the strange mixture of affec- 
tion and duplicity, generosity and utter neglect of truth or 
duty, which the boy's eonduct exhibited. But the good 
was Leieh’s own nature—the evil, the result of his educa- 
tion, Philip, weak and ill as he was, had no power to argne 
the right and wrong of the ease. He only felt the influ- 
ence of this sudden upspringiug of affection toward him- 
self; it came to him like waters in a dry land—he could 
not thrust it from him, though much that was evil mingled 
iu the fountain's source. 

Leigh went on talking as fast as though he had a twelve- 
month's arrears of silence to make up at once. “TI told 
the landlady I was your cousin—she and I got very good 
friends—I used to pay her every week.” 

“Pay her?” echoed Philip, as a thonght of his empty 
purse flashed across his mind. 

* Oh yes—of course, father sent ah money for the lessons 
just as usnal—it did very nice cally don’t know 
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how I could have got you what you wanted during your 
illness, But I shall talk too much for you. Hadn't you 
better lie down again?” The advice did not come too 
soon, for Philip, bewildered and exhausted, had sunk back 
wi his chair. 

In a moment the dull, stupid Leigh Pennythorne became 
changed into the most active and skillful of nurses—gentle 
and thoughtful asa woman, His apathetic manner, his lazy 
drawl, seemed to vanish at once. Ie tended Philip, and even 
wept over him with a remorseful affection that was touch- 
ing to witness. 

Oh ye hard parents, who look upon your offspring as 
your mere property, to be brought up for your pleasure or 
pride, never remembering that each ehild will live, through 
eternity, an independent, selfexisting being—that the Be- 
stower of these young spirits gives them not, but lends— 
“Take this child, and nurse it for J/e”’—think what a fear- 
ful thing it is to have upon your heads the destruction of 
a human sonl! 

Philip, left to himsclf, thought mnch and anxiously of the 
best course to pursue; and by the best Philip W ychnor al- 
ways meant the rigt; he never turned aside to expedien- 
cies. Onee his upright, truthful mind prompted him to 
write the whole story to Mr. Pennythorne; but then he 
soon saw how terrible would be the result to Leigh. He 
would not give up the poor boy whose fragile life seemed 
to owe its sole brightness to his own affection. So, as the 
young teacher himself gathered strength, he set about the 
cure of this poor diseased mind, trying to bend it straight, 
as he would a tree which wrong eulture had war ped ae 
not with a sudden wrench, but by a gradual influence; so 
that, ere long, he made Leigh see e and acknowledge ie er- 
rors. And all this he did so gently, that while de boy's 
spirit opened to the lieht, he lov ed more than ever the 
hand which brought it, even though the brightuess of 
truth revealed in his heart much evil that oppressed him 
with shame. 

“And now,” said Philip, one day, as Leigh sat beside 
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him listening to his gentle arguments, “what are we to 
do to amend all this 7" 

“I dort know. Do you decide,” answered Leigh, hum- 
BIV: 

“Go and tell your father, what 1s indeed the truth, that 
I have been too ill to give you your lessons, but that you 
lad not courage to say this, and continned coming here 
still. Surely he can not be angry, since this was from 
kindness to me.” 

Leigh shook his head. — * PII do it, however, if you say 
so. Yon must be night, Mr. Wychnor, and I don’t care 
What happeus to myself.” 

“And tell your father, too, from me," continued Philip, 
“that I will make up all the missed lessons as soon as ever 
T recover. I could not rest with this load on my mind.” 
There was a look of surprise and tenderness in the large 
wistful eyes which now seemed ever reading Philip’s face. 

* Yon must be a very good man, Mr. Wychnor, You 
do and say the sort of things that I used to read of long 
ago when I had books I liked—I don’t mean these !” and 
he kicked the blne bag disdainfully. ‘I fancied I should 
meet in real life the same sort of goodness, but I never 
did ; and so, at last, I thought it was only found in poetry 
and novels. I dont now, though.” 

Philip made no answer to this simple, ehild-hke confes- 
sion, but it went to his heart. He vowed within himself 
that while the boy hved he would not part from him, but 
wonld strive through all difficulties to guide this frail 
struggling spirit to the light. 

Mr. Pennythorne was rather indignant at having been 
deceived, but his parental dignity grew molhfied by the 
humble behavior of his son. 

* Leigh is not half so sulky as he used to be, and he gets 
on very well with young Wyehnor,” he observed to Mrs 
Penmnythorne. “Jt is not worth while breaking up the 
lessons, when the lad came himself aud told of his own 
error. However, he must xt properly, for I can not 
have my authority set at nanglit.” 
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The mother deferentialy suggested that it did poor 
Leigh so much good to go out every day ; and so the end 
of the matter was, that Mr. Peunythorne graciously ac- 
ceded to the lessons being given at Philip’s home, the ex- 
tra one being still continued. 

“ And about the money already received ?" said Philip, 
anxiously, when his young pupil brought the message. 
“Will your father wait until I can return it?" Leigh 
blushed crimson, and turned to the window. 

* Oh, he is quite satisfied on that account; you are not 
to think about it any more.” 

“How kind!” And in Philip's first uneasiness and quick- 
springing gratitude he never noticed Leigh's confusion. 
The boy had sold his wateh—his pet plaything and com- 
panion—to pay his father the money. 





CHAPTER X NIL 


Marriage is a desperate thing. The frogs in Æsop were extremely 
wise: they had a great mind to some water, but they would not leap into 
a well because they could not get out again. —SELDEN. 


A coxcomb is ugly all over with the affectation of a fine gentleman.— 
STEELE. 


In the bay-window of a somewhat tawdry London draw- 
ing-room stood a lady alone. She was looking toward the 
street more through idleness than euriosity, for she kept 
restlessly beating time with her riding-whip on her gloved 
hand. You could not see her face, except the outline of 
the cheek and graceful little ear, but these wore all the 
beautiful roundness of early youth; and her tall figure, 
which the dark riding-habit so well displayed, had an al- 
most statue-like perfection in its curves. 

By degrees the impatient little hand grew still, the fair 
head drooped, and with her brow leaning against the win- 
dow-pane the young girl stood for some minutes in thought. 
The fact itself showed how young she was. After twenty, 
one’s ponderings usually grow too deep and earnest to be 


160 THE OGILVIES. 


expended in light and sudden reveries. A voice outside 
and an opened door broke in upon these musings, and 
caused the young girl to turn round. It was Katharine 
Ogilvie. 

“ Dear me, Katharine, how you are altered!” exclaimed 
the lady who entered the room, also an old acquaintance 
of ours, whom we have left so long to pursue the sole aim 
of her life, matrimony, that we feel almost ashamed to in- 
troduce her as sti Miss Isabella Worsley. 

“T never saw such a change !” continued she, in genuine 
astonishment, which really was not at all surprising. 
Eleanor had proved right in her conjecture; one could 
hardly see any where a more graceful and beautiful young 
ereature than Katharine Ogilvie at nineteen. “Why, what 
has made such a difference in you ?” continued Isabella, 
“eying her over" from head to foot. 

Katharine smiled, and a faint color rose into her cheek: 
a lovely cheek it was too; no longer sallow, but of a clear 
pale brown, under which the rich blood wandered, at times 
suffusing it with a peach-like glow. “You know it is near- 
ly three years since yon saw me, Isabella;” and as she 
spoke a deeper and more womanly thrill might have been 
traced in her silvery voice. 

“Three years! nay, fam sure it is not nearly so much,” 
said Isabella, with some little acerbity. She began to find 
it rather irksome to count years. 

“Indeed it is, all but two months. It will be three years 
next Febrnary—I mean January ;” and Katharine’s color 
grew a shade deeper as she continued more quickly, “Yes, 
it was in January that you came, Isübella—you, and. Liz- 
zic, and George—and we had, besides, Eleanor and Hugh. 
What a merry time it was!” 

“You seem to remember it exceedingly well,” said Isa- 
bella, pointedly, and not altogether without ill nature. 

“Certainly I do;” and the beautiful head was lifted a 
little, with an air of dignity not unmixed with pride. It 
showed Isabella at once that where she had left the child 
she had found the woman. She turned the conversation 
lminediately. 
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“We have been looking for you all the morning, Kath- 
arine, It is so horridly dull to be up in town wheu every 
body else is out of it; Nving in lodgings too, with nobody 
but mamma. I wish this disagreeable law business were 
over. But come, my dear girl, take off your hat and let 
us talk, How long have you to stay with me this morn- 
ing ?" 

‘My father will come for me in an hour or two, if he 
can get away from the House. Otherwise he will be sure 
to send Hugh.” 

“Hugh! Really I shall be quite delighted to see cousin 
Hngh! Is he altered?” and the sharp eyes fixed them- 
selves observantly on Katharine's face. 

“Oh no! Hngh is just the same as ever,” answered the 
young girl, with a merry laugh, as she stood braiding back 
the thiek black hair which had fallen in taking otf her hat. 
The attitude was so unconstrained—so perfectly graceful 
—that Isabella’s envious heart acknowledged perforee the 
excceding beauty of her cousin. 

“ And Hugh stays at Sammerwood as mnch as he used 
to do?” she pursued, keeping up the same scrutiny. 

“Oh yes! EI don't know what papa would do without 
him, now he is himself in Parliament. ÍInugh manages ev- 
ery thing at the Park; takes eare of the farming and the 
shooting—of mamma, of Brown Bess, and of myself.” 

“So I suppose." 

* Besides, he ean hardly feel settled any where else, now 
that Eleanor lives with Mrs. Dreynton." 

“Ah! tell me all about that. How odd it was of Eleanor 
to go and live entirely with a stnpid old woman! But 
perhaps she had plenty of money to leave ?” 

Katharine’s proud hp enrled. “ Eleanor is not a legacy- 
hunter, [ imagine,” she answered, coldly. 

“I really did not intend to vex you, my dear," said Miss 
Worsley. * Of course, Hugh's sister is all perfection—to 
you.” 

“What did you say, Isabella?” asked the quiet and rath- 
er hanghty voice. 
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“Oh, nothing, nothing. You see, Eleanor and I never 
took to one another much, though we are cousins, and so 
we never correspond; therefore all I know of her proceed- 
ings is from hearsay. Pray enlighten me, Katharine; I do 
love a nice little bit of mystery.” 

“There is really no mystery about the matter,” answer- 
ed Katharine, smiling. “Ihave not seen my cousin much 
of late, and her letters are rather short than otherwise, and 
eontain very little about herself. I know no more than 
every one else does—that, being an orphan and sisterless, 
she likes to live with an old lady who was her mother's 
friend and is very fond of herself. There is nothing very 
mysterious in this—is there ?" 

* Oh no! only I was rather curious about the matter— 
for Eleanor’s sake, of course,” said the young lady. We 
call her so par cacellence, as Isabella was essentially one of 
those carefully manufactured articles which the boarding- 
school creates and “society” finishes. ‘There is a German 
fairy fable of the Elle-women, who are all fair in front, but, 
if you walk round them, hollow as a piece of stamped leath- 
er. Perhaps this is a myth of young-lad y-hood. 

Our young lady, then, finding it impossible to pump from 
Katharine any thing that administered to her vanity or 
her love of gossip, began to feel the conversation growing 
rather tiresome; so she took out a piece of fancy-work, and 
having tried to engage her visitor’s admiration of it, set 
her to wind some Berlin wool, doubtless thinking within 
herself how stupid it was to talk to girls, and wishing for 
the arrival of any two-legged animal in coat and hat to re- 
lieve the tedium of this morning call. And—as if at that 
auspicious moment Fortunatus’s wishing-cap had adorned 
her head, instead of the pretty little nondeseript fabric of 
wool which she wore, partly for warmth, partly because 
any sort of matronly coif sets off a passé face advantageous- 
ly !—lo! there was a terrific thundering at the hall door, 
and the servant appeared with a card. 

“Mr. Frederick Pennythorne,” read Isabella. “Show him 
np immediately." And with an air of satisfaction she 
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glanced at the mirror, and went through one or two small 
ceremonies of dress-arranging with which fair damsels of 
her stamp always honor the approach of an individual in 
broadcloth. 

“A inatter of business, I conclude?” observed Katharine, 
“as you said you had no friends in town now. Shall I be 
in the way ?" 

“Qh no, not in the least. The fact is, that Mr. Penny- 
thorne 1s the solicitor in our suit—quite a rising young 
wan; not disagreeable either. Ile calls often—rather oft- 
ener than is quite necessary for the law business"—(here 
Isabella cast her eyes down with an affected smile, and tit- 
tered exceedingly )—* so, Katharine, it is perhaps as well 
for you to be here, as mamma is so very particular. But 
I suppose you have not got to these things yet, my dear; 
and, indeed—” 

Open sesame !—videlicet the drawing-room door—and 
enter Mr. Frederick Pennythorne! Then came due erect- 
ing and introduction, and the sinall rattle of conversation 
began. It was just such as might have been expected from 
the two principal interlocutors, for Katharine took little 
part init. With instinctive, but in this ease quite super- 
fluous delieaey, she soon retired to the window; and if 
once or twice her eyes wandered toward Isabella and the 
new visitor, her gaze was induced by a far deeper feeling 
than idle curiosity. To her, all lovers and all love were 
sacred, and she felt for the first time à sympathy with her 
cousin. 'The young unsuspicious heart saw in all others 
but the likeness of its own: the true could not even divine 
Ces. 

Yet a little, a very little, did Katharine marvel, when the 
heht laneh and unconcerned chatter of her cousin struck 
her ear. Love seemed to her such a deep, earnest thing— 
and there was Isabella all carelessness and merriment, even 
in the presence of her lover. Lover! As Katharine glanced 
at the easy, self-complacent rattler of'small compliments, a 
feeling came over her very like selfscorn for having so mis- 
applied the word. And, turning away from the mean pret- 
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tiness of the well-arranged smirking visage, with its small 
lappets of whisker meeting under the chin, and its unmis- 
takable air of“ Don’t you see what a good-looking fellow 
[ am?’ there rose up before her the shadowy likeness of 
another and very different face. Then Ixatharine, smiling 
to herself a proud, joyous simile, did not even think again 
of Mr. Frederick Pennythorne. That gentleman, on his 
part, was inclined to return the somewhat negative comph- 
ment. People ike himself feel an extreme aversion to be- 
ing looked down upon, either corporeally or mentally. 
Katharine Ogilvie, unfortunately, did both; and the man- 
ner in which she received his first compliment effectually 
prevented his hazarding a second. He found his small 
mind quite out ofits depths, and floundered back as quick- 
ly as possible to the protecting shallows of Miss Worsley’s 
easy talk. When Katharine was startled out of her pleas- 
ant silence by the announcement of the visitor's departure, 
all that passed bet ween them was a valedictory bow, which 
Miss Ogilvie tricd to make as courteous as possible to the 
supposed lover of her consin. 

* Dear me! how tiresome these men are! What trouble 
Í have with them, to be sure!’ exclaimed Miss Worsley, 
throwing herself languidly into an arm-chair, while a grati- 
fied simper rather contradicted her assertions. Katharine 
looked a good deal surprised. “ Why, Bella, I thonght 
you were delighted to sce this gentleman; that he was a 
particular friend of yours—in short, a—" 

“Beau, you mean,” interrupted Isabella, with a laugh, 
“or admirer, or sweetheart, as the maid-servants say.” 

* And Shakspeare—who makes the word so pretty, as in- 
deed it is—sweet heart,? said Katharine, who scarcely knew 
whether or not to echo her cousin's laugh, and, im truth, 
could hardly tell what to make of her. At last she in- 
quired earnestly, 

“My dear Bella, do you and this young man really love 
one another?" Isabella langhed more heartily than ever. 

“Well, that és good! ‘Love one another " —it sounds 
just like à text out of the Bible. You little simplicity! 
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nobody ever talks in that way nowadays except in novels. 
Where did you learn your pretty lesson, my dear, and who 
taught yon?” Again the proud check’s sudden crimson 
war ned Miss W orsley that the childish days wherein she 
used to make sport of her young cousin were over. She 
changed her tacties immediately, seriously adding, * Well, 
well, I know what you mean, Katharine; the mere form of 
words does not much signify. Whether I hke Fred Pen- 
nythorne or not, 'tis quite clear he likes me—as indeed he 
managed to tell me about ten minutes ago." 

* And. you will marry him—that is, if you do not, and 
never did, love any one else?" 

“My dear girl, how unsophisticated you are! What 
difference could that last fact make im my becoming Mrs. 
Pennythorne? Why, I have had affairs of this sort, off and 
on, ever since I was sixteen. It is very hard; but if men 
will fall in love, what can one do? However, you will be 
finding out these things for yourself one day, if what I hear 
people say about yon be true." 

* What do people say about me?" And there was a 
trembling at the girl's heart as the thought passed through 
it that—but no, it was impossible ! She smiled calmly. 
* Pray tell me this interesting rumor, Isabella.” 

* Only that when Miss Katharine Ogilvie marries she 
will not need to change her surname, and that our excel- 
lent cousin Hugh bids fair to inherit title, estates, heiress, 
and all. So thinks the world.” 

Katharine drew herself up. “I do not see that the 
world has any business to think about the matter; but 
whether it does or not can be of little consequence to me, 
or to Hugh either. We are too good friends to mind an 
idle report." 

“Yes, yes; it is all quite proper for you to talk so now, 
my dear, but we shall see. I guessed how it would end 
long ago, and so, I dare say, did some older heads than 
either yours or mine. Of course, your father and mother 
both know what a good match it would be for you.” 

* A good match !? repeated Katharine, while her beauti- 
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ful lip curled, and her whole mien expressed ineffable scorn. 
“Ys that all that people marry for?” 

Isabella, at this moment, jumped up from her seat by the 
window. “Talk of the—I beg your pardon and that of 
Mr. Hugh Ogilvie, for there he is riding down the street. 
And, oh! doeswt he look up at the window, Miss Katha- 
nue? Well, he is a fine-looking fellow, so I congratulate 
vou, my dear.” If the flashes of indignant woianly pride 
that shot from Katharine's eyes had been hghtning-gleams, 
they would have consumed Isabella to ashes. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
Oh! I see thee old and formal, fitted to thy petty T 
With a little hoard of maxims preaching down a daughter's heart. 
‘TENNYSON. 

Well! natnre makes some wise provisions! We might be envious of 
others’ happiness if in nine cases out of ten we did not despise it.—L. E. L. 

IXAruamiNE rode home with her father and Hugh, more 
silent and thoughtful than was her wont. Two or three 
times her horse started at some restless, almost angry mo- 
tions of its young rider; and when Hugh came anxiously 
to her assistance, she rejected his aid a little sharply. 

“How wonderfully independent you are this morning, 
Katharine !” 

“Of course Lam, and always will be,” was the quick an- 
swer, 

IIugh looked surprised and somewhat hurt, and Katha- 
rine instantly reproached herself. “How foolish E am — 
how wrong!" she thought. *It might have been all non- 
sense—the mere gossip of Isabella. I will not think any 
more abont it.” So she called Hugh to her side with some 
trivial observation, in which the gentle tone made all the 
concession needed. But as she noticed how hastily he 
spurred his horse forward at her summons, and how his 
whole countenance beamed with delight, Katharine again 
became troubled. 

In these frequent rides the two young people were in 
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the habit of lingering behind Sir Robert, to look at the 
country around and talk. But this time Katharine kept 
her horse close beside her father's the whole way; and 
when they reached Summerwood, she leaped off without 
waiting for Hugh’s customary assistance, 

“Still independent, Katharine,” said the young man, too 
little sensitive, or else feeling too sure of his prize to no- 
tice the change in his cousin’s manner. She laughed, but 
the laugh was forced ; and springing up the hall steps with 
an excuse about being late for dinner, she went at once to 
her own room, her young heart oppressed with a new care. 

The possibility of Hugh’s wishing to make her his wife 
had never crossed Katharine’s mind before. She had no 
girlish vanity; and the one great love which absorbed ev- 
ery thought, aim, and desire of her heart, shut out from it 
entircly all lesser fancies, or even the suspicion of their ex- 
istence in others. Besides, all her life she had looked upon 
Hugh as a brother, and treated him as such. Iis quiet 
nature was satistied with this frank and affectionate inter- 
conrse; and, believing that in their secluded life she had 
no chance E forming any other attachment, he waited un- 
til his uncle gave him leave to Sq M m will you 
marry me ?” fully persuaded that she would at once answer, 
“Thank you, Hugh, E will? — As he really loved her Yony 
dearly, he would then most probably tell her so; and so 
they would settle down into placid matrimonial felicity, 
such as was in fashion at Summerwood. And was the pas- 
sionate dream of almost idolatrous love to subside into 
this? Was Katharine, with her intense yearning after all 
that is great and glorious— with a soul so high that it 
sought à yet loftier for its worship—thus to sink from her 
ideal of marriage? There, husband and wife stood hand- 
in-hand in their fair and belovec 
and world-wide goodness shedding dignity and happiness 
around them. Could she barter this glorious future for a 
life with one who had no higher interests than the kennel, 
the stable, and the chase ? 

Katharine almost maddened at the thonght. But imme- 
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diately she reproached herself for the mtense scorn which 
she felt embittering her against Hugh—poor easy Hugh! 
How could he help it if he were not endowed with brains? 
Katharine began to ponder on the possibility of his loving 
her; and her memory, roving over past years, found many 
a little circumstance that confirmed this vague suspicion. 
She grew very sad. The love that filled her own heart 
taught her compassion toward Hugh. She thought of her 
parents, and of the motives which Isabella had imputed to 
them. The detested words, “a good match,” rang in her 
ars, goading her proud nature to resistance. 

“They shall never buy and sell me—me, to wnom Ae 
gave his loving words, his parting kiss. Oh, Paul, Paul! no 
man living save you shall ever have this hand. JI will keep 
it for you unto my life’s end !? And again she kissed with 
wild passion her own delicate hand—the hand which had 
once been made forever sacred by the clasp of Paul Lyne- 
don’s. 

Then she went to the little desk where she kept all her 
treasures. There, with many a girlish memento—token- 
flowers, idly given but so fondly kept—lay the only letter 
she had ever reeeived from him—the one he had written 
after his rejection by Eleanor. At first, how rapturous 
had been the joy it brought to her! And with succeeding 
weeks and months eame a happiness calmer indeed, but 
not less deep. In all her longing regrets for him, in all her 
hght home-troubles, how it comforted her to fly to her ht- 
tle treasure-house, lay her cheek upon the paper, and fee! 
that its very touch changed all tears to smiles! How 
blessed it was to read over and over again her name writ- 
ten in his own hand—linked, too, with tenderest words, 
* My dear Katharine, my true Katharine !" 

And she was true—fatally true—to the love which she 
deemed she read in this letter. The thonghtless outburst 
of wounded feeling, idly penned and soon forgotten, became 
to her deceived heart a treasure which gave 1t its hope— 
its strength—its life. She never doubted him for one mo- 
ment—not even when his absence grew from months into 
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years, and no tidings either of him or from him ever reached 
her loneliness. Some strange necessity detained him; but 
that he would come back to claim the love which he had 
won, she felt as sure as that the sun was in the heavens. 
Once only the terrible, withering thought struck her that 
he was dead! But no—for in death he would have remem- 
bered her. She did not conjure up that horror again—she 
could not have done so, and lived! So she waited cahnly, 
all her care being to make herself worthy of him, and of 
that blessed time when he should claim her. She strove 
to lift herself nearer to him in intellect, heart, and soul; 
she cherished her beauty, and rejoiced as she saw herself 
crow fairer day by day; she practiced every gracetul ac- 
complishment that might make her more winning in his 
sight; and when at last the world’s praises were lavished 
at the feet of Sir Robert Ogilvie’s heiress, Katharine gloried 
in her resistless charms, her talents, and her beauty, since 
they were all for Aim / 

There was in her but one thing wanting—the deop, holy 
faith which sees in love itself but the reflection of that pure 
ideal after which all should strive, aud which im the heart’s 
wildest devotion never suffers the Human to shut ont the 
Divine. 

Katharine took the letter and read it for the thousandth 
time. Its tender words seemed breathed in her ear by 
Paul's own voice, giving her comfort and strength. Then 
she placed before her the likeness, which, no longer hung 
up in her chamber, was now hidden carefully from sight. 
She gazed upon it fondly-—-yearningly ; but she thought 
not of the young poet's face—she only felt as though she 
were looking into Paul Lynedon's eyes. 

“They shall never tear me from you, my own, own love 
—my noble Paul!” she cried; “I will stand firm against 
father—mother—the whole world. I will die rather than 
wed any man living save you P^ 

But she felt rather ashamed of these heroic resolntions 
against unjnst parents, ete., ete, when she found no change 
in the behavior of any of the party. Her good-natured 
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father, her kind mother, and her quiet, easy-tempered Hugh, 
scemed by no means characters fitted to enact a stern trag- 
edy of blighted love and innocence oppressed. In the course 
of a week Watharine’s suspicions died away, and she smiled 
at the easy credence she had given to an idle rumor, But, 
nevertheless, the thoughts which it awakened were not 
without their influence, but rooted deeper and deeper in 
her heart in its intense and engrossing love. 

One day Lady Ogilvie enter ed her danghter s little study 
—it was still the old, beloved room—with an air of myste- 
rious importance, aud a letter in her hand. 

* My dear Katharine, I have some news for you. Here 
ls à letter from your Aunt Worsley; bnt read it yourself, 
it willsave me the tronble of talking.” And Lady Ogilvie 
—now grown a little older, a little stouter, and a good deal 
less active—sat down in the arm-chair—the very arm-chair 
in which Sir James had died—and began to stroke a great 
black eat of which Katharine took affectionate care because 
in its kitten-days it had been a plaything of her erand- 
father’s second childhood. Once or twice Lady Ogilvie 
glaneed toward her daughter’s face, and wondered that 
Katharine manifested scarcely any surprise, but returned 
tne letter, merely observing, 

“Well, mamma, Iam sure you are very glad, and so am 
I» 

“Really, my dear, how quietly you take it! A wedding 
in the family does not come every day. [feel quite excited 
about it myself” 

“Bnt, mamma, it 1s not exactly news tome. I met Mr. 
Pennythorne the day Twas at Aunt Worsley’s.” 

“ And you never said a word about it!” 

“Tt would not have been right, as Isabella begged me 
not.” 

“Young people should never keep any thing from their 
parents,” was the mild reproof of Lady Ogilvie. 

“Indeed, dear mamma, to tell the truth, I have scarcely 
thought of the matter a second time, as I did not take much 
interest In the gentleman. But I am glad Isabella is to be 
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married, since I think she wished it very much.” And the 
slight satirical tendency which lay dormant in Katharine 
peeped out ina rather comically repressed smile. 

“Tt is very natural that young persons should wish to be 
settled,” answered the impassive Lady Ogilvie, “especially 
when they are, like your cousin, the eldest ofa large family. 
The only thing requisite is a suitable match.” Katharme 
started a little, and her fair brow contracted for a moment 
at the disagreeable reminiscences which her mothers last 
words recalled. But Lady Ogilvie went on quite uncon- 
sciously : 

“In Isabella’s case every thing seems satisfactory. With 
your father, Mrs. Worsley is, of course, more explicit than 
with me; and her letter to him states that the gentleman 
has a good income and excellent prospects, The family 
are respectable, too. Indeed, from what Sir Robert tells 
ine, I should consider Isabella most fortunate, as she has 
little or no fortune, and may not have a better ofier.” 

During this speech, delivered rather prosily and oracu- 
larly, Katharine had listened in perfect silence. Once or 
twice she bit her beautiful under hp until its curves grew 
of a deeper rose, and tapped her little foot restlessly upon 
the cushion so as materially to disturb the peace of mind 
of the great black cat who usually claimed it. When Lady 
Ogilvie ceased, expecting a reply, the only one she gained 
mas, yy cll, mamma?” 

“Well, my dear, you seem to take very little interest 
about the matter." 

«Not a great deal, I confess." 

* What zn odd girl yon are, Katharine! Timagimed ali 
young ladies of your age must be interested in love and 
matrimnony." 

“JT don’t think the two are united in this case, and there- 
fore I care less abont it.” 

“But, my dear child, you should care, You are coming 
to an ave when it is necessary to have right ideas on these 
points. Most probably, some time or other, yon yourself—"^ 


“Mamma, you do not want to send Katharine away from 
W 
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you?” said the girl, rising suddenly, and putting her arms 
round her mother’s neck, so that her face was hid from 
Lady Ogilvie’s observation. 

* By no means love; but—” 

“Then we will not talk about it.” 

“Not if you do not like it, my darling,” said the mother, 
fondly; and at the moment a sudden and natnral impulse 
of maternal jealousy made her feel that it would he hard 
to give up her only child to any husband whomsoever 
She drew Katharine to the stool at her fect. 

“Sit down here, love, and let us go on talking about Isa- 
bella, You know she wishes to have you for bridesmaid— 
shall you like it ?" 

“ Yes, certainly, if you are willing.” 

“Oh, to be sure; and, moreover, as the marriage is to be 
so soon, before Mrs, Worsley leaves London, your papa in 
tends proposing that it shall take place at Summerwood. 
Tt will cause a good deal of trouble, but then Isabella is his 
only sister’s child, and has no father living. Sir Robert 
thinks this plan would be more creditable to the family 
than having her married from lodgings; and I quite agree 
with him, especially as it will please your aunt so much.” 

* What a good, kind, thoughtful mamma you are!” mur 
mured Katharine, with a sudden twinge of conscience as 
she remembered all the conflicting feelings of the last ten 
minutes, 

“And now, my dear, as there is no time to be lost, Ihave 
ordered the carriage, that we may go at once to your aunt’s, 
and arrange about the dresses and other matters. She will 
make a pretty bridesmaid, will my little Katharine! I shall 
quite like to see her,’ added the mother, affectionately 
passing her hand down the smooth braided hair. Katha- 
rine laughed as merrily as a child. 

4 And when she comes to be a bride herself,” continued 
Lady Ogilvie, in tones the formality of which had sunk to 
an almost perceptible tremulousness, * she will make a good 
choice, and marry so as to please her papa and me?” 

“J will never marry without consulting your will and 
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my father’s,” said Katharine, softly, but firmly, “and you 
must leave me equally free in mine.” 

“Ofcourse we shall, my child! But there is time enough 
to think about that. Now let us go together and congrat- 
ulate Isabella." 





CHAPTER TA AUL 


Tis a morn for a'bridal—the merry bride bell 
Riugs clear through the greenwood that skirts the chapelle. 
* * x * * * 


The rite-book 1s closed, and the rite being done, 
They who knelt down together arise up as one: 
Fair riseth the bride—oh, a fair bride is she! 
But for all (think the maidens), E 2 Y 
No saint at her praving. —E. D. Dnowxrsa. 

«IIow beautiful vou look in your bridal dress, Katha- 
rine!” cried Hugh, as he met her upon the staircase on the 
wedding morning. He could not forbear taking hold of 
both her hands, and gazing admiringly m her bright young 
face. “I deelare you only want the orange-blossoms to 
look like a bride yourself—and a great deal prettier than 
Miss Bella, too, as I always said you were.” 

“Thank you, Hugh,” returned his cousin, with a laugh 
and a low courtesy. “Only itis as well that the bride does 
not hear you; for you know,” she added, giving way to a 
light-hearted, girlish jest, “ you know that once uj 02 a time 
vou thought her very handsome, and people said that Isa- 
bella need not go out of the family in search of a husband.” 

“Pooh! nonsense! I hope jou never thought so. In- 
deed, Katharine, I should be very much vexed if you did,” 
said Hugh, earnestly. IXatharine’s color rose, and she drew 
her hand away. 

“Really, E never thought about the matter at all, Tain 
too young to consider sneh things.” 

Hugh looked disappointed and confused. At last he 
stammered out hastily, “IT wish you would come into the 
garden with me, and let me gather your bouquet and Isa- 
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bella’s from the greenhouse. And—and—Fve two such 
pretty little puppies in the stable to show you,” he added, 
evidently ransacking his brain for various excellent ex- 
cuses. “Do come, Katharme ?” 

“ Not now,” answered Katharine, striving to get away ; 
for the apprehension which Isabella had first suggested had 
never been entirely eradicated, but sprang up again pain 
fully at the least cause. And thongh the foolish vamty 
which constrnes every little attention into declared admi- 
ration was as far from Katharine’s nature as darkness from 
light, yet it sometimes struck her that Hugh was growing 
less of a cousin and more of a lover every day. 

* You are not kind to me, Katharine," said the young 
man, almost sulkily. “I don’t care a bit for cither the flow- 
ers or the puppies, or any thing else, except on your ac- 
count, and that you must know pretty well by this time.” 

“I do not understand yon, cousin Hugh." 

“There, now, don’t be angry with me,” said Hugh, hum- 
bledin a moment. “Olh, Katharine, ld give the best hunt- 
er in the stables—and that’s saying a great deal, consider- 
ing it’s Brown Bess—Pd give the mare herself, or any thing 
else in the world, if you only cared for me half as much as 
I do for you.” Katharine was touched. She had known 
him many years, and had never seen him so agitated before. 

“Indeed, 1 do like you very much as my cousin—my 
kind, good-natured cousin Hugh 

SANG is thatal?” 

“Yes,” said Katharine, seriously and earnestly. “ And 
now @ood-by, dear Hugh, for there is Isabella calling.” She 
broke away, and Hugh saw the glimmer of her white dress 
passing, not to the bride's chamber, but to her own. 

“She tnrned pale—she trembled,” he said to himself, “and 
Pm sure she called me *dear IIugh P Girls often don’t 
mean half they say, so Pll count her ves as nothing. Heigh- 
ho! I wish it were my wedding-day instead of Bella’s. 
How tiresome it is of my uncle to tie my tongue in this 
way! Pllask him again this very day when he means to 
let me marry Katharine.” So the young man descended 
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the stairs, and went out at the hall door, tapping his boots 
with his riding-whip, and whistling his nsual comment on 
the fact of his “love” being “ bnt a lassie yet” in very dole- 
ful style. 

Katharine, who, pale and agitated, stood at her window 
trying to compose herself, both saw and heard him. ‘Then 
she pressed her hand on her swelling heart, and the deep 
sadness which Hugh’s words had caused changed to pride. 

“Tle thinks to have me against my will, does he? And 
here have I been so foolish as to weep becanse [must give 
him pain! I will not care for that. What signifies it 
whether he loves me or not? But my father will ask me 
the reason that I refuse Hugh, and I dare not tell—I could 
not. Oh Paul, why do you not come and take all this 
sorrow from me?" And her pride melted, her grief was 
charmed away at the whisper of that beloved name. 

The wedding took place, as outwardly gay and inward- 
ly gloomy as most weddings are. There were the parents 
of the “lappy couple” all pride and satisfaction — Mr. 
Pennythorne sending forth his dons mots in a perfect show- 
er of scintillations, so that his conversation became quite a 
pyrotechnic display. Mrs. Pennythorne kept close to her 
husband, and was rather uncomfortable at seeing so many 
strange faces. Yet her maternal gaze continnally wander- 
ed from those to the bridegroom's, and a tear or two wonld 
rise silently to the soft brown eyes. Once, when they were 
setting out for the church, Lady Ogilvie noticed this. 

“I dare say yon feel sorry to part with your son,” she 
whispered, kindly: “I understand he has’ always lived at 
home. But you bave another child, Isabella says, who was 
prevented coming to-day.” 

“Yes, thank you, ma’am—Lady Ogilvie, I mean,” stam- 
mered the timid Mrs. Pennythorne, with a glance toward 
her husband, who was at the other end of the room. 

* [ believe he is"mneli younger than Mr. Frederick ?" pnr- 
sued the considerate hostess. “I am really sorry we did 
not see him to-day.” 

“Leigh can not go ont this winter-time—he is not very 
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strong,” answered the guest. And then—a sort of mater. 
nal freemasonry being established between them—wAMrs. 
Pennythorne went on more courageously. “I was think- 
ing about Leigh just then; I shall have only him to think 
about when his brother is married." 

Until Leigh—is not that his name ?—grows up, and 1s 
married himself,” said the other matron, with a smile. 

“wh! yes,” returned @irs. Pennythorne, eagerly; “he 
will be a man soon—tall and strong; they say these deli- 
cate boys always make the stoutest men." 

“You will go to his wedding next, I prophesy.” 

“Shall T? oh yes, of course T shall; but not Justy ceon 
I don’t think I could—no, it would break my heart to part 
with Leigh! Ile must bring his wife home—ay, that shali 
be itj? added she, suddenly, as ifto explain even to herself 
that the words, *I could not part with Leigh," related 
solely to his marrying. The poor mother! 

Isabella was quite in her glory. She had attained the 
great aim of her life—the being married—it did not much 
signify to Whom. So that she reached the honor of ma- 
tronhood, she was almost indifferent as to who conferred it; 
she cared little what surname was on her cards if the Wrs. 
were the prefix. Perhaps once or twice, when Hugh Ogil- 
vie and Frederick Pennythorne stood talking together, she 
remembered the time when she had fancied herself very 
much in love with the former. She laughed at the notion 
now. If Tngh were the taller and handsomer, her Freder- 
ick had such lively London manners, and dressed so much 
better, Isabella was quite satisfied; only she took care 
to show her cousin how much he had lost by exhibiting 
great pride and fondness toward her bridegroom, and de- 
porting herself toward Hugh with a reserved and matron- 
ly dignity. 

Katharine alone—for the first time in her life present at 
a wedding—was grave and silent. She trembled as she 
walked up the aisle; she listened to the solemn words of 
the service with a beating heart. “Zo have and to hold 
from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer for 
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poorer, in sickness and in health, to love, cherish, and obey, 
until death us do part.” And this vow of almost fearful 
Import, comprehending so much, and in its wide compass 
involving life, soul, and. worldly estate, either as a joyful 
offering or as a dread inmolation—this awful vow was 
taken lightly by two young creatures, who carelessly rat- 
tled it over duriug the short panuse of jests and compli- 
ments, amidst lace and satin flntterings, thinking more of 
the fall of a robe or the fold of a crav at than of the oath, 
or of each other! : 

Katharine divined not this, for ber fancy idealized all. 
The marriage scene touched her pure young heart in its 
deepest chords. She saw not the smirking bridegroom— 
the affected bride; her thoughts, traveling into the future, 
peopled with other forms the dim gray shadows ofthe old 
church where she had worshiped every Sunday from a 
ehild. She beheld at her side the face of her dreams; she 
heard the deep, low voice uttering the troth-phght, “Z, 
Paul, take thee, Katharine ;? and, bowing her face upon the 
aitar-rails, she suffered her tears to flow freely. 

“Yes,” she murmured to herself,“ I would not fear to 
kneel in the sight of Heaven and take that vow toward 
him—and [ wid take it here one day to him, and none but 
him !” 

Why was it that in this very moment the bright dream 
of the future was crossed by a strange shadow from the 
past? Even while she thought thus, there flashed across 
the young bridesmaid’s memory Fiat olden scene in the 
library. And, above the benediction of the priest, the 
amen of the eongregation—even above the beloved voice 
which her faney had. conjured up—there rang in Katha- 
rine's ears the words of her dying grandfather: * Eurth to 
earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust !” 

The ceremony was over, and Isabella had the satisfac- 
tion of hearing herself greeted as Mrs. Frederick Penny- 
thorne. A thonght did once cross her mind that, accord- 
ing to the receiv ved etiquette, it was necessary for a bride 
to indulge in a slight faint, or a gush of hysterical tears, 
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on reaching the vestry. But the former would spoil her 
bonnet, and the latter her eyes; so she resolved to do 
neither, but resort to the outward calmness of suppressed 
emotion. 

“How well she bears it, poor dear child !" observed Mrs. 
Worsley. This lady being one of those nobodies who, 
wherever they go, always contrive to make themselves in- 
visible—we have not hitherto drawn her into the light, 
nor, to tell the truth, have we any intention of doing so. 
After the space of ten minutes, Isabella quietly emerged 
from her fit of repressed feeling, and burst into full splen- 
dor as “the beautiful and accomplished bride?—in which 
character she may whirl away with her chosen to the 
Lakes, or in any direction she pleases, for we care too little 
about the happy couple to chronicle their honey-moon. 

'The Pennythornes were borne homeward in Sir Robert's 
carriage; a circumstance which made Mr. Pennythorne ex- 
ult in the good traming which had caused his eldest son to 
marry into so high a family. 

“My Frederick is an excellent boy ; he knows how to 
choose a wife, God bless him !? said the old gentleman, 
with somewhat of maudlin sentimentality, for which the 
excellent cellar at Summerwood was alone to blame. < Cil- 
lie, my dear! now you see how right Iwas, five years ago, 
in putting an end to that foolish affair with Mason’s daugh- 
ter. No, no; a girl who worked as a daily governess was 
not a fit match for my son." 

“Poor Bessie! Fred was not so wild then,” murmured 
Mrs. Pennythorne. 5 Well, hope his new wife will make 
him comfortable.” 

“Comfortable !? echoed the husband, her last word fall- 
ing on his dulled ear: “of course she will. Isaid to him 
soon after Mrs. Lancaster recommended the Worsleys to 
put their Chancery suit into his hands, ‘Fred, my lad, that’s 
the very wife for you. Good family—style—fashion—and 
money coming.’ Fred took my advice, and you see the 
result. Mrs. P.,f only hope that stupid Leigh will turn 
out as well on my hands.” 
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Mrs. Pennythorne sighed: *I wonder how Leigh has 
been all day! I hardly liked leaving him; but young 
Wychnor promised to stay with him until we came home 
from the Ogilvies’.” 

* Don't mention that fellow in the same breath with the 
Oeilvies," sharply said the husband. 

Indeed, Pierce, 1 will not, if you don’t like it," replied 
ifs. Pennythorne, humbly; “but the young man has been 
so attentive to poor Leigh, and has really seemed quite 1n- 
terested iu this marriage." 

* Mrs. Pennythorne, I am sleepy; will you be so obli- 
ging as to hold your tongue ?" said the old gentleman, with 
a slow and sonimolent emphasis; and, immediately as this 
sentence ended, his doze began. 

The mother leaned her head baek on the carriage cush- 
ions, having previously taken the feminine precaution of 
laying the wedding bonnet on her lap. She did not go to 
sleep; but her thoughts wandered dreamily, first after her 
eldest-born, and then, flying back some thirty years, they 
traveled over her own wedding-trip. Finally they settled 
in the little back parlor in Blank Square, and by the sofa 
whereon Leigh was accustomed to rest, hour after hour, 
with Philip Wychnor by his side. 

* Poor boy! well, I can do better without Fred than 
without Aim. He will get well in the summer, and grow 
up a man, but he will not think of marrying for many 
years. No, no; we mnst keep Leigh with us—we ill 
keep him always.” 

Oh ! if with this wild *7 7" of our despairing human 
love we could stand between the Destroyerand the Doomed! 
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We think of Genius, how glorious it is to let the spirit go forth, win- 
ning a throne in men's hearts; sending our thoughts, like ships of Tvre, 
laden with rich merchandise, over the ocean of human opinion, and bring- 
ing back a still richer cargo of praise and good-will. —L. E. L. 


There could hardly be a greater contrast than that be: 
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tween the gay bridal-party at Summerwood and the httie 
dark parlor in Blank Sqnare where Philip Wyehnor sat 
with his young friend. They had indeed grown to be 
friends, the man and the boy—for one counts time more 
by the heart than by the head. According to that reckon- 
ing, poor Leigh was far older than his years; while Philip, 
in the freshness and simplicity of his character, had a boy’s 
heart still, and would probably keep it forever. 

Nevertheless, he did not look so much of a boy as in 
those days when Eleanor first introduced him to the read- 
ers notice by this appellation, nor, indeed, as when we last 
saw him just emerging from his weary, wasting sickness. 
as he sat reading aloud to Leigh, the lamplight showed 
how the delicate outhnes of his face had sharpened into 
the features of manhood; the brow had grown broader 
and fuller, the Hps firmer, and there were a new strength 
and a new character about the whole head. 

Philip had been tossed about on the world’s stormy cur- 
rents until at last he had learned to breast them. His pow- 
ers of mind, the thews and sinews of the inner man, had 
matured accordingly; and the more he used them the 
stronger they grew. The dreamer had become the worker. 

We may say with Malvolio that “some are born to great- 
ness, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness 
thrust upon them.” Philip Wychnor was of the latter 
class. His intellect seemed to work itself out by the force 
of necessity, and not by inspiration. He was perfectly 
sincere when he told Mr. Pennythorne that he had no ge- 
nius; but the linnet reared in à hedge-sparrow's nest nev- 
er m that it can sing until it tries. 

So it happened that the same individual who had once 
declined attempting authorship on the ground of his entire 
unworthiness, was now fairly embarked in literature, with 
a moderate chanee of success. All this had come c m 
ally. lu his deep straits of poverty, Philip had tried to 
while away the hours that lnng so heavily, and perhaps to 
gain a ttle money, by turning to account his knowledge 
of foreign languages. He mounted the ladder of fame by 
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its lowest step, becoming a translator of small articles for 
newspapers and magazines—a sort of literary hodinan, car- 
rying the mortar with which more skillful workmen might 
build. But, while searching into and reproducing other 
people’s s thoughts, he unconsciously began to think for him- 
self. It was in a very small way at first, for his genius 
was not yet fledged, and its feathers took a long time iu 
growing. He thought, and with the thought came almost 
unconsciously the power of expression. He wrote at first 
not by impulse or inspiration, but merely for daily bread. 
Yet though in his humility he never hoped to rise higher 
than a common laborer inthe highways of literature, he al- 
ways strove to do his snall task-work well and worthily, 
and suffered neither carelessness nor hope of gain to allure 
his pen into what was false or vicious. All he wrote, he 
wrote earnestly; gradually more and more so, as the high 
cause in which he had engaged unfolded itself to his per- 
ception, But he made no outward display; never put forth 
his name from its anonymous shelter; and told no person 
of his pursuits except Leigh and one more, who had the 
dear right of a betrothed to know all concerning him. He 
had never seen her again, but they had kept up a regular 
correspondence; and still the joy, the strength, the very 
pulse of the young man’s heart was the remembrance of 
Eleanor Ogilvie. 

We have taken this passing glance at the outward and 
inward changes in Philip Wychnor while he sat reading 
his last story, sketch, or essay. This he did more for the 
sake of amusing een than for an anthor’s vanity, since, 
as before explained, Philip's work was still very mechanical 
—the raw material woven with care and diftienlty Inter A 
coarse web that eave him little pleasure and in. which he 
took no pride. Yet, as he went on, it was some satisfac- 
tion to see the evident interest that brightened Leigh's 
pale face, over which illness seemed to have cast a strange, 
even an intellectual beauty. Every now and then the boy 
clapped his poor thin, wasted hands, applandme with child- 
like eagerness. When Philip paused, he discussed the ar- 
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ticle in all its bearings with an acuteness and judgment 
that much enhanced the value ofhis laudations, and brought 
à smile to the young author's cheek. 

“Why, Leigh, you are quite a critic.” 

“IFI am, I know who made ine so," answered the boy, 
aflectionately. “I know who took the dullness out of my 
head, and put there—what is still little enough—all the 
sense it has." 

“It has a great deal. I am bound to say so, my boy, 
since it is exercised for my own benefit; though, of course, 
I ought not to believe a word of your praise,” said Philip, 
laughing. 

“Don't say so,” Leigh replied, earnestly. “Indeed, you 
will be a celebrated author some of these days—I know 
you will, And when you are become a great man, remem- 
ber this propheey of mine.” 

The serious tone and look at once banished the light 
manner which Philip had assumed, partly to divert the sick 
boy. “Thardly think so—I wish I could!” he said, almost 
sadly. “No; it takes fur more talent than I have to make 
a just and deserved fame. I don’t look for that at all.” 

Leigh answered with an ingenious evasion. “Do you 
remember when I was first taken ill—so ill as to be obliged 
to give up study; and you brought one day some of your 
German books, and read to me ‘ Undine’ and ‘Sintram ? 
Ah! what a delicious time that was, after all the dry, 
musty Cicero and Xenophon!” And Leigh rubbed his fee- 
ble hands together with intense pleasure at the recollee- 
tion. 

Philip watched him affectionately. “My dear boy, how 
glad Tain that I thought of the books !” 

“So am I, because otherwise you might never have done 
what you then did through kindness to me—I mean that 
translation from Rückert, which I longed to have, so that 
I might read it over and over again. How good you were 
to me, dear Mr. Wychnor !” 

“But my goodness was requited to myself,” said Philip, 
laughing; “for you remember the three golden guineas I 
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had from the ‘ 
to send the tale ?” 

“That’s just what I mean. Now, if in one little year 
you have gone on from making a translation just for good- 
nature, to writing beautiful stories such as this—for it és 
most beautiful !” cried Leigh, energetieally—* why should 
you not rise to be a well nom author, like my—no, I don't 
mean that,” and the boy's face grew frondes t like 
oue of those great writers who do the world so much good; 
who can make the best and wisest of people better and 
wiser still, aud yet can bring comfort to a poor sick boy 
like me? Would not this be something great to try for?” 
And Leigh's tones warmed into eloquence, and his large 
soft eyes were positively floating in their own light. 

Before Philip could answer, they were interrupted by the 
arrival of Mr. and Mrs. Pennythorne.. The mother’s quick 
footstep was scarcely heard before she entered. It had 
often touched Philip of late to see what a new and intense 
expression came into the once unmeaning face and voice 
of Mrs. Pennythorne whenever she looked at or spoke to 
her son Leigh. This day the young man noticed it more 
than ever. Even the presence of her redoubtable lord, 
which usually restrained every display of feeling, failed 
to prevent her from leaning over her boy and kissing him 
fervently. 

" How has my dear Leigh been all day ?” she asked. 

“Oh, so well, so content, mother!” said Leigh, cheerfully. 
* Ask Mr. Wyehnor there." 

* Mr. Wyehnor 1s very kind." And a look of deep grat- 
itude said more than the words. 

“Every thing went off well? Fred is really married, 
then ?” ae Leigh. 

“Yes, ny dear. To-morrow you shall hear about it, and 
about Summerwood; it is such a pretty place !? 

“fs it?” said the boy,languidly. “J think I heard Miss 
Worsley say so the day she called, but I did not take much 
interest in what she said; she tired me. You can't think, 
Mr.W ychnor, how fast she talks!” 
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“T know she does—that is, think you said so,” answered 
Philip, correcting himself, and rising to depart. 

* Don't go yet; stay and hear a little about the wedding. 
We were talking so much of it this morning, you know.” 
Philip sat down again, not unwillingly. He had a vague 
pleasure in hearing the sound of the famihar names, assured 
that no one knew how familiar they were to him. 

“Now go on, mother; tell us abont the Ogilvies.” 

“T did not see much of Sir Robert—your father talked 
to him; and, besides, he was so stately. But Lady Ogilvie 
wis very kind. And there was Mr. Hugh, a fine, handsome 
young man—vso polite to Fred !—and that sweet, beautiful 
creatnre, Miss Ogilvie.” 

Here Philip dropped his gloves, and, stooping hastily, 
mace several unavailing attempts to recover them. 

“JT dowt think I ever saw a prettier bridesmaid thai 
Miss Ogilvie--Kathariue I believe they ealled her. Shall 
I hold the light for you, Mr. Wyehnor?? said simple Mrs. 
Pennythorne, compassionating the glove-hunter. 

Philip hurriedly apologized for the interruption. “ But 
pray go on," he said; “we poor bachelors like to hear of 
these merry doings. Mrs. Frederiek Pennythorne seems 
rich in handsome relatives: how many more attended her 
to the altar?" 

“There were none but Miss Ogilvie; she is an only child. 
Her father and mother seem so proud of her! and well they 
may. Perhaps, Leigh, she may come and stay with your 
new sister, and then you will see her.” 

“Shall I? Idon’t mneh care,” said the siek boy, wearily. 
“I don’t mind seeing any one except you, mother, and Mr. 
Wychnor. Are you really going, then?” and Leigh, taking 
his friend’s hand, so as to draw him close, whispered m his 
ear, Now remember what we were talking about before 
they came in; it may do you good some time or other to 
think over what I said—though I am so young—perhaps 
stupid enough too, as they always told me ;” and a smile 
of patient humility flitted over the boy’s pale lips. “But 
never mind—there is the old fable of the Monse and the 
Lion, yon know; we'll aet it over again, maybe." 
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* God bless you, my dear boy " murmured Philip, as he 
took his leave. He had felt passing disappointment at not 
hearing that Eleanor was at Summerwood, as he had framed 
that reason to aecount to himself for the fact of an unusual 
silence in her correspondence. This slight vexation return- 
ed again as he walked homeward, but it soon passed away. 
A man’s strong heart is seldom entirely engrossed by a 
love-dream, be it ever so close and dear. And Eleanor her- 
self would have been the last to blame her betrothed if 
these tender thoughts of her became absorbed in the life- 
purpose whieh was awakening in him, since therewith also 
she was connected as its origin and aim. 

Even while he smiled at Leigh Pennythorne’s quaint fa- 
ble, Wychapr acknowledged its truth. As he walked 
along, the boy’s words came again and again into his mind; 
and he began to think yet more earnestly on his literary 
pursuits—what he had done, and what he purposed to do. 

4 ]Iow can a man touch pitch and not be defiled ?” says 
the wise man of Israel ; and Philip was not likely to have 
been thrown so much in the circle of Mr. Pennythorne's 
influence without being slightly affected thereby. His 
young heart, filled to enthnsiasm with love of literature, 
and also with a complete hero-worship of literary men, had 
been checked in its most sensitive point. He found how 
different was the ideal of the book-reader to the reality of 
the book-writer. He had painted an imaginary picture of 
a great author, inspired by a noble purpose, and working 
always with his whole heart for the truth—or at least for 
what he esteemed the truth—and for nothing else. Now 
this image eruinbled into dust, and from its ashes arose the 
semblance of a moderu * Zttérateur,? writing, not from his 
earnest heart, but from his clever head; doling out at so 
much per column the fruit of his brains, no matter whether 
it be tinseled inanity or vile poison, so that it will sell; or 
else ready to cringe, steal, lie, by word or by pen, becoming 
“all things to all men,” if by such means he can get his 
base metal puffed off as gold. 


Philip Wychnor saw this detestable hkeness in Mr. Pen- 
I 
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nythorne, and it was variously reduplicated in all the pet. 
ty dabblers iu literature who surrounded him. A triton 
of similar magnitude is always accompanied by a host of 
minnows, especially if, as in this case, the larger fish rather 
glories in his train. And so our young visionary began to 
look on books and book-creators with diminished reverence, 
and in the fair picture of literary fame he saw only the un- 
sightly frame-work by which its theatrieal and deceitful 
splendor was supported. He had been behind the scenes. 

Poor Philip Wychnor! Ile was too young, too 1nex pe- 
rienced, to know that of all imitations there must be some- 
where or other a vital reality—that if the true were not, 
its similation would never have existed. 

+ 





CHAPTER AAV. 
What is a man, 
If his chief good, and market of his time, 
Be but to sleep and feed? A beast, no more. 
Sure He that made us with snch large diseonrse, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To rust in us, unused. 
I do not know 

Why vet I live to say, This thing’s to do, 
Sith I have cause, aud will, aud strength, and mean 
To do it. —SHAKSPEARE. 

Goop Dame Fortune makes it her pleasure to walk about 
the world in varied guise, suddenly showing her bonnie face 
sometimes in the oddest way and under the oddest sem- 
blance imaginable, so that it is a eonsiderable length of 
time before we begin to find out that it 1s really her own 
fair self. She came to Philip Wychnor that very night as 
he was returning home, meeting him under the shrond of 
a London fog. And such a fog! one that people who are 
fond of elegant symbolization would emphatically describe 
as being “like breathing ropes,” or at least one that might 
be considered as a suspiration of small twine. It was a 
literal version of the phrase “jaundiced atmosphere,” for 
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the whole cireumambient seemed to have grown suddenly 
yellow and bilious. Therein all London groped blindfold ; 
New Road omnibuses finding themselves plunged against 
the inner railings of Woburn Place, and cabmen, while 
they threaded the mazes of Trafalgar Square, Inquiring in 
tones of distracted uncertainty how far they were from 
Piccadilly. It was a time when each man’s great strug- 
ele appeared to be the discovery of his own whereabouts; 
when the whole world scemed bent on an involuntary fra- 
ternization—every body running into his neighbor's arms. 

This was exactly what Philip Wychnor did somewhere 
about Russell Square. Dame Fortune, hid in the fog, 
laughed as she knocked right into his involuntary ems 
brace a chance passer-by. 

A gentle voice, obviously that of an elderly man, ex 
pressed the usual apology, and added thereto the not un. 
common inquiry, “ Pray, sir, can you tell me whereabouts 
bans 

« fancy, near the British Museum," answered Philip. 

*'lhat's where Pve been this hour and a half,” said the 
voice, with a comic hopelessness that made Philip smile. 
“T live only a few streets off, and I can’t find my way 
home.” 

“My ease is not unlike yours,” langhed Philip, “and 
most probably there are plenty more in the same predica- 
ment, especially strangers. Snppose, my good sir, we were 
to unite our fortunes—or misfortunes—and try to make 
out the way together? Mine is street. Which is 
yours?” 

“The same; and Pm very much obliged to yon, young 
centleman, for so I perceive you are, by your voice. May 
I take your arm? for Iam old, and very tired.” 

“Gladly,” replied Philip. There was something in the 
simplicity of the manner that pleased him. He hked the 
voice, and almost fancied he had heard it before. Perhaps 
the old man thought the same, since when they came to 
the nearest lamp the two wayfarers each stopped to look 
in the other’s face. The recognition was mutual. 


¢ 
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“Bless my life!” cried the elder one, “ you are the very 
young man I found a year ago, near this spot, in a 

* And most good-naturedly took home, for which kind- 
ness I have often longed to thank you. Let me do so 
now,” answered Philip, grasping his companion’s hand 
with a hearty shake. 

“Really, my friend, your fingers are as young and 
strong as your arms,” said the queer little old man of the 
omnibus. “Mine are rather too frozen and weak to bear 
squeezing this raw day; and, besides, they are not used to 
such a cordial gripe,” he added, blowing the ends of the 
said fingers, which peeped up bluely from a pair of old 
cotton gloves—yct he looked much gratified all the while. 

“Vou don’t’know how pleased I am to meet you !” reit- 
erated Philip. “I often kept a lookout in the streets and 
squares for every—” 

“Every odd little old fellow, you mean? Well, for my 
part, I never passed down your street without looking out 
for yon. Once I saw your head at the window, so I knew 
you were better.” 

“Why did you never come in? But you shall now.” 
And Philip, trusting to gratitude and physiognomy, and 
following an impulse which showed how nnsuspicious and 
provincial he was, took home his queer-looking acquaint- 
ance, inviting him to spend the evening without even ask- 
ing him his name. The old gentleman, after a few shy ex- 
cuses and some hesitation, settled himself in the easy-chair, 
and began to make himself quite comfortable and at home. 

“Will you have some tea and eggs—as I always have 
when it is thus late?” said Wychnor, coloring shghtly; for 
he had peered into his bachelor larder only to discover its 
emptiness, and hospitality is a virtue that poverty some- 
times canses to grow rusty. “But perhaps you have not 
dined 7^ 

“I never practice what the world in general considers 
dining—it’s inconvenient,” said the guest. “Meat is very 
dear, and not wholesome. I gave it up a long time ago, 
and am much the better too. Pythagoras, my good sir— 
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depend upon it, Pythagoras was the wisest fellow that ever 
lived. I keep to his doctrines.” 

Crossing his legs, he gazed complacently at the kettle 
which Philip put on the fire, thereby eclipsing its cheerful 
blaze. These housekceping avocations, which the young 
man afterward coutinued even to egg-boiling and toast- 
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making, may a little dim the romance that surrounds, or 
at least ought to surround him as a novel-hero; but as we - 
began by avowing Philip Wychnor’s utter dissimilarity 
from the received ideal of that fascinating personage, we 
shall not apologize for this little circumstance. And that 
the inner life of man goes on just the same, ennobling and 
idealizing the commonest outward manifestation, 1s proved 
by the fact that while the young host continued his lowly 
domestic occupations, and the guest sat drying the wet 
soles of his clumsy boots, they talked—oh ye gods, how 
they did talk! 

The stranger was an original, and that Philp soon found. 
In five minutes they had plunged into the depths of a con- 
versation which sprang from the remark concerning Py- 
thagoras. The little old man quoted with the most per- 
fect simplicity reeondite Greek authors and Middle Age 
philosophers, referring to them without the slightest ped- 
antry or affeetation of learning. Such things seemed to 
him part of his daily ufe, familiar as the air he breathed. 
He wandered from Pythagoras to Plato, then to the Rosi- 
crucian mystics, and onward to Jacob Beehmen, finally 
landing in these modern times with Hegel, Kant, and Cole- 
ridge. He seemed to know every thing, and to be able 
to talk abont every thing, except ordinary topics. While 
lingering among these latter he was shy, uneasy, and could 
not find a word to say; but the moment he found an op- 
portunity of plunging into his native element, he rushed 
to it like a duck to the water, and was himself again. 

Immediately his whole outer man changed. Throwing 
himself back in the chair—one foot crossed on the knee of 
the other leg, the tips of his long thin fingers oracularly 
joined together—this curious individual was set -going 
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like a well-wound-up watch. Tis bright eye flashed, his 
whole countenance grew inspired, and his tongue, now 
fully let loose, was ready to pour forth eloquent discourse. 
However, with hin conversation resembled rather a solo 
than a duet—it was less talking than lecturing. Now and 
then he waited a second, if his companion seemed eager to, 
make an observation, and then he went off again in his ha- 
rungue. At last, fairly tired ont, he began sipping his tea 
with infinite satisfaction, meanwhile employing himself in 
a close inspection of his host’s countenance and person. 
lie broke silence at last by the abrupt question, * My 
youug friend, what are von ?? 

Philip started at this unceremonious interrogatory, but 
there was something so kindly in the elear eyes that he 
only smiled and answered, ^ My name is—” 

^I don't mean that," interrupted the old man—* I don't 
want to know your name; every body has one, I suppose— 
I asked what you are?” 

“My profession ?” 

* No, not your profession, but you—your real self, your 
soul—your ego. Have you found out that?” Philip began 
to think his visitor was rather more than eccentric—slight- 
ly touched m the head ; but the old gentleman went on: 

“i have a theory of my own about physiognomy, or, 
more properly speaking, the influence of spirit over mat- 
ter. I never knew a great man yet—and I have known a 
egood many (ay, thongh I am an odd-looking fellow to look 
at)—I never yet knew a man of intellect whose mind was 
not shown in his face; not to the common observer per- 
haps, bnt to those who look deeper. Moreover, I believe 
firmly in sympathies and antipathies. W'hy should not 
the soul have its instincts, and its atmosphere of attrac- 
tion and repnlsion, as well as the body? We respect the 
outer machine sadly too much, and don't notice half enough 
the workings of the free agent within.” 

* Well, my dear sir ?* said Philip, interrogatively, as his 
companion paused to take breath. 

“Well, my friend, I dare say you think all this means 
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nothing. But it does—a great deal. It explains why I 
liked you—why I followed you out of the omnibus—and 
also why Tam here. You have a good face; I read your 
soul in it like a book; and it is a great, deep, true soul— 
thirsting after the pure, the lofty, and the divine. It may 
not be developed yet—1 hardly think it can be; but it is 
there. Now I want to ask if you feel this in yourself—if 
you know what is this inner life of the spirit ? 

Philip caught somewhat of the meaning which these 
singular words unfolded, and the carnestness of his guest 
was communicated to himself. “I know thus far,” he said, 
“that [have been a student and a dreamer all my hfe; that 
I have tried to fill my head with knowledge and my heart 
with poetry; that I have gone through the world feeling 
that there were in me many things which no person could 
understand—except one.” 

“Who was he?” 

Philip changed color; but, even had he wished other- 
wise, he could not but speak the truth beneath that piere- 
ing gaze. “It was no man—a woman.” 

‘Ah !? said the old man, catching the meaning. “ Well, 
such things are! Go on.” 

* [ have had somo trouble in iny life—latterly very much. 
It has made me think more deeply; and I am now trying 
to work out those thoughts with my pen." 

“T imagine so. You are an author?” 

* [ ean not call myself by that name, oso bna mo hune 
bly; “I write, as many others do, for rene But still I 
heen to sec how great an author’s calling might be made, 
and I long, however vainly, to realize that idea D 

*'That's right, my boy ' cried the old man, energetieal- 
ly; “{ knew you had the true soul in you. But how í far 
had it manifested itself—in short, what have you written 7" 
Philip enumerated his various prodnetions. 

“T have seen some of them; very fair for a beginning, 
but too much written to order—world-fashion—all outside. 
My young friend, you will begin to think soon, Why dont 


you put your name to what you do ?" 
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* Because—though the confession is humiliating—I have 
written, as I before said, simply from necessity. It would 
have given me no pleasure to see my poor name in print. 
I worked for money, not reputation. Iam no genius!” 

The guest hfted himself up in his chair, and fixed his 
keen eyes on Philip. “And do you think every man of 
genius does write for reputation? Do you imagine that 
we’—his unconscious egotism was too earnest even to pro- 
voke a smile— that we care whether Tom Smith or Dick 
Jones praises or abuses us—that 1s, our work, which is our 
trne self, much more than the curious frame-work on two 
lees that walks about in broadcloth? No; a real author 
sends forth his brain-children as God did Adam, created 
out of the fullness that is in his soul, and meant for a great 
purpose. If these, his offspring, walk upright through the 
world, and fulfill their being’s end—angels may shout and 
devils grin—he cares as little for one as for the other.” 
Philip—quiet Philip—who had lived all his life in the pre- 
cise decorums of L , or in the rigid proprieties of the 
most orthodox college at Oxford, was a little startled at 
this style of language. 

“Idare say you think me profane," continued his strange 
guest, ^ but it is not so: I am one of those who have had 
power given them to lift up a little of the veil from the In- 
tinite and the Divine, and, feeling this power in their souls, 
are emboldened to speak fearlessly of things at which com- 
mon minds stupidly marvel. J say with that great new 
poet, Philip Bailey— 





That to the full of worship 
All things are worshipful. 
Call things by their right names! Hell, call thou hel 
Archangel, call archangel; and God—God! 


but Ido so with the humble and reverent awe of one who, 
knowing more of these mysteries, is the more penetrated 
with adoration.” And the old man’s voice sank meekly as 
a little child’s, while his uplifted eyes spoke the deepest 
devotion. 

Philip was moved. There was something in the intense 
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earnestness of this man which touched a new chord in his 
heart. Ife saw, amidst all the quaint vagaries of the en- 
thusiast, a something which in the world he had himself so 
vainly longed to find—a striving after knowledge for its 
own sake, a power to separate the real from the unreal, the 
true from the false. And the young man’s whole soul 
sprang to meet and weleome what he had begun to deem 
almost an idle chimera. 

“My dear sir," cried he, seizing the hand of his guest, 
“will you let me ask you the same question you asked me 
—What are you?” 

* Outwardly, just what you see—a little old man—poor 
enough and shabby enough; because, while other folk 
spend their lives in trying how to feed and elothe theiv 
bodies, he has spent his in doing the same for his soul. 
And a very creditable soul it is,” said the old gentleman, 
laughing, and tapping with his forefinger a brow full, high, 
and broad enough to delight any follower of Spurzheim 
with its magnificent developments. ‘ There’s a good deal 
of floating capital here, in the way of learning, only it does 
not bring in much interest.” 

Philip smiled. “So your life has been devoted to study! 
Of what kind ®” 

* Oh, I have contrived during sixty years to put into 
this pericranium some dozen languages, a good deal of 
mathematics and metaphysics, a little of nearly all the 
onomies and ologies, with fragments of literature and poct- 
ry to lighten the load and make it fit tight together. As 
for my profession, it 1s none at all, if you ask the world’s 
opinion; but I think I may rank, however humbly, with 
some honest fellows of old, who in their lifetime were re- 
garded about as little as I am. In fact, my good friend, J 
may call myself a philosopher.” 

* And a poet," cried Philip; “I read it in your eyes.” 

The old man shook his head. “God makes many poets, 
but he only gives utterance to a few. He never gave it te 
me. Nevertheless, [ can distinguish this power in others; 
I can feel it sometimes rising and bubbling up in my own 
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foul; but there is a seal on my lips, and I shall remain a 
dumb poet to my life's end.” So saying, Philips guest 
rose, and began to button np his well-worn coat as a pre- 
parative to his departure. 

“We shall meet again soon ?” said the young man, cor- 
dially. 

“Oh yes; you will always find me at the British Muse 
wi, in the vesding-room. I go there every day. "Tis a 
nice warm place for study, especially when one finds that 
dinner and fire are too great luxuries on the same day, I 
have done so now and then,” said the old gentleman, with 
a patient smile, that made Philip's warm shake of the hand 
grow into an almost affeetionate clasp. They seemed to 
feel quite like old friends, and yet to this minute they did 
not know each others name, The elder one was absolutc- 
ly going away without this necessary piece of information, 
When Philip, disclosing his own patronymic, requested to 
know his visitors, 

“My name, eh? Drysdale—David Drysdale. A good 
one, ist it? My great grandfather mare it tolerably wall 
known among the Seottish Covenanters. The Christian 
name is not bad either, You know the JFebrew meanite, 
‘beloved? Not that it has been exactly suitable for me— 
I dowt suppose any one in the world ever loved me much” 
—and a sheht bitterness was pereeptible in the quaint hu- 
mor of the tone, But it changed into softness as he add- 
ed, ^exeept—except my poor ok] mother, Young man,” 
he continued, “ when you have lived as long as I have, vou 
may perhaps find out that there are in this world two sorts 
of love only—which last until death, and arter—your moth- 
er's love, and your God's? Ie took off his hat reverent- 
ly, though they stood at the street door, exposed to the 
bleak wind: then put it on again, and disappeared, 





TUE OGILVIES. 195 


GI TDPTEN XXVE 


Oh, prophesy no more, but be the poet! 
This longing was but granted unto thee 
That, when all beauty thou couldst feel, and know it, 
That beauty iu its highest tliou couldst be.—J. R. LOWELL 


lama youthful traveler in the way, 
Aud this slight boon would consecrate to thee 
Jue I with Death shake hands, and smile that I am free, 
IL Kirke WHITE. 

Pinar was in the habit of laying up in his memory a 
kindly store of his little daily adventures, in order to amuse 
Leigh Pennythorne. Also, as the boy grew more and more 
of a companion and friend, he shared many of Philip's most 
inward thoughts—always excepting the one which lay in 
the core of the young man’s heart. Therefore Leigh was 
soon informed of the singular acquaintance that Wychnor 
made in the last chapter. 

“David Drysdale!” said Leigh. “Why, my father, nay, 
every body knows old Drysdale. 1 have seen him here 
sometimes, and watched those curious eyes of lis—they 
seem to look one through.” 

* Does he come often ?^ 

“No, my father can’t endure him—says he is sneha bear. 
Then Drysdale has a great deal of dry humor; and when 
two flints incet there is a blaze directly, vou know." 

“But still there is no quarrel between jim and Mr. Pen- 
nythorne 7" 

“Oh no; my father would never quarrel with such a 
man as Drysdale. Ie has wonderful influence, im a quict 
way, among literary people. Ile knows every body, and 
every body knows him. E have heard that his learning ts 
prodigious ™ 

“T found that ont very soon,” said Philip, smiling. 

“Ay, and so did 1,” Leigh coutinned. ‘In those oid 
times of work—work--work—you know?—and the boy 
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seemed absolutely to shudder at the remembrance—* my 
father once sent me down stairs to show off my Greek to 
Drysdale. Wow the old fellow frightened me with those 
eyes of his! I forgot every word. And then he told my 
father that I was not quite such a fool as I looked, but that 
I should soon be if I went on with the classics. Perhaps 
he was right,” said Leigh, sighing. “ However, my father 
never asked him here again, but made me work harder than 
ever? Philip saw that the boy's thoughts were wander- 
ing in a direction not good for him, so he took no notice, but 
pursued the questions about the old philosopher. * How 
happens it, though, that Drysdale is so poor ?” 

“I have heard my father say it is because of his genius 
and his learning, which are never of any use to their pos- 
sessors. But I do not exactly think that; do you?” 

* No; however, your father has many peeuliar opinions 
of his own,” answered Philip, always eareful in their vari- 
ous conversations to remember that Leigh was Mr. Penny- 
thorne’s son. ‘It seems to me that this man’s tastes, while 
rendering him somewhat unfit for the ordinary world, also 
make hin independent of it. Ifhe had just enough to keep 
him alive, and plenty of opportunity for study, I fancy Drys- 
dale would be quite happy.” 

“Very likely; but it is an odd taste,” said Leigh. “I 
can understand genins—not learning.” 

“Our queer old friend has both, I think.” And Philip 
repeated the substance of the last evening’s conversation, 
which had clung closely to his memory. Leigh listened 
eagerly, partly because he comprehended some little of it, 
but more because he saw how deeply his friend was inter- 
ested. 

* Mr. W yehnor," he said at last, * if you understand and 
feel all this, you must have a strong and great intellect 
yourself. Otherwise you would not care for it in the least.” 

The simple argument struck home. It bronght to the 
young author's mind the first consciousness of its own pow- 
ers, without which no genius can come to perfection, It 
was not the whisper of vanity—the answering thrill to idle 





THE OGILVIES. 197 


praise—but the glad sense of an inward strength to carry 
out the purpose which filled the soul. It was the power 
which made the new-born Hercules stretch forth among 
the serpents his babe’s arm, and feel that in its nerves lay 
the might of the son of Jove. The thought was so solemn, 
yet so wildly delicious, that it brought a mist to Philip's 
eyes. “God bless you, Leigh!” he murmured. “ You have 
done me good many a time; and if this should be true, and 
I ever do become what you say—why, I will remember 
your words, or you must remind me of them.” 

Leigh turned round, and looked for a moment fixedly 
and sadly in his companion’s face. “You do not mean 
what you say; you know that I—But we will talk no 
more now,” he said, hurriedly, as he caught sight of his 
mother entering the room. llowever, when he had mi- 
nutely and affectionately discussed with her the import- 
ant topic of what he could eat for dinner, the boy lay for 
a long time silent and pensive. It might be that upon 
him too had come a new and sudden thought—more sol- 
emn than even that which had cast a musing shadow over 
Philip Wychnor. Both thoughts passed on into the unde- 
fined future; bnt one was of life, the other—of death ! 

Mrs. Pennythorne, supposing her boy was asleep, went 
on talking to his friend in her own quiet, prosy way, to 
which Philip had now grown quite accustomed. His fond- 
ness and care for Leigh had touched the mothers heart, 
and long since worn away her shyness. On his part, the 
young man was an excellent listener to the monotonous, 
but not unmusical flow of mild repetitions which made up 
Mrs. Pennythorne's conversation. On this occasion it chicf 
ly turned upon Frederick's wedding, his new house and fur- 
niture, which she accurately eatalogued, beginning with the 
drawing-room carpets, and ending with the kitchen fire- 
irons. Philip tried to attend, but at last his thoughts went 
roaming, and his answers subsided into gentle monosylla- 
bles of assent, which, fortunately, were all that the lady 
required. 

Of Leigh his mother did not speak at all, except to say 
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that the pony carriage, which Mrs. Frederick had thought 
indispensable, would be useful to take the boy country 
drives when the spring eame—supposing he needed them 
by that time, which was not likely, as he had been so much 
better of late. And then, as she elanced at the face which 
lay back on the sofa-pillow, with the bluc-veined, shut eye- 
lids, and the dark lashes resting on the colorless cheek, in 
a repose that seemed almost deeper than sleep, the mother 
shivered, looked another way, and began to talk hastily of 
something else, A few minutes after, the peculiar rap with 
which Mr. Pennythorne signaled his arrival was heard at 
the hall door. Those three heavy strokes had always the 
effect of an electric shock on the whole household, produ- 
cing a commotion from cellar to attic. Mrs. Pennythorne 
jumped up with alacrity, only observing, timidly, that she 
hoped the knock would not awaken Leigh. 

“Fam not asleep, mother,” said the boy, rousing himself 
as she quitted the room in answer to the marital summons. 
“Mr. Wychnor, come here a minute,” he added, hurriedly, 
the flush rising into his white check at the very sound of 
his father’s step. “Don’t tell Aim you know Drysdale — 
it might vex him. He is rather peculiar, you know.” 

“Ilow thoughtful you are grown, my dear kind boy! 
And was that what you lay pondering npon when we fan- 
cied you asleep 2” 

“Not quite all," Leigh replied, suddenly looking grave, 
" but—but—we'll talk of that another time. You must 
go to the Musenm lteading-room ; it would be such a niece 
place for you to work in—far better than your own close 
little room. Yon don’t feel what it is to be shut up all 
day, until you grow sick, bewildered, ill. No, no, yon must 
not get ill,” cried the boy, earnestly; “ yon mnst live—live 
to be a great man. And remember always what we talked 
about to-day,” he continued, dropping his voice to a whis- 
per as his father entered the room. 

Mr. Pennythorne whisked about in his usual style, skip: 
ping hither and thither, and shaking his coat-tails when- 
ever he rested, after a fashion which gave him very much 
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the appearance of a water-wagtail. He was evidently in 
high feather too— asked Leigh how he felt himself, and 
only called him “stupid” twice within the first ten min- 
utes. Then he turned to Philip. 

“Well, and how does the world treat you, young Nor- 
wych Z? (Mr. Pennythorne had an amusing system of cog- 
nominizing those about him by some ingenious transpost- 
tion of their varions patronyiics, and this was the ana- 
gram into which Philip Wychnor's surname had long ago 
been decomposed.) “Where do you put your carriage 
and pair, my young friend? Ihave not seen it yet.” 

Philip smiled, but he was too well accustomed to the 
bitter “pleasantries” of his would-be patron to take of 
fense, and he always bore it patiently for Leigh’s sake. 

* Ay, that's all the good of being a gentleman with a 
large independence—in the head, at least ;" and Mr. P'en- 
nythorne laughed at what he considered his wit. “ Now 
here’s my Fred—clever fellow! knows how to make his 
way in the world !—jnst come from his house in Harley 
Street—splendid affair! furnished like a duke’s—as, indeed, 
Mrs. Lancaster observed. By-the-by, Cillie, my dear!” 

“Yes, Pierce," was the meek answer from behind the 
door. 

“T met Mrs. Lancaster in the Park—charming woman 
that; moves in the highest circles of literature. Of conrse 
you are acquainted with her, St. Philippus of Norwich ?" 

“No,” answered the young man, shortly; “except once 
in yonr hall, I never heard the name.” In trnth he never 
had, notwithstanding Eleanor’s acquaintance with the lady. 
But Mrs. Lancaster was the last person likely to have place 
in the memory or the letters of Philip’s betrothed. 

“Then you have a pleasure to come—for, of course, the 
fair Lancastrian will strain every nerve for an introduction 
to such a desirable young man, that you may embellish her 
literary soirées with your well-earned fame.” Mr. Penny- 
thorne drew the bow at a venture; and, as he saw Philip’s 
check redden, congratulated himself on the keen shafts of 
his irony, quite unconscious how near sarcasm touched npon 
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the truth. * And this reminds me, Cillie, my dear, that, 
hearing what a beautiful and talented woman I have the 
honor to call my wife, Mrs. Lancaster has invited you to 
grace with your presence the next soirée.” 

Poor Mrs. Pennythorne drew back aghast. “ You know, 
Pierce, I never go out,” she feebly remonstrated ; “I had 
rather stay with Leigh.” 

“My dear, the whole party would languish at your ab- 
sence, and I can not allow it. Besides, yon will have to 
matronize your fair daughter-in-law, for Mrs. Lancaster is 
well acquainted with the Ogilvies, knows every branch of 
the family, and will ask them to meet us. The matter is 
decided—Friday, the 17th, sees us all at Rosemary Lodge.” 
So saying, he hopped up stairs, but not before Philip’s quick 
ears had caught the whole of the last sentence. Indeed, 
of late he had been ever on the watch for some chance in- 
formation which might have reference to Eleanor, whose 
long and unwonted silence had made him feel somewhat 
anxious. And even as he walked home that night, his 
memory retained with a curious tenacity the date and the 
place of this réunion of the Ogilvie family. He recurred 
to the circumstance again and again, in spite of the more 
serious thoughts which now occupied him, and almost 
wished that there had been some truth in the sneering re- 
marks of Mr. Pennythorne as to his own future Invitation 
to Rosemary Lodge. 

There is an old Norse fable about the Nornir, or Fates, 
who sit weaving the invisible threads of human destiny, 
stretching them from heaven to earth, winding them in 
and out abont man’s feet, intercepting and intervolving 
him wherever he moves. One of these gossamers, stirred 
by the breath of Philip’s idle wish, thereupon fell in his 
pathway and entangled him. But the web, at first light 
as air, grew afterward into a heavy coil, woven of the darks 
est fibres with which humanity is bound. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 


You may rise early, go to bed late, study hard, read much, and devour 
the marrow of the best authors; and when you have done all, be as mea- 
gre in regard of true and useful knowledge as Pharaoh's lean kine after 
they had eaten the fat ones.— DBisnoP SANDERSON. 

I po not think any poet or novelist has ever immortal- 
ized that curious place well known to all dabblers in liter- 
ature or science, the Reading-room at the British Museum. 
Yet there is hardly any spot more suggestive. You pass 
out of the clear daylight into large, gloomy, ghostly rooms, 
the walls ocenpied by the mummied literature of some cen- 
turies, arranged in glass cases. You see at various tables 
scores of mute readers, who sometimes lift up a glance as 
you pass, and then, like Dante's ghosts in Purgatory, re- 
lapse into their penance. Indeed, the whole scene, with 
the spectral attendants flitting to and fro, and the dim 
vista extending beyond the man who takes the checks 
(alas for poetic diction !), might easily be imagined some 
Hades of literature, where all erring pen-guiders and brain- 
workers were doomed to expiate their evil deeds by an 
eternity of reading. Not only the lover of poctie idealiza- 
tion, but the moralizing student of human nature would 
find much food for thought in the same reading-room. Con- 
sider what hundreds of literary laborers have toiled within 
these walls! Probably nearly all the clever brains in the 
three kingdoms have worked here at some time or other— 
for nobody ever comes to the reading-room for amusement. 
If a student had moral courage enough to ask for the last 
new novel,surely the ghosts of sombre ponderous folios 
would rise up and frown him into annihilation. The book 
of sienatures—where every new comer is greeted by the 
politest of attendants, handing him the most detestable of 
pens—is in itself a rich collection of autographs, compris- 
ing almost every celebrated name which has risen year by 
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year, and many—oh, how many!—that the world has never 
chronicled at all. 

The Reading-room is fertile in this latter elass—meck 
followers of science, who toil after her and for her, day by 
day, and to whom she only gives her livery of rags. You 
may distinguish at a glance one of these habitués of the 
place, shabby, at times almost squalidin appearance, plunged 
up to the ears 3n volumes as rusty and as ancient as him- 
sel. At times he is seen timidly propitiating some attend- 
ant with small fragments of whispering conversation, list- 
ened to condescendingly, Ike the purring of a cat which 
has become a harmless household appendage. Possibly the 
poor old student has come daily year after year, growing 
ever older and shabbier, until at last the attendants miss 
him fora week. One of them perhaps sees in the pavers a 
death, or some mournful coroner’s inqnest, and, recollecting 
the name, identifies it as that of the old bookworm. Then 
there 1s a few minutes’ talk by the ticket-keepers’ den at 
the end of the rooms—one or two of the regular frequent- 
ers are told of the fact, and utter a careless “Poor old fel- 
low, he seemed wearing out of late '"—the books put by 
for his daily use are silently replaced, and oae more atom 
of disappointed humanity is blotted from the living world. 

This illustrative exordium may be considered as herald: 
ing the advent of a new Museumite in the person of Philip 
Wyehnor. Speculations something like the foregoing oc- 
cupied him during the time that he was awaiting the ask- 
ed-for book, and trying to discover among the thick-sct 
plantation of heads — brown, black, fair, red, and gray— 
young, old, ugly, handsome, patrician, and. plebeian — the 
identical cranium of his new acquaintance, David Drysdale. 
First he thought of promenading the long alleys and peer- 
ing over every table, but this sort of running the gauntlet 
was too much for his nerves. So, inquiring of the head at- 
tendant—the tutelary Lar of the place, who knew every 
body and helped every body—a sort of literary lion’s pro- 
vider, with good-natnre as unfailing and universal as his 
information—Philip soon learned the whereabouts of old 
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Drysdale. There he was, with his bald head peering from 
a semicircle of most formidable books, looking by the day- 
light a little older and a little more rusty in attire. He 
greeted his young friend with a pleased look, and began to 
talk in the customary Museum under tone. It was a drow- 
sy murmur, such as a poet would liken to the distant hum- 
ming of the Hybla bees; and perhaps the simile is not in- 
apt with regard to this curious literary hive. 

“Glad to see you here, my young friend—very glad— 
shows you're in earnest,” said Drysdale. “ Ever been here 
before ?” 

Philp answered in the negative. 

“Tsn’t 1t a fine place—a grand place? Fancy miles of 
books, stratum upon stratum: what a glorious literary 
formation! Excuse me,” he added, smiling, *but I've been 
reading geology all the morning, and then I always catch 
myself ‘talking shop, as some would elegantly express it. 
You dont study the science, I believe P? 

* No," said Plilip; *the earth's beautiful outside is 
enough for me; I never wish to dive beneath it.” 

“ Mistaken there, my good sir,” answered the other, in a 
tone of gentle reproof; “you should try to learn a little of 
every thing. Talwaysdo. When Ihear ofany scienee or 
study, I feel quite uncomfortable until I have mastered it, 
or at least know enough of it to form a judgment on the 
remainder. You would be astonished at the heterogene- 
ous mass I have collected here”’—he pointed to his fore- 
head—“ and I’m still working on. Indeed, I should lament 
something like Alexander the Great, when he reached the 
world’s end, if I thought there were no more sciences for 
me to conquer. But that is not likely,” said the philoso- 
pher, with an air of great consolation, as he eyed aftection- 
ately the pile of books that snrrounded him. — Philip hoped 
he was not interrupting any work. 

“Bless you, no! [can settle to it again directly.” 

“This would seem a eapital place for the study, not only 
of books, but of Imman nature,” observed Philip. “I nev 
er saw such a collection of odd people.” 
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Drysdale laughed. “ Yes, I believe we are an odd set— 
we don’t care at all for our outward man. There lies the 
difference between your man of science, the regular old 
bookworm, and your man of genius—a poet, for instance. 
The latter sort has the best of it, for with him the scul has 
greater influence over the body. I never knew a genius 
yet—mind you! I use the word in its largest sense—who 
did not bear with him, either in face, or person, or in à cer- 
tain inexplicable grace of manner, the patent of nobility 
which Heaven has bestowed upon him, while the hard- 
working grubbers in science and acquired learning often 
find the mud sticking to them, Their pursuits are too 
much of this world to let them soar like those light-winged 
fellows. One class Is the quicksilver of earth—the other, 
its plain, useful iron. You eouldn't do well without either, 
Ifaney—eh?" The old philosopher rubbed his hands, and, 
pausing in his oration, sat balancing himself on the edge 
of one of those comfortable chairs with which a benign 
government indulges Museum-frequenters. Philip, much 
amnsed, tried to draw the conversation into its original 
channel. 

“You have a few fair students also; I see a sprinkling 
of bonnets here and there.” 

Drysdale shrugged his shoulders. “Ah! yes. Much 
good may it do them. Some of them seem to work hard 
enough, poor little souls! but they had far better be at 
home making puddings. I domt like learned women in 
general—not that I mean women of real intelleet, regular 
workers in literature; but small philosophers in petticoats, 
just dipping their pretty feet into the eold water of the 
sciences, and talking as if they had taken the whole bath. 
Here's one of them !? added the old gentleman, with visi- 
ble discomfiture, as a diminutive dame in all the graece of 
fashionable eostume floated up the centre—aisle we were 
about to write, and may still do so, considering what a 
great temple of literature we are now describing. 

“Ah! Drysdale, you are just the very person I want,” 
usped the new-coiner; and Philip at once recognized both 
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face and voice as belonging to the lady he had once glanced 
at in Mr. Pennythorne's hall. He began to notice with 
some curiosity the well-known Mrs. Lancaster. Rather sur- 
prised was he to find so stylish a dame on terms of conde- 
scending familiarity with old David Drysdale, He did not 
know that lion-hunters often prefer for their menageries 
the most rugged and eccentrie animals of that royal breed. 
Besides, the shabbiness and singularities of the queer-look- 
ing philosopher were tolerated every where, even among 
the elegant clique who honored literature by their patron- 
age. 

Philip Wychnor was too courteous to gratify his curi- 
osity by mueh open observation, still he could not but be 
amused by the visit of this fair devotee to literature. The 
excellent presiding Zar before mentioned, who was espe- 
cially the good genius of feminine bookworms, found him- 
self perpetually engaged in foraging out for her ponderous 
volumes which she carelessly turned over—to the imminent 
peril of her delicate lemon-colored gloves—and then as 
carelessly threw aside. One or two quiet elderly readers 
at the other side of the table had their studies grievously 
interrupted by the quick, sharp voice, and, no doubt, de- 
voutly wished all female literati, and this one especially, 
in some distant paradise of fools not particularly specified. 
At last Mrs. Lancaster began to look abont her, and talk 
in an under tone to David Drysdale. Wychnor thought 
it was some literary secret, and with quite needless del- 
cacy made for himself an errand to the catalogue-stand. 

Now Mrs. Lancaster, besides her widely professed admi- 
ration for literature, had a slight mania for Art—at least 
so she said, and was forever hunting up models of living 
physical perfeetion wherewith to fill her drawing-rooms. 
She had been watching for some time Philip’s exqnisitely- 
marked profile as he stooped over his book, and now in- 
quired, “ By-the-by, Drysdale”— (Mrs. Lancaster affected, 
in common with many literary ladies, the disagreeable and 
mannish custom of addressing her male acquaintanee with- 
out the Mr.)—“ by-the-by, Drysdale, who is that clever- 
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looking, handsome youth—he who was talking to you when 
[| mre M 

With all his unworldliness, old David had a great deal 
of shrewdness, especially with regard to other people. He 
knew how almost impossible it is for a literary man to 
work his way without enteriug into the general society of 
the fraternity, and making personal iuterests, which mate- 
rially aid his fortune, though it is lis own ale if be suffer 
them to compromise his independence. Therefore Drys- 
dale saw at once what an advantage it would be to Wych- 
nor to gain admission into Mrs. Lancaster's clever circle. 
Immediately lie set to work to clear the way by judicious 
commendations. 

* Really, is he so very talented? I knew I was right. 
My instinct never fails!” exelaimed the gratified lady. 
And she began to debate upon and criticise Philips face 
and head, in order to prove her full acquaintance with 
physiognomy and phrenology. Old Drysdale shrugged 
his shoulders and listened. IIe never wasted words on 
persons of Mrs. Lancasters stamp— “preferring,” as he 
often said, “to let himself be pelted with swine’s chaff 
rather than cast his own pearls before them.” 

However, as soon as Philip returned to the table, he per- 
formed the introduction for which the mistress of Rose- 
mary Lodge was so anxious. Wychnor was agreeably 
Doa to find himself graciously invited to accompany 
her “ excellent friend Drysdale” to join the constellation of 
literary stars that were to illaminate the Lodge with their 
presence on the identical 17th. 

“ By-the-by, Drysdale,” continued the lady, * you, who 
have such a fancy for youthful geniuses, will meet one that 
night—a Miss Katharine Ogilvie.” Here Philips heart 
beat quicker—it always did so at the name of Ogilvie. 
Mrs. Lancaster went on. “She is wonderfully clever, and 
so lovely !—quite a Corinne at nineteen. I never was more 
surprised than when I met her last week; for, three years 
ago, | was staying at her father's, Sir Robert Ogilvie of 
"ummerwood Park, and she seemed the most ordinary lit- 
tle girl imaginable.” 
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* JIumph ! dare say she is the same now. Mrs, Lancas- 
ters swaus are always geese,” muttered Drysdale, mm an 
aside. 

Philip's heart beat quieker than ever, for he remembered 
Eleanor’s Christmas visit long ago. 

Mrs, Lancaster, as she prepared to depart, turned from 
the imperturbable old philosopher to her new acquaintance. 
“Tam sure a man of genius like yourself, Mr. W yelinor, will 
be delighted with my young Zmprovisatrice, as 1 eall her; 
indeed, she is quite an ideal of romance. Ouly be sure yon 
do not fall in love with her, for people say she is engaged 
toa consin of hers, who is always at Suinmerwood. A pro- 
pos, Drysdale, in this said Christmas visit onr friend Lync- 
don accompanied me. You know him—indeed, you know 
every body. He has not written to me this long while. 
What has become of him ?” 

* Can't say, and don't cave," replied the old man, rather 
gruflly, for his patience was getting exhausted, 

* You never ehaneed to meet Paul Lynedon, Mr. ych- 
nor?" Philip made a negative motion of the head, and the 
voluble lady continued. “ You would have exactly suited 
each other—he was such a charming creature—so full of 
talent. But 1 must not stay chattering here. Adieu! au 
revoir.” And Mrs. Lancaster vanished gracefully from the 
reading-room. 

David Drysdale shook himself with an air of great relief, 
somewhat after the fashion of an old house-dog round whose 
nose 2 troublesome fly has been buzzing. Then he settled 
down among his books in a silenee which Philip did not 
fecl inclined to iuterrupt. 

Mrs. Laneaster's idle talk had stirred a few conflicting 
thoughts in the young man’s bosom. With a natural enri- 
osity, he looked forward to seeing this young cousin of 
Eleanor's, who, as report said, was likely to become her sis- 
ter too. Forgetting how false rumor sometimes is, and 
how complete was the seelusion of L , he felt surprised 
—almost vexed—that his affianeed had not alluded to the 
fuct. He wondered also that she had never made mention 
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at any time of this fascinating Paul Lynedon, whom she 
must, nevertheless, have intimately known at Summerwood. 

It might have been an error in judgment, and yet it was 
from a noble and truly feminine delicacy that Eleanor nev- 
er told her betrothed of the love she had refused. She had 
none of that contemptible vanity which would fain carry 
about as a trophy a string of trampled and broken hearts, 
ready to flourish them before the eyes of the accepted lover, 
should the warning be required. Even amidst her own 
happiness she had sighed over the wound she ‘gave, and 
kept the knowledge of that rejected love sacred from all, 
as every generous, delicate-minded woman will. But her 
silence now aroused more than one doubt in the mind of 
Philip Wyehuor. This was wrong; he knew it, too; yet, 
being restless and uneasy, framed excuses for this idle jeal- 
ousy over every action of his beloved Eleanor, But Philip 
Wychnor was a man, after all, and no man living ever can 
trust as a woman does. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
My mind misgives 
Some conseqnence, yet hanging in the stars, 
Will bitterly begin its fearful date 
From this night's revels. —SHAKSPEARE. 


Each word swam in on my brain 
With a dim, dilating pain, 
Pillit barst. * Y T 
—TI fell—flooded with a Dark 
In the silenee of a swoon. 
When I rose, still cold and stark, 
' There was night ! —E. D. BROWNING. 

Noruixa could be better arranged than Mrs. Laneaster's 
soirées. She collected and grouped her guests as artisti. 
ally as a fashionable bowguetiere disposes her flowers. They 
were not all literary people—far from it: the hostess was 
too well acquainted with the idiosyncrasies and peculiari- 
ties of the faternity to risk any such heterogeneous con 
mixture. She adroitly sprinkled here and there a few of 
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those fair, scentless blossoms—evening-party demozselles— 
who might be considered as hired only for the night, like 
the flowers on the staircase, to adorn the mansion. And 
then amid the gay cluster of ordinary humanities might be 
distinguished some homely-looking plant, whose pungent 
aroma nevertheless diffused itself throughout the whole 
parterre—the poet of nature's making, who brought into 
refined saloons all the freshness, and a great deal of the 
mud, from the elods among which he was born. There, 
too, was the dandy author, who, when deigning to handle 
the pen, eonsidered literature much the obliged party—the 
keen sareastie wit, the poreupine of society, whom every 
body hated, yet treated with respect for fear of his quills 
—and the timid aspirant, who sat in a corner and watched 
the scene with reverent and somewhat fearful eyes. All 
these were ingeniously amalgamated, so as to form the 
very perfection of réunions. Nobody felt obliged to “talk 
blue ;” and while the heavy conversationalists had full play 
in snug corners, there were interludes of dancing and mu- 
sic to lighten the hearts and heels of the rest. 

Philip Wychnor watched this moving panorama with 
considerable interest. At Oxford, the compulsion of hon- 
est poverty and his own inclinations had caused him to 
lead the life of a very hermit: in fact, to few young men 
of his age could that great raree-show, Society, appear so 
new. David Drysdale, who kept close beside him, took 
quite à pleasure in witnessing the almost child-like amuse- 
ment of his young acquaintance, and in pointing ont to him 
the various concomitants whieh made up the sodrée. 

“There stand the Merry-go-rounds,” said he, pointing to 
a& curiously-mingled group, in which the most prominent 
were a very Dig man anda very little one. “They all*We- 
long to the Merry-go-round paper—you may know that by 
their talk, a whole artillery of fun and jest. But they have 
a character for wit to keep up, and must do it, well or ill, 
like the kings’ fools of old.” 

* Amateur assumers of the cap and bells, I presume ?” 
observed Philip, smiling. n 

X 
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“Just so, but not all of them, Look at that man to whom 
every body listens whenever he opens his lips. He buzzes 
about like a wasp, and, wherever he settles for a minute, 1t 
is ten chanees to one that he does not leave a sting behind. 
But he 1s a clever tellow, nevertheless—brimming over with 
wit; his tongne and his pen are hke laneets; and if they 
do bleed Dame Society pretty freely, it is most frequently 
to keep down the old lady’s own plethora, and remove all 
bad humors.” 

“Who is that gay butterfly of à young man, who seems 
to set himself in opposition to your wasp? He keeps up 
an ineessant rattle of small witticisms, chiefly direeted to 
the ladies, with whom he appears quite a pet.” 

“Did you ever know true com that had not its counter- 
feit? He 18 à small mimie of the other—a mushroom wit, 
sprung np in a nieht out of the very refuse-bed of literature. 
He belongs to the Young England school of authorship— 
impudent jesters who turn the most earnest things of life 
into a faree—who wonld parody Milton, and write a Comic 
History of the Bible. 

I'd put in every honest hand a whip 
To lash the rascals naked through the world, 
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cried worthy old David, with an energy that, while it made 
Philip smile, touched him deeply. "That one grain of true 
earnestuess seemed to purify the whole heartless, worldly 
mass around him. The young man grew stronger in heart 
and purpose every hour of his association with Drysdale. 

“There are two of another set. You will find all this 
literary world divided into sets,” observed the old philos- 
opher, glancing toward a couple who were talking together 
a little aloof trom the rest. 

“You wean that patnarehal old man, with a grand, mass- 
ive head, and the younger one, with hair parted in the cen- 
tre, and a face that reminds one of Raphael’s angels? I 
have been watching them some time—they talk so earnest- 
ly, and are such a picturesque couple to look at; only I 
don't like that outré affected style of dress.” 

“Yet there is a great deal of good in them, for all that. 
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They belong to the Progress movement—people sincere 
and earnest in their way, only they are ever trying to move 
the world with their own small Archimedean lever. Now, 
though I hold that every man ought quietly to put his 
shoulder to the whecl and give society a shove onward, as 
far as he can in his petty lifetime, yet I don't hike much 
talking about it. With these Progress people it is often 
‘ereat ery and little wool? They are always bemoaning, 
with Hamlet, that 

The time is out of joint, 
but rarely attempt to ‘set it right. 

“T agree with you," said Philip; *1 believe less in unt- 
versal than individual movements. If every man began 
the work of reformation in himself first, and afterward m 
his own circle, there wonld be no need for public revolu- 
tions at all. To use your own favorite system of symbol 
zation, Mr. Drysdale,” continued the young man, with a 
good-humored smile, “I think that quietly undermining a 
rock is far better than blowing it up with gunpowder, be- 
cause in the latter case you never know how far the work 
of destruction may extend, and you run a chance of beme 
knocked on the head by the fragments.” Drysdale patted 
his young friend on the arm with an air of gratified ap- 
proval  *'That's right—quite right! Learn to think for 
yourself, and don't be afraid of speaking what you think, 
my dear boy—excuse me for calling you so, but you are a 
boy to me.” 

Philip was about to express his sincere pleasnre in this 
new friendship of theirs, when Mrs. Lancaster ghded througa 
the still increasing crowd. 

“ Drysdale, where are you? Here ina corner! Fie, fie! 
when every one wants to talk to you.” 

“I wish I could return the compliment, ma'am," answer- 
ed the old man, abruptly enough, for any eynical propen- 
sities he had were always drawn out by the flippant tongue 
of Mrs. Laneaster. 

“Now really, that’s too bad! What a nice, good, dis- 
agreeable, comical creature you are! Iere is your old ac- 
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quaintance, Mr. Pennythorne, asking for you.” And as she 
spoke the individual alluded to made his appearance, shook 
hands with Drysdale, and then, turning round, caught sight 
of Philip W vehnor. E slieht elevation of ane vehi 
marked Mr, Pennythorne’s extreme astonishment at the 
recognition, but he was too much a man of the world to 
seem discomposed by any thing. He hopped up to Philip 
with a cordial greeting, 

“My dear young friend—delighted to meet you so un- 
expectedly, and in such charming society too. And so you 
know that excellent old Drysdale—how surprising! how 
pleasant!” And he bustled away to another part of the 
room, wondering within himself what the (Mr. Penny- 
thorne’s expletives were always confined to mere thoughts) 
brought the young rascal there. 

“You must come with me, Drysdale,” pursued Mrs. Lan- 
caster, laying her tiny elite: gloved hand on the roneh 
coat-sleeve of the shaggy- looking old fellow, who looked in 
that gay assemblage something like the dog Diogenes 
amidst the train of canine Alexanders in Landscer’s pic- 
ture; “I want to introduce you to my young Corinne— 
my émprovisatrice.” But Drysdale still hung back. He 
had an unpleasant recollection of innumerable dainty MSS. 
and scores of young-ladyish poems with which he had been 
deluged in consequence of doing the civil to Mrs. Lancas- 
ter's literary protégées. 

“Tt is J who particularly wish to be introduced to Mr. 
Drysdale,” said a sweet young voice behind; and the old 
man could not resist either the voice or the bewitching 
smile that adorned the lips through which it passed. 

Philip turned gently round, and looked at Katharine 
Ogilvie. She was indeed dazzlingly beautiful—the more 
so, perhaps, from the extreme simplicity of her white dress, 
which contrasted strongly with the belaced and befurbe- 
lowed throng around. Her small, Greek-shaped head had 
no ornament but the magnificent purple-black hair, which 
was gathered up in a knot behind, giving to her classic 
features a character more classic still. But there was no 
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impassive marble beauty about the face. It was all won- 
an—the lips now dimpling with smiles, now trembling 
with ill-concealed emotion, as some sudden thought passed 
through her mind. Hew different from the shy girl who, 
years before, had moved timidly amidst the scene, in the 
same place ! 

Katharine felt it so; and her heart was full—running 
over with the delicious memories that every moment re- 
newed, and dilating with a joyfal pride as she compared 
the present with the past. She felt she was beautiful— 
she saw how every eye followed her admiringly ; she knew 
that even over that gay aud gifted circle the spell of her 
talents and her fascinations was cast. She gloried in the 
knowledge. 

“We would not be ashamed of me now,” she murmured 
to herself, with a proud, happy smile “No; when he 
comes again he will find Katharine not unworthy, even of 
him.” And the thought kindled a new lustre in her eyes, 
and lent an unwonted softness to every tone of her melo- 
dious voice. How happy she was! how she seemed to cast 
every where around her an atinosphere of gentle gladness! 
She inclined particularly toward old David Drysdale; and 
he, on his part, thawed into positive enthusiasm beneath 
the sunshine of her influence. 

*[ wished much to see you, Mr. Drysdale,? she said at 
last, though somewhat timidly, when the conversation with 
him had grown into quite a friendly chat. “ Thave heard 
of vou before, from—from an old acquaintance of yours ;" 
and the quick color rose slightly in her cheek. 

“My dear yonng lady, 1 am really honored—delighted 1”? 
answered the old man, charmed almost into compliment. 
* Who could it be?"  Katharine's lips trembled while they 
framed the name of Paul Lynedon. 

* Lynedon—Ah! I remember him—fine fellow to look 
at, with a great deal in him. But ours was a very slight 
acquaintance, IE have heard nothing of him since he went 
abroad. Ever been abroad, Miss Ogilvie?’ added Drys- 
dale, unconsciously turning the conversation; at which 
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Katharine felt a vague disappointment, for it was pleasant 
even to hear a stranger utter the name that was the mnsie 
of her heart. 

“No,” she replied. *Iknow seareely any thing of the 
world except from books." 

* And perhaps the knowledge thus gained is the best, 
after all; at least so says my young friend Phihp W yehnor 
here,” said Drysdale, evod- -naturedly turning to where his 
new favorite sat aloof. Philip was trying to alleviate his 
rather dull position with looking over various books. 

* Philip Wyehnor!? echoed Katharine, suddenly recol- 
lecting the name, It canght the owner's ear, and the eyes 
of the two young people met. “This must be Eleanor’s 
friend; Hugh told me he was in London,” she thought to 
herself; and an instinct of something better than curiosity 
made her ask for an introduction. 

E believe you are not quite unknown to me, Mr. W ych- 
nor,” said Katharine, as Philip—answering Drysdale’s sum- 
mons—came up to ‘the n. “Are you not a frend of my 
two cousins, Hugh and Eleanor Ogilvie #’ Philip answer- 
ed in the affirmative. 

Katharine thought his hesitation sprang from the shy- 
ness of one unused to society ; women have so nimch niore 
selÉpossession than men. She tried to reassure him by 
continnine to talk. “Tam quite delighted to meet yon. 
I remember perfectly how warmly my cousins spoke of 
you — Eleanor especially. You have known her many 
years 2” 

“Many years. And her brother—how is he?” continued 
Wychnor, not daring to trust his voice with a more direct 
question. 

“IIneh is quite well, I believe—I hope. He left Sum- 
merwood some days since,” said Katharine, while a shadow 
of annoyance passed over her face, and the clear brow was 
contracted for a moment. 

“TE , to join his sister, I conchule 7" 

“Oh no! Eleanor is gone abroad, you know.” 


“ Gone abroad ?” 
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“Ves, to Florence, with Mrs. Breynton, her friend, and 
vour aunt—is she not? I thought of eourse vou were 
eoi the faict nr felt sick at heart; muttering 
some unconnected words, he turned to look for Drysdale, 
for he had no power to sustain the conversation. Howev- 
er, the old man was gone, At another time Katharine's 
curiosity and sympathy would have been excited, but now 
her attention was drawn away from hin by a chance word 
—one that, whenever uttered in her hearme, pierced 
through any buzz of conversation, compelling her to listen 
—the name of Paul Lynedon. 

Katharine and Philip chanced to sit together on one of 
those round ottomans which seem made for double ¢ée-d- 
tétes, and behind them were a lady and gentleman chatting 
merrily. 

“Mr, Lynedon!” repeated the latter. “So, my dear 
Miss Trevor, you really know my excellent friend Paul 
Lynedon ?” 

“Tshonld rather say I fnew him, since it 1s several years 
since we met. Ife went on the Continent, I believe? A 
sudden departure, was it not, Dr. Saville ?” 

“Hem! my dear madam. Therein hangs a little mys- 
tery that I would not mention to any one but to you, who 
were his very particular friend. In fact, poor Lynedon 
ivas im lovo.^ 

“You don’t say so!” 

“Oh yes; he told me all about it at the tine—long at- 
tachment—lady engaged to another gentleman, But— 
heigh- -ho—people’s “minds change so. Z think Lynedon 
will eet her after all—and so does Lizzie.” 

“CAIs well that ends well” When is he likely to be 
married 1" 

E En n Why—thongh you must never breathe a 
word of this—I have every reason to believe it will be very 
soon. Infaet,the happy event may have come off already. 
For, he tells me, he has lately met her abroad, where she 
lives with an old lady. He sees her every day. Sly fel- 
low—he says nothing of the wedding; but he writes full 
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of happiness. I think I have the letter in my pocket now 
—if I did not send it home this morning to Lizzie. No! 
here it is.” 

Every word of this mixture of truth and falsehood fell 
on the stunned ear of Katharine Ogilvie. Yet she sat im- 
movable, her fingers still turning over the book on her lap, 
her lips still fixed in the courteous simile of attention. Once 
only her eyes wandered, with uncertain ineredulousness, 
over the letter which Dr. Saville held. It was the known 
handwriting—Ads hand! Passionate in all her impulses, 
she drank in, undonbting, the horrible truth. Her heart 
died within her, and was turned to stone. 

The next moment Dr. Saville moved to make way for 
Mrs. Lancaster, who fluttered up, all empressement, and en- 
treated her “sweet Katharine" to sing. Katharine arose, 
and erossed the room with a steady footstep. Philip Wych- 
nor sat down in her place. 

* What a lovely girl that is, and with what intense fecl- 
ing she sings P? observed a gentleman to Miss Trevor, as 
Katharine's voice came from the inner room, clear, full, and 
pure, without one tremulous tone. 

“Yes, she is a sweet ereature—a Miss Katharine Ogil- 
vie.” 

*Ogilvie—how singular! Ias she any sisters ?? inquired 
Dr. Saville. 

* No, I believe not. Why do you ask ?” 

“Because the name of Paul Lynedon’s old love—the 
young lady he is going to marry—was Ogilvie—Eleanor 
Ogilvie.” There was a movement of the fashionable crowd 
as one of the guests hastily wound his way through and 
passed out at the door. When David Drysdale eame to in- 
quire for his young fnend, Philip Wychnor was already 
gone. Still the gay throng fluttered, laughed, and chat- 
tered for an honr or two more, and then dispersed. 

* My dear Katharme,how silent you are!” remarked Lady 
Ogilvie, as the carriage drove homeward. 

“Tain tired—so tired! Let me alone!” was the answer, 
in a cold, sharp tone, that exeited the mild reproach: 
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“Really, my dear, I hope you will not get spoiled by the 
admiration you receive.” There was no reply, and the two 
parents dozed off to sleep. 

Katharine reached her own room and locked the door. 
Then she flung her arms above her head with a wild cry 
of agony—half sob, half moan, and fell heavily on the floor. 
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There I maddened. . . . Lifeswept through me into fever, 
And my soul sprang up astonished—sprang, full-statured in an hour: 
—Know vou what it is when anguish with apocalyptic Never 
To a Pythian height dilates yon and despair sublimes to power ? 
E. B. BROWNING. 
Am I mad, that I should cherish that which bears such bitter fruit ? 
I will pluck it from my bosom, thongh my heart be at its root. 
TENNYSON. 

On ye cold clear winter stars, look down pityingly on 
that solitary chamber where was poured out the anguish 
of first passionate love! Erring 1t might be—hopeless, 
visionary, even unmaidenly—but it was pure, nursed in sol- 
itude, and hidden from all human eyes. With strength 
such as woman only knows, Katharine for hours had sung, 
talked, and sat in smothered silence; but when she was 
alone the terrible ery of her despair burst forth. It was 
indeed despair—not pining, girlish sorrow—utter despair. 
She neither fainted nor wept, but cronched on the floor, 
swaying to and fro, her small hands tightly clenched, her 
whole frame convulsed with a choking agony. 

“O God! O God! let me die!” rose up the almost im- 
pious ery of the stricken heart that in happiness had rarely 
known either thanksgiving or prayer, while moan after 
moan broke the night-stillness. She breathed no word— 
not even As name. All that she felt then was a longing 
for silence—darkness—death. But this stupor did not last. 
Her burning, tearless eyes, wandering round the room, fell 
first on the flowers she wore—Ais favorites; then on a book 
he had given her—alas ! p whole daily life was full of 

A 2 
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mementoes of him. At once the flood of anguish burst 
forth unrestrained. 

* Oh, Paul, Paul, must E think of you no more? is the old 
time gone forever? <A life without you, a future wherein 
the past must be forgotten—where even to think of it will 
ben sin—a sin. O God, that I could die!” And then, like 
a hehtning-flash, came the thoueht, that even that old time 
over whi ch she mourned had been only à self-beguiling 
dream. Ie had never loved her, not even then; but he 
had made her beleve so. That moment a new storm of 
passion arose in her heart. 

* He deceived ne; he deceived me even then! Lin my 
maduess, have given him all—life, hope, youth, and he has 
given me—nothing! Paul! Paul Lynedon ?? (and, rising 
ap, she stood erect, pride, mdignation, seorn on every feat- 
ure),* how dared you—how dared you to call me your Kath- 
arnne—your town Katharine— when all the while you loved 
another woman? And now, maybe, you are laughing with 
her over the poor foolish girl who trembled and blushed in 
your sight, who had given you her whole heiit s love and. 
would hire died for yours! Died? Shall I die? shall 12" 
She went to and fro with quick wild steps, her cheeks burn- 
ing like hot coals. No tears—no, poor wretch—to allay her 
misery eame not one blessed tear! Suddenly she stopped 
before the mirror, and surveyed herself from head to foot, 
regarding UE the beauty in whieh she had so gloried 
for his sake. 

“Shall he say that I pined for him in unrequited love—I, 
Katharine Ogilvie, who might have been admired, loved— 
ay, worshiped?” And her memory pictured the face of 
Hugh, as when he had last bade her good-by, pale, sad, 
with tears in the kind eyes that had watehed over her for 
so many years. His love, if rude, was deep and sincere, 
and har dly mene a rejection so cold and scornful as she 
had lately given. Then in her heart dawned a purpose, 
sprung from the passion which for the time had almost 
changed to hate, and now warped every feeling of her im- 
pulsive nature. It was a purpose from which every woman 


TITE OGILVIES. 219 


who loves with a holy and pure love, however hopeless, 
would turn shnddering aside, feeling how great was the 
sin, 

“You shall never triumph over me pand that 
wife of yours! you shall never laugh eT At the at! 
who broke her heart for you. No; I EXIT liv io to 
make the world know, and you know, what I am! Yes, 
you shall hear of me—imy beauty, and my talents!’ And 

a strange, bitter laugh of aaan broke from those 
n lips, over which, a few hours before, had dimpled the 
sweet, fo girlish smile. But that never came agam-— 
ne deceroancre ! 

You, O Man! who with your honey words aud your ten- 
der looks steal away a young girPs heart for thoughtless 
or selfish vanity, do you know whatit is youdo? Do you 
know what it is to turn the precious fountain of woman's 
first love into a very Marah, whose bitterness may pervade 
her whole life's EE ine her, if humble, beneath 
the torture of selfcontempt, or, if proud, making Nee cold, 
heartless, revengeful—qnick to wound others as she her ale 
has n wounded? And if she marry, what is her fate? 
She has lost that instinctive worship of what is noble in 
man, Which causes a woman gladly to follow out the right- 
eous altar-vow, and in “ honoring” and “ obeying” her hus- 
band, to create the sunshine of her home. And this is 
caused by your deed! Is not such deed a sin? Ay, sec- 
ond to that deadly one which ruins life and fame, body and 
soul! Yet man does both toward woman, and goes smiling 
back into the world, whieh smiles at him again. | 

It may be said, and perhaps truly, that with most young 
girls love is a mere faney ; that the pain, if any, is soon for- 
gotten, and so the infliction of it becomes no erime. But 
how few hearts are ever read, even by those nearest and 
dearest! There may be in the inmost core of many a worm 
of which the world never knows. And every now and then, 
undistinguished ontwardly from the vapid, fickle tribe, may 
be found some nature hke Katharine Ogilvie’s—of such a 
one, a blow like this makes either a noble martyr-heroine, 
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or à woman over whom the very demons gloat; for they 
see in her their own likeness—she 1s a fallen angel too. 

The distant clanging of Summerwood church-clock re- 
sounded above the moaning of the bleak November wind— 
one, two, three, four, Katharine heard the strokes, and 
paused. Twelve hours before, she had counted them, and 
longed for the passing of the brief winter twilight, that the 
pleasant night might come. It would perhaps bring—not 
the sight of Paul Lynedon; that she knew was impossible 
—but at least some tidings of him. Now—oh, terrible 
change! It was from a world of sunshine to the same 
world encompassed by a thick darkness—not that of holy, 
star-spangled night, but the darkness of a heavy’ mist, 
which pierced into the very soul Yet she must walk 
through it, and alone! The dull, blank future lifted itself 
up before her with terrible distinetness. Year after year 
to live and endure, and she scarce twenty yet! Katharine 
shuddered; one wild thought of death—blessed, peaceful 
death, se/f-suminoned——entered her soul ; but that soul was 
still too pure to let the evil spirit linger there. Flinging 
herself on her knees, she buried her head in tho little white 
bed, where night after night she had lain down, reserving 
always, when the day’s cares or pleasures were thought 
over, à few minutes to muse in the still darkness upon her 
secret maiden love, and then had gone calmly to sleep, 
breathing, with a tender blessing, the one beloved name. 
Now that name must never be uttered more! 

“O God!” she moaned, forgetting her usual form of night- 
ly prayer—alas for Katharine! in forms only had she learn- 
ed to pray—* O God! have merey—have merey on me!” 
Let us speak no more of this night's agony. It was such as 
no human being has ever witnessed, or ever will, for the 
heart's most terrible struggles must be borne alone. But 
a few have felt it—God help those few! He only whe 
gave to mortal nature the power of thus loving, can guide, 
and sway, and comfort in a like hour. But Katharine Ogil- 
vie knew not this; therefore, cre the wild prayer whieh 
despair had wrung forth passed from her lips, its influence 
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had vanished from her heart. Into that poor torn heart 
entered misery unknown before; and its chambers, no lon- 
eer swept and garnished, became the habitation of legions 
of evil thoughts—to be exorcised thence no more. 

The world’s daily round goes on, heedless of life, death, 
love—the three elements which compose its chief sorrows 
and its best joys. Katharine lay down and slept—yes, 
slept; for terrible suffering often brings such torpor. In 
the morning she arose and dressed—ealinly, without a tear 
or moan. Only once—as she stood arranging her long, 
beautiful hair, in which she always took great pride, for Ais 
hand had rested on it—the remembrance struck into her 
heart like a dagger. She could have torn the magnificent 
tresses from her head, she could have cursed the beauty 
that had failed to win Paul Lynedon! Ilenceforward, if 
she regarded at all the sel£adornment which in due meas- 
ure is charming in a woman, it would be, not from that 
loving desire to be fair in one beloved sight, but from a 
desperate, vainglorious pride. She would drive men mad 
with her beauty, dazzle them blind, set her foot on their 
necks, and laugh them to scorn! 

Katharine passed down the staircase. The study-door 
was open, and her grandfather's great cat came purring 
about her feet, inviting her in. But to cross the threshold 
of the well-known room! Every thing in it cried out with 
a fiend-like, mocking voice,“ Fool—fool—selt-deceiving fool! 
The past, the precious past, is nothing—was nothing. blot 
it out forever!’ She shivered, locked the door, and fled 
down the hall. On the table lay some green-house flowers 
—the old gardener’s daily offering. Above them her bird 
sang to her its morning weleome—the gladder beeause the 
clear winter sunshine reached it even in its cage. Mechan- 
ically Katharine placed the flowers in water; gave the bird 
his eroundsel; stooped down to stroke her ever-attendant 
purring favorite—but the great change had come. Girl 
hood's simple pleasures were no more for her; she had 
reached the entrance of that enchanted valley which is 
either paradise or hell—crossed it, and shut the gate be 
hind her—forever. 


to 
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“Don’t stay here longer than you like, my dear,” said 
Lady Ogilvie, as, long after breakfast was over, and Sir 
Robert had ridden off to London, Katharine, contrary to 
her custom, lingered in the room, sitting motionless by the 
fire, with her hands—those dear active little hands, gener- 
ally always employed—folded listlessly on her lap. She 
turned round, bent her head assentingly, and then gazed 
once more on the fire. 

“Still here, Katharine? again mildly wondered Lady 
Ogilvie, pausing, an hour after, in some honsekeeping ar- 
rangements, “Pray, my love, do not let me keep you from 
your studies. I am not at all dull alone, you know; do 
run away, if you like.” 

“YT can’t, mamma; I am tired,” said Katharine, wearily. 
" Let me stay with you.” 

“By all means, dear child. Really yon do not look well; 
come and lay your head on my lap, as you know you al- 
ways like to do.” 

She drew her daughter to her feet, and began smoothing 
her hair with motherly tenderness, talking all the while in 
her mild, qmet way. She was very much surprised when 
Katharine, burying her face in her knees, began to weep 
violently, murmuring amidst her sobs, 

“Oh mother, mother, you love me—yes, I know yon do! 
Tell me so again. Let me feel there is some one in the 
wide world who cares for me.” 

“My darling Katharine, you are qnite ill. This comes 
of late hours. Indeed, my child, you must cease going to 
parties. Tell me how you feel exactly.” And she com- 
menced various maternal questionings and advice, which, 
if tender, were rather prosy and ont of place, as they entire- 
ly related to the physical welfare of her child. Such a 
thing as a tortured and diseased mind never entered into 
simple Lady Ovilvie’s caleulations, 

Katharine understood this, and drew back into herself at 
once, Her good ind tender mother was very dear to her, 
so far as natural and instinctive affection went, but in all 
else there was a wide gulf between them—now wider than 
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ever. Unfortunate Katharine! there was in the whole 
world no tie close enough to satisfy her soul, no hand strong 
enough to snatch her trom the abyss into which she was 
already about to plunge. 

* You shall go and lie down again, ny dear,” said the 
mother. But Katharine refused. She dared not be alone, 
and she longed for an opportunity to say that for which 
she had neryed herself. So, suffering her mother to place 
her comfortably on the sofa, she rested in apparent quict 
for halfan hour, Lady Ogilvie went in and out softly, and 
then settled herself to an occupation which was always 
heavy and irksome to her—writing a letter, Looking up 
with a sigh, after five minutes spent over the first three 
lines, she saw her daughter's eyes fixed intently upon her. 

* Dear me, Katharine, I thought you were asleep," she 
said, trying to conceal the note. 

* No,I ean not sleep. Who are you writing to, mamma?” 

“Only to Hugh—poor Hugh! J promised him I would. 
But you need not be angry at that, my child.” 

Katharine saw the opportunity had come: she seized it 
with a bold, desperate effort. ‘“ Mother, put away the let- 
ter and come here; I want to speak to you—abont Hugh." 
Her voice and face were both quite calm; the mother did 
not see that under the folds of the shawl with which she 
had covered her child the damp hands were so tightly 
elenched that the mark of the nails remained on the rosy 
palm. 

“Do not let us talk about IIugh, my darling; it was 
very sad, and your father and I were troubled and disap- 
pointed at the time, because we wanted to see our Iatha- 
rine happy, and we liked Hugh so much. But if you could 
not love him, why, you know, my child, we shall never teaze 
you any more on the subject. Pray be content Katha- 
rine rose up and looked her mother in the face. Years aft- 
er, when gentle Lady Ogilvie lay on a death-bed, she de- 
scribed that look, and said it ever haunted her, with the 
rigid colorless lips, the dark stony eyes, “neither smiling 
nor sorry.” 
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* Mother," said the girl,“ do not wonder at me—do not 
question me—but Thave changed my mind. I will marry 
Hugh, when he or you choose. Write and tell him so,” 
She put her hand to her heart for a moment, as if the effort 
of speaking had brought a pain there—as indeed it had, a 
sharp bodily pain; but she hardly felt it then. She sat up, 
and bore her mother’s startled, searching glance without 
shrinking, 

* Do you really mean what you say, Katharine? Will 
you make poor ilugh—make us all, so happy? Will you 
indeed marry him ?” 

“Twill” Lady Ogilvie, much agitated, did what nine 
out of ten gentle-hearted and rather weak-ninded wonien 
would do on such an oecasion—she caught her daughter to 
her bosom, and wept aloud. IXatharine repulsed not the 
caresses, but she herself did not shed a tear, A faint mis- 
eiving erossed the mothers mind. 

“My darling Katharine, you are happy yourself, are you 
not? You are not doing this merely to please your father 
and me? Much as we wished this marriage, we never will 
consent to the sacrifice of our child.” 

“Tam not sacrificing myself, mother.” 

“Then you really do love Hugh—not in a sentimental, 
girlish way, but enough to make you happy with him as 
your husband?” 

« My husband—Ilugh my husband?" muttered Katha- 
rine, with quivering lips; but she set them firmly together. 
The next moment her old manner returned. “ Mother, i 
marry Hugh because I choose; and when I say a thing I 
mean it—ay,and do it, too. You know that. Is this rea- 
son sufficient? I ean give half a dozen more if you wish.” 

“No, my dear love, no. Pray be quiet. Iam only too 
happy—so happy I don’t know what to do with myself” 
And she moved restlessly about, her eyes continually run- 
ning over, even while her mouth wore its most contented 
simile. 

“ Now, mamma, come here,” said Katharine once more, 
drawing the letter from its hiding-place. “Finish this. 
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Tell iiugh that I have thought over the matter again, and 
have changed my mind. I will marry him whenever he 
chooses. Only it must be soon—very soon.” 

“Ilow strange you are, my love! You do not seem to 
feel at all like other young girls.” 

“ Of course not—I never did. Now write as I say.” 

“T will—I will,dear! Only why must the marriage be 
so soon ?? 

“ Beeanse I might change my mind,” said Katharine, bit- 
terly. “Ihave done so once before. My nature must be 
very fickle; I want to guard against it, that is all, Now 
write, dear mother—write.” 

The letter was written and dispatched. "Then Katha- 
rine's strange manner passed away, and she seemed calm. 
So the prisoner, who writhes in agony on his way to the 
scaffold, on reaching it mounts with a firm and steady step; 
he shrank from the doom afar off; it comes, and he can 
meet it withont fear. 

Lady Ogilvie kept near her child the whole day. In 
Katharine’s demeanor she saw only the natural agitation 
of a young girl in such a position. She was most thankful 
that her dear child had made up her mind to marry Hugh, 
such an excellent young man as he was, and so suitable in 
every respeet. This marriage would unite the title and 
estate, keep both in the family besides, and prevent Kath- 
arine's leaving Summerwood. No doubt they would be 
very happy ; for if Katharine was not positively m love 
with her cousin, she liked him well enough, and it was al- 
ways best to have most love on the husband's side. So 
reasoned Lady Ogilvie, sometimes communicating her 
thoughts aloud. but Katharine received them coldly, and 
at last begged her to change the subject. The mother, 
ascribing this to natural shyness and sensitiveness, obeyed 
—as, indeed, she generally did—and only too glad was she 
to have her daughter by her side the whole day. 

“You have quite deserted your own little room, though 
I know you like it far better than this large, dull drawing: 
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room, Come, dear child, let us both go, and you shall sing 
for me in the Beady” 

“Not there! not there!” answered Katharine, shudder- 
ing. “Twill not go into that room. I hate it.” 

“Why so?” gravely said the mother, surprised, and vath 
er uneasy at these sndden whims, Kathariue recovered 
herself in a moment. 

“Did [not tell yon how fickle Iwas? There is a proot 
of it.” And she forced a laugh—but oh, how changed from 
the low, musical laugh of old! “Now fom t teaze me, theres S 
a dear TM. I have i right to be fanciful, have I not? 
Let me try to sing my whims away.” She began to ex- 
temporize, as she often did, composing music to stray poct- 
ry. First came an air, not merely cheerful, but breathing 
the desperation of reckless mirth. It floated Into a passiou- 
ate lament. When she ceased, her face was as white as mar- 
ble, and as rigid. She had ponred out her whole sonl with 
her sone; and, absorbed in a deep reverie, she had ealled 
up the past before her. She had filled tlie half-darkened, 
desolate room with light, and music, and gay laughter. 
poe the dear old piano she had seen standing a tall fig- 
ure, with folded arms, and eyes bent dreamily forward. A 
M nns and she must shunt it out forever—from heart, and 
fancy, and memory, This song was the dirge of her youth 
and t love. She closed the instrument, and i in that room 
orin that house Katharine vowed never to sing more. She 
never did ! 

Worthy Sir Robert Ogilvie was mightily astonished, 
when he eame home next day, to find his nephew Noone 
expected as a future son-in-law. He kissed his danghter— 
a ceremony performed solemnly at Christmas and Easter, 
or when he went on a journey told her he was much erati- 
fied by her obedience, and felt sure she wonld be exceed- 
ingly happy in her marriage. 

5 Only,” observed the sedate Baronet to his wife, when 
they were alone together, “it would have saved much 
trouble and annoyance if Katharine had known her own 
mind at first. But I suppose no women—especially young 
wonen—-ever do." 
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CHAPTER XXX. 


Deep as love, 
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret, 
Qh death in life—the days that are uo more! 
TENNYSON. 





Ir was the eve of the wedding-day—the day which was 
to unite, in newspaper parlance, * IXatharine, only child and 
heiress of Sir Robert Ogilvie, of Summerwood Park,to IIugh 
Ogilvie, Esq., only son of the late Captain Francis Ogilvie, 
of His Majesty's Service.” Never was there a better match, 
and so said every gossiping party in the village, from the 
eircle round the blacksmith’s warm, welcome forge, to that 
round the doctor's equally weleome tea-table. Every body 
had guessed how it would end, and only wondered it had 
not come off before. All the world and his wife were mak- 
ing ready for the next day; for the wedding was to be at 
the village church, with all necessary accompaniments of 
green boughs, young girls dressed in white, charity chil- 
den cote. ete, 

Love would ever fain seal its vows unobserved, in glad 
and solemn privacy; but no such impediment came be- 
tween Sir Robert and his desire for a little aristocratie os- 
tentation. “It was proper,” he said; “for the Ogilvies 
were always married and buried in public, with due cere- 
mony.” Katharine assented; and if there came a deeper 
and bitterer meaning to the set smile which her lips now 
habitually wore, her father never noticed it. She let them 
all do with her just what they pleased; so the joint con- 
ductors of the affair, Lady Ogilvie, Mrs. Fred Pennythorne, 
and Sir Robert, arranged every thing between them. 

On the wedding-eve the two former sat with the young 
bride in her dressing-room. It was strewed with attire of 
every kind—laces, silks, and satins, tossed about in beauti- 
ful confusion. The female ministrants at this shrine had 
been trying on the wedding-dress, and it hung gracefully 
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over the back of a chair, with the wreath and veil. Lady 
Ogilvie was just wiping, for the thousandth time, her ever- 
tearful eyes, and saying she did not know what she should 
do without Katharine, even for a month. 

“T dare say you will have to learn, aunt,” said Mrs. 
Frederick, who had been quite in her element of late, ad- 
ministering consolation, lectures, and advice, with all the 
dignity ofa newly-married lady. “ For my part, I wonder 
that Katharine likes the thought of coming back to Sum- 
merwood. I never would have married Frederick at all if 
I could not have a house of my own.” 

“T believe you,” said a cold, satirical voice, as Katharine 
looked np for a moment, and then continued her work, 
making white favors for some old servauts, who had beg- 
ged for this token from the bride’s own hands. 

“Really, my dear, how sharply yon take one np! You 
quite forget Iam married,” said Mrs, Pennythorne, tossing 
her head. “But I suppose we must humor you. Howev- 
er, things will be diflerent when yon are settled again at 
Summerwood.” 

“When Iam,” was the pointed reply. 

“When yon are!” echoed Mrs. Frederick. “Why, 1 
thought the matter was quite settled. Your father wishes 
it—and your future husband. Ah! when you are married, 
Hugh will make you do whatever he likes." 

* Hugh will do whatever I like," said Katharine, haughti- 
ly, and she knew she spoke the truth; the humble, loving 
slave of one man was fast becoming the tyrant of another. 
Itis always so. “Ask him the question yourself,” she add- 
ed, as the bridegroom put his beaming face in at the door. 

IIugh Ogilvie was a fine specimen of mere physical beau- 
ty—the beau ideal of a young country squire: most girls 
would have thonght him a very Apollo at a race-course 
or a county ball; and, though somewhat rough, he was not 
coarse, else how could Katharine have liked him? as she 
certainly did while they were only cousins. And since his 
affection for her had grown into the happiness of assnred 
love, his manner had gained a softness that was almost re- 
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finement. If with others he laughed loudly, and talked 
with some vulgarity, he never came into her presence, or 
within the sphere of her influence, but his tone at once be- 
came gentle and suppressed. Ile loved her very dearly, 
and she knew it; but the knowledge only brought alter- 
nately seornful triumph and torturing regret. 

* Cousin IIugh ! cousin Hugh! there's a pretty attempt 
at rebellion in your bonnie bride !? said Isabella, thippantly. 
“Tt vows and declares that it will not obey its husband, 
and does not intend to live at Summerwood.” 

« What 1s that about not living at Summerwood ?” said 
Lady Ogilvie, turning round uneasily, with her pocket- 
handkerchief at her eyes; “Katharine does not surely 
mean to say that! To lose her so would break my heart.” 

“Tt must not do that, mother; I hope it will not,” an- 
swered Katharine, steadily, * but I may as well say at first 
as at last that I ean not live here any longer; I am quite 
wearied ofthis dull place, and Hugh must take me away— 
as he promised he would when I engaged to be his wife. 
Is it not so, Hugh ?" 

* Yes, ves—but I thought—that is, I hoped—” stammer- 
ed the bridegroom, with a disappointed look. 

^ You thonght I should not expeet you to keep your 
promise? | Well, then, E see no necessity to keep my own.” 

“My darling Katharine, don’t say so!” cried the lover, 
in new anxiety, as he flew to her side and took her hand. 
She drew it away, not in eoquettish anger, but with a proud 
coldness, which she had already learned to assume. Al- 
ready—alread y the tender womanliness was vanishing from 
her nature, aud she who had once suffered the tortures of 
love was beginning to inflict them. 

«IIere's a pretty lovers quarrel; and the very day be- 
fore the wedding, too!” cried Isabella; “anunt, aunt, you 
and I had better leave them to make it up alone.” And 
Mrs. Fred Pennythorne led through the open door the still 
weeping and passive Lady Ogilvie, who now more than 
ever was ready to be persuaded by any body. To tell the 
truth, Isabella, who had not lost a jot of her envious tem: 
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per, rather hoped that the shght disagreement might end 
In a regular fracas, and so break off the marriage. 

Katharine was left alone with her bridegroom. She saw 
that the time was come for using her power, and she did 
use it. No statue could be more haughtily impassive than 
she, though not a trace of that contemptible quality, female 
sullenness, deformed her beautiful face. She ruled her lov- 
er with a rod of irou: in a minute he was before her, hum- 
bled and penitent. 

“ Watharine—dear Katharine—don’t be angry. I vill 
do any thing you like; only we should be so happy living 
here.” 

“T will not stay at Summerwood. I hate it. Hugh, 
you promised to take me away; remember that promise 
now, If yon love me, as you say yon do.” And Katharine, 
restless from the thought of the battle she had to win, and 
a little tonched by IIugh's gentleness, spoke less freezingly 
than before. 

*IfIlove yon? Yon know I do,” answered Hugh, fond- 
ly winding his arm round her neck. She thrust it back a 
moment, and then, smiling bitterly, she let it stay. He had 
a right to caress her now. * Katharine," continued he, 
“don’t you remember the time when we were children— 
at least you were—and I used to earry you in my arms 
through the fields? Don’t you remember the old times— 
how we went gathering blackberries—how I led your pony 
and tanght you to ride—do you think I did not love you 
even then? And though, when we grew up, we began to 
like different pursuits, and you were a great deal cleverer 
than I, didn’t I love you as much as ever—more, perhaps ?” 

* Yon did—vou did. Good, kind consin Hugh ™ mur- 
mured Katharine, with a pang ofself-reproach. She thonght 
of her old, happy childish days, before the coming of that 
wild, delicious, terrible love. 

* Well, then, Katharine, let us stay at Summerwood. It 
will please your father and mother, and me too—though I 
don't say much on that score, and I care little about my- 
self in eomparison with you; but it would be rather hard 
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to give up the shooting and farming, to shut cne’s self up 
in a close, nasty Loudon square. E really don’t think [ean 
consent to it.” Katharine rose from her seat—all her pass- 
ing softness gone. She was resolved to rule, and this was 
the first struggle. The victory must be gained. 

“Haugh Ogilvie,” she said, with a cold firmness, “I never 
deceived you from the first. I told you even when you 
came back to—to be my husband”’—she said the word 
without trembling or blushing—* that I did not love you 
as you loved me. But I liked you—had liked you from a 
child. I respected, esteemed you; I was willing to marry 
you, if you oe Is not flat true ?” 

“Tt is—it is,’ murmured the bridegroom, shrinking be- 
neath her proud Su 

“ But I made the condition that you should take me to 
live elsewhere—to see the world; that I should not be 
cooped up here—it tortures me—it kills me! I want to 
be free—and I will! Otherwise no power on earth skall 
persuade or foree me to marry you—not even though to- 
morrow was to have been our wedding-day.” 

“Was to have been! Oh, Katharine, how eruel you 
are! Say shall be, for indeed it shall. We will live wher- 
ever you like—only don’t give me up, Katharine. Iknow 
how little you care for me—I feel it; but you may come 
to care more in time, if yon will only let me love you, and 
try to make you happy. Indeed—indeed E would? — And 
the youug man, perfectly subdued, knelt before her as she 
stood, elasping her knees, with tears running down his 
clics. One flash of evil triumph lighted up Katharine’s 
face, and then, for the second time, a pang of remorse 
pierced her E The wickedness, the falsehood of the 
coming marriage-vow—the cruel trampling upon a heart 
which, whatever its shortcomings, was filled with love for 
her, Be od upon her mind. For a moment she thought 
of telling him all; there was a whisper within, urging her 
to implore his forgiveness, and. rather brave ne humilia- 
tion of hopeless, unrequited love, than the sin of entering a 
married home with a lie upon her soul. But while she hes- 
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itated, outside the door rang the light, mocking laugh of 
Isabella; and the world—its idle jests, its hateful pity— 
rose to her remembrance. Her proud spirit writhed. One 
struggle—the whisper grew fainter, aud the good angel 
fled. 

* Katharine, say you forgive me," pleaded ITugh; * you 
shall have your own way in this and every thing else, if 
you will only try to love me, and be my sweet, dear, pre- 
cious wife !” 

«I will," answered Katharine. If, as the Word saith, 
“there is joy in Heaven over one sinner that repenteth,” 
surely there must have been sorrow then over one fallen 
soul! 

The same night, lone after the whole house was hushed, 
a light might have been seen burning in one of the upper 
windows at Snmmerwood. It came from Katharine's cham- 
ber. There, for the last time, she kept vigil in the little 
room which had been her shut-up Eden in childhood, girl- 
hood, womanhood. ‘The very walls looked at her with the 
old faces into which her childish imagination had trans- 
formed their shadowy bunches of flowers, when she used 
to lie in bed—awake, but dreaming many a fanciful day- 
dream, before her mother’s morning summons and morning 
kiss—always her mother’s—broke upon this paradise of 
reverie. Then there was the bookcase, with its treasure- 
laden shelves, arranged so as to form a perfect life-ehroni- 
cle. The upper one was filled with old, worn child’s-books, 
two or three of Mrs. Hofland’s beautiful tales, such as the 
Clergyman’s Widow, the Young Crusoe, and the Barbadoes 
Girl—books which every child must love; beside them 
eame a volume of Mrs, Hemans's, and the delicious *Story 
without an End," showiug the gradual dawning of fancy 
and poetry in the young mind. And so the silent history 
went on. "The lower shelf was all filled with works, the 
strong heart-beatings of heavenly-voiced poets and glo- 
rious prose-writers — Shelley, Tennyson, Miss Barrett, Car- 
lyle, Bulwer, Emerson. And in this era of the chronicle, 
each volume, each page, was alive with memories of that 


THE OGILVIES. 233 


strong love which had been the very essence of Katharine’s 
life, out of which every development of her intellect and 
every phase of her character had sprung. 

She sat by the fire, rocking to and fro, on the little rock- 
ing-chair, which had been one of her fancies, and the sooth- 
ing motion of which had many a tìme composed and quiet- 
ed her in her light passing troubles. Beside her, on the 
table, lay the old worn-out desk she had used when a child, 
and in which, afterward, she kept her “treasures.” She 
opened it, and looked them all over. 

They were many, and curious, but all relating in some 
way or other to the great secret of her life. There were 
numberless fragments of stray poetry, or rather rhyme; 
some her own—some which she had copied—fragments 
made ever after sacred by some comment or praise of Paul 
Lynedon's. As she read these over one by one, her breast 
heaved with convulsive sobs. She choked them down and 
went on with her task. Other relics were there—the usual 
girlish mementoes—a heap of withered flowers, which day 
after day he had given her—and she had kept them all. 
Likewise some versions of a song, written in a bold, manly 
hand—Lynedon had done it to beguile the time while she 
was copying music, and had seribbled all along the sides 
of the page her name and his own. 

Apart from these, in a secret drawer, lay Paul's letter— 
his first and only letter. Katharine tore open its folds, 
and read it slowly all through. But when she reached the 
end, she dashed it to the floor. 

“< His Watharine—his own Katharine? And it was all 
false—false! Oh, poor fool that I was—poor, vain, eredu- 
lous fool—But it shall be sono more; I will erush him from 
my heart—thus—thus !” 

Her foot was already on the letter; but she drew back, 
snatched it once again, and pressed it wildly to her lips 
and her heart. 

There was one more relic: that sketch which bore such 
a curious resemblance to Pan] Lynedon—-the head of Keats. 
Katharine took the long-hoarded treasure from its hiding- 
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place, and gazed fixedly on it for a long time. Then the 
fountain of her tears was unlocked, and sobs of agony shook 
her whole frame. 

“Oh Paul! heart of my heart! why did you not love 
me? Is there any one in the world who would have wor- 
shiped you as I? I—who would have given my life to 
make you happy—who would now count it the dearest 
blessing only to lean one moment on your breast, to hear 
you say ‘My Katharine ? and then lie down at your feet 
and dic. Die? Shall I die for one who has thus cruelly 
deceived me? Nay; but I beguiled myself; I only was 
vain—mad—blind! What was I, to think to win hen ? 
Paul—Paul Lynedon—no wonder that you loved me not! 
I was not worthy—oh no—I was not worthy. Iam fit for 
nothing but to die !” 

In this fearful vigil of despair, fierce anger, and lingering 
love, the night wore ov. It seemed an eternity to the mis- 
erable girl, At last, utterly exhausted, Katharine sank 
ito a deadly calm. She sat motionless, her arms folded 
on the little desk, and her eheek leaning against the mourn- 
ful relies of a life's dream. Suddenly she heard the twit- 
ter of a bird, and saw her lamp grow pale in the daybreak. 
Then she arose, gathered up her treasures, laid them sol- 
emuly, one by one, on the embers of the dying fire, and 
watched until all were consumed. 

The next day—nay, the same day, for it was already 
dawn—Watharine Ogilvie was married. 





CHAPTER XXXI 
Seldom hath my tongue pronounced that name. 
K * x * * K % 
Bnt the dear love, so deeply wounded then, 
I in my heart with silent faith sincere 
Devoutly cherish till we meet again. —SouTHEY. 


We are about to break through all dramatic unity of 


place, and to convey our readers abroad. Suppose, then, 
the scene transferred to the Continent—-Italy—Florence. 
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But the reader need not shudder at the name, and expect 
long-winded descriptions of scenery—chapters taken at 
random from Murray’s Hand-book; since, for various rea- 
sons, we shall eschew all landscape-painting. 

There is, we understand—for truth forbids us to speak 
without this qualification—in Florence a pleasant square, 
which forms a general lounge for idlers, rich and. poor, na- 
tive and foreign, inasmuch as it contains à market, a euri- 
ous antique building—ealled, not wnappropriately, the Pa- 
lazzo Vecchio—and the town post-office. This latter place 
is of course the perpetual resort of foreigners who are anx- 
ious to snateh their precious home-remeimbrances from the 
well-known earelessuess of Italian officials, Thus, almost 
all the British residents, or passing visitors to Florence, 
may be secen at different times strolling round this square. 

Among them, one day in winter, were two ladies walk- 
ing slowly, the elder leaniug on her companion's arm. Be- 
neath the close black bonnet and veil of the taller one ap- 
peared the sharp, regular features of Mrs. Breynton. She 
looked a little older, perhaps, and a little more wrinkled ; 
but she was still the same Mrs. Breynton, the widow of 
the dean, with her tall, straight figure, and her canonically- 
flowing black robes. The young girl on whom she leaned 
was, it is needless to say, Eleanor Ogilvie. 

Dear Eleanor—the much-tried but yet happy, becanse 
loved and loving one! let us look once more on that slight 
drooping figure, like a willow at a brook side—that pale 
elear brow—those sweet, calm eyes! Dut adjectives and 
metaphors fail; she is of those whom one does not even 
wish to deseribe—only to look upon, murmuring softly,“ I 
love you—I love you!” evermore. And where there is 
love there must be beauty, perhaps the more irresistible 
because we can not tell exactly in what feature or gesture 
it lies. 

Time passes lightly over all equable natures; it had 
done so over Eleanor Ogilvie. Her mind and character 
were nearly matured when we first saw her, and a few 
years made little difference. Perhaps the fair check was 
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somewhat less round, and the eyes more deep and thought- 
ful, especially now, when a care heavier than ordinary 
weighed on her gentle spint. But it caused no jarring 
there—no outward sign of impatient trouble. To a heart 
so pure, even sorrow comes as a veiled angel. 

* [Tow cold it is, Eleanor!” said Mrs. Breynton, as the 
occasional east wind, which makes a Lombard winter al- 
most like a northern one, swept round the tower of the Pa- 
lazzo Veechio; “I do not see that Iam any the better for 
coming to Italy; it was much warmer at L E 
as she spoke, one might perceive that her voice had 
changed from the slow preciseness of old, to a sharp, quer- 
ulous tone, which seemed to ask, as if through long habit, 
for the soothing answer that never failed. 

* ftis indeed very cold; but this bleak wind only comes 
now and then. We may be sure that Doetor B was 
quite right when he ordered you to the South; and I think 
your cough is better already.” 

“Ts it?” said the invahd; and, to disprove the fact, she 
couched violently. “No, no—I shall die of asthma, I 
know, like my father, and my great-uncle, Sir Philip Wyelr 
nor.” Here there was a slight movement in the arm on 
which the old lady rested; it caused her brow to darken, 
and the thin lips, through whieh had unconsciously issued 
this rarely-uttered name, were angrily compressed. She 
did not look at her companion, but walked on in silence for 
some minutes. Nor did Eleanor speak, but her head droop- 
ed a little lower, and the moistened eyelash and trembling 
lip could have told through how much forbearance and 
meekness, daily exercised, had Philip's betrothed kept her 
promise to him. She was indeed as a danghter unto the 
stern woman who had once shown kindness toward her 
lover. It was a strange bond between the two, and form- 
ed of many conflicting elements. On one side, the very 
wrath of Mrs. Breynton toward her nephew made her heart 
cling with a sort ot compassion to tho young girl whom 
she deemed he had slighted; while, on the other hand, El- 
eanor forgot at times even the present wrong done to her 








THE OGILVIES. 2S7 


lover, remembering that Mrs. Breynton (vas Philip’s near 
kinswoman, and had once been, as far as her eold nature 
allowed, in the stead of a mother to him, There was still 
a lingering warmth in the ashes of that olden affection. 
Eleanor saw it many a time, even in the sudden anger 
aroused by some chance memento of Pinhp’s childhood: 
and, day by day, her whole thought, her whole aun, was to 
revive this former love. Thus silently, slowly, she pursued 
the blessed work of the peacemaker. 

They advanced toward the post-office, where, as usual, 
was a cluster of people anxiously straggling for letters, 
It would have been an amusing scene for a psychologist or 
a student of human nature; but the English ladies had too 
much interest on their own account to notice those around. 
They were trying to make their way through the crowd, 
which, trifling as it was, inconvenienced the precise Mrs. 
Breynton exceedingly. 

* Let us stay in the rear of this gentleman, who 1s prob- 
ably waiting for the English letters,’ whispered Eleanor, 
glancing at a tall, cloak-enveloped personage who stood in 
tront. Softly as she spoke, he seemed to catch the tone, 
for he turned round suddenly, and Eleanor recognized the 
face of Paul Lynedon. 

She had seen him more than once before—at least she 
fancied it was he—in their walks about Florence. But he 
had never indicated the slightest wish for a recognition. 
Now, it was difficult to avoid it. Their eyes met; her 
color rose, and there was a slight contraction of his brow; 
but the next moment he bowed with an easy grace and a 
polite smile that at once banished from Eleanor’s mind all 
regretful thought of the lover she had rejected. She held 
out her hand with a frank kindness; he took it with the 
same. There was no agitation, no pain visible in his coun- 
tenance, for there was none in his heart. A little annoy- 
ance or mortification he perhaps might feel on being un- 
pleasantly reminded of the time when he had “made such 
a fool of himself)” but he was too polite and too proud te 
betray the same in word or manner, 
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Panl Lynedon qnite overwhelmed Mrs. Breynton with 
his expressions Ed eratification at necting with two “ fair 
conntrywomen.” Ife was as agreeable as of old, but his 
manners wore less of the graceful charm which springs 
from a kindly heart, aud more of that ontward cmpresse- 
ment which sometimes assimilates to affeetation. It was 
evident that he had become a complete man of the world. 
He easily procured their letters. There were several for 
Mrs. Breynton, and two for Eleanor. IIugh's large, care- 
less handwriting marked one of the latter. She mo i 
and started in joyful surprise at the intelligence it eiu ii 
ed—the announcement of the intended marriage of her 
brother and cousin, In sisterly exultation, she proclaimed 
the news aloud. 

“How glad I am! how I always wished for this! Dear 
Hugh! dear Katharine! You remember Katharine, Mr. 
Lynedon *? were her hurried exelamations. 

Mr. Lynedon * remembered her quite well, as every one 
must—a sweet girl! Ue was indeed happy to hear she 
was married." This was not exactly true, as, mi running 
over the list of fair young ereatures who had looked favor- 
ably on himself, Paul had unconsciously fallen into the 
habit of including Katharine Ogilvie. She was a mere 
ehild then, to be snre, bnt she might grow up pretty; and 
if so, supposing ‘icy ever nret again, the renewal of his 
slight flirtation with her would be rather amusing than 
otherwise. At hearmeg of her marriage, ke felt an uncom- 
fortable sensation—as lie often did at the wedding ofany 
young girl who had appeared to like himself. It seemed 
to imply that Paul Lynedon was not the only attractive 
man in the world. Even when Eleanor, chaneing to draw 
off her glove, had unconsciously oxhibited the unwedded 
left hand, he pad elanced at it with a pleasnrable vanity. 
Though c was not in love with her now, and really won- 
dered how he ever could have been, still he felt a degree 
of self-satisfaction that no other man had gained the prize 
which he now blushed for ever having eke How gradu- 
ally the rust of vain and selfish worldliness had crept over 
Paul Lynedon’s soul! 
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“They must be married by this time,” observed Eleanor, 
referring to the letter. “Hugh says, I think, that it was to 
be very soon—ah ! yes, the 27th.” 

“Then to-morrow is the wedding-day,” said Lynedon. 
* Allow me thus early to offer yon my warm congratula- 
tions, with every good wish to the happy couple.” Eleanor 
thanked him, her heart in her eyes. Then he made his 
adieux, and disappeared among a group of Florentine la- 
dies, There was a ball that night in Florence, at which 
none were more brilliant or admired than the young En- 
glishman. He smiled as he listened to his name, brokenly 
and eoquettishly murmured by many a fair Italian dei. 
He did not hear from afar the wild moan of one stricken 
heart, that in lonely despair sobbed forth the same. Oh 
Life! how blindly we grope among thy mysteries ! 

Mrs. Breynton expressed the proper degree of pleasure 
in a few formal congratulations; but her knowledge of 
Hugh was small, and her interest in him still less, for the 
range of the good lady’s sympathies had never been very 
wide. Besides, she was somewhat shocked at the impro- 
priety of reading letters iu the street, and had. carefully 
gathered up her own budget for a quiet home-perusal. 
However, on reaching their abode, she condescended so far 
as to ask to see IIugh's letter. Eleanor gave it before she 
had herself quite red through the long and rambling effu- 
sion of a lover's delight. 

Over it the aged eyes seemed slowly to journey without 
a single change of expression. Eleanor watched the im- 
movable face, and marveled. A love-history of any kind 
is regarded so differently at three-and-twenty and three- 
and-sixty. But when Mrs. Breynton in her slow perusal 
reached the postscript, her countenance changed, grew 
pale, and then darkened. She hastily refolded the paper, 
laid it on the table, and, snatching up her own packet of 
letters, quitted the room. 

Eleanor again took Hugh's epistle, and read: “Cousin 
Bella was married lately to a Mr. Frederick Pennythorne. 
By-the-by, through this wedding, our old friend, or rather 
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yours, Philip Wychnor, has turned up again, The Penny- 
thornes know him, and Katharine met him at a grand liter- 
ary party. He asked after you, but he did not speak about 
Mrs. Dreynton. Is there any breeze between him and the 
old aunt? He is growing a celebrated author, having 
turned ont quite a genius, as Katharine says—and she 
must know, being so clever herself,” cte., ete. And the 
lover returned, of course, to the praises of his beloved. 

Eleanor paused, oppressed with many mingled feelings. 
It was now a long season since she had heard from Phihp, 
though she herself had written regularly. At first his sud- 
den silence pained her; and, casting aside all girlish ca- 
price and anger, she had sent more than one letter asking 
the reason, but no answer came. She then felt, not doubt 
of his faithfulness, but terror for his health ; until this fear 
was lightened by her continually tracing his name in va- 
rious literary channels, and on one occasion receiving, ad- 
dressed to her in his own handwriting, Philip's first pub- 
lished book. She marveled that even her loving and de- 
lighted acknowledgment of this still brought no reply. 
And yet she trusted him still. She would have doubted 
the whole world rather than Philip Wychnor's truth. 

Truthful and candid as she was, Eleanor had never sought 
to make her correspondence with her betrothed a clandes- 
tine one. Between herself and Mrs. Breynton there was a 
perfect silence on the subject, without attempt either at ex- 
planation or concealment. Mouth after month the post- 
bag of the palace had been trusted with these precious love- 
messages from one true heart to the other, therefore now 
no doubt of foul play ever crossed the mind of the young 
betrothed: she would have scorned to harbor such an un- 
worthy suspicion of Philip’s aunt. Still, Eleanor had need 
of all her courage and faithful love to bear this suspense. 
Even now, when she rejoiced at these good news of hin, 
her gentle heart was sorely pained that Philip himself 
should not have been the first to convey it. 

She dried a few gathering tears, and determined to trust 
him still, until the near termination of this Italian journey 
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should enable her to visit Summerwood, when some blessed 
chance would bring her face to face with her betrothed. 
Then she mechanically opened the second letter, which had 
been neglected for Hugh's. 

It informed her that sub-dean Sedley, the unwearied back. 
gammon-player of the Close, at L—, had died, and left 
her, Eleaner Ogilvie, sole legatee of all his iittle fortune ! 


CHAPTER XXXII. 


Cym. Oh disloyal thing, 
That should repair my youth; thou heapest 
A year’s age on me. 
Imo. I beseech you, 
Harm not yourself with your vexation: I 
Am senseless of your wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cym. Past grace? obedience? 
SHARSPEARE, 


Mrs. Breynton had the character of being a strong 
minded woman; but no one would have thonght so to sce 
her when, after leaving Eleanor, she proceeded to her own 
apartment and walked restlessly up and down, her whole 
countenance betraying the inward chafing of her spirit. 
She glanced carelessly at the letters she still held, and 
threw them down again. She was just beginning to grow 
ealm, when another packet was brought her with “ Mr. 
Lynedon’s compliments, and he felt glad to have been able 
to rescue the inclosed from further delay at the post.” 

Mrs. Breyntoun returned a polite message, put on her 
spectacles, and prepared herself to read the second edition 
of correspondence. The first of the batch was evidently 
interesting—as it might well be—for it looked the fac-sim- 
ile of that lawyer’s epistle which had communicated to 
Eleanor such important tidings. Mrs. Breynton was rising 
to summon her young friend, when the second letter caught 
her eye. It was addressed to Miss Ogilvic, yet she suatch- 
ed it up, and eagerly examined the handwriting. It resem 
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bled that of many a school-boy letter which at Midsummer 
and Christmas had come to the palace, which sne had 
deciphered—not without pleasure—from the flourishing 
“Dear Aunt,” to the small, cramped ending, “Your duti- 
ful and affectionate nephew.” It was still more like the 
careless college scrawl which had weekly informed her of 
Oxford doings in a frank, easy style, whose informality 
sometimes gained a grave reproof As she held the letter 
to the light, her fingers trembled, even though her brow 
was angrily knitted. Then she turned to the seal—a rath- 
er remarkable one. It was her own gift—she remembered 
it well—with the Wyehnor crest and a eross underneath. 
What trouble she had taken to have it engraved in time 
for his birthday! How dared he think of this, and use it 
now! 

Mrs. Breynton had never been a mother. No child had 
ever clung to her bosom, and nestled near her heart, to 
charm away all coldness and harshness there. Marrying 
without love, she had passed through life, and never felt à 
single strong affection. Perhaps the warmest feeling of her 
nature had been that which in her girlhood nnited her to 
her only brother. After this tie was broken, her disposi- 
tion grew cold and impassive, until the little Philip came 
—a sofiened image of the past, a vague interest for the fut- 
ure, Every lingering womanly feeling in her frost-bound 
heart gathered itself around the child of her dead brother; 
and with these new affections came a determination, Spring- 
ing from her iron will and inflexible prejudices, to make 
the son atone for the still unforgiven dereliction of the fa- 
ther in quitting that service of the sanctuary which had 
become part of the family inheritance. 

A female bigot is the most inveterate of all. The Smith- 
field burnt-offerings of Mary Tudor were tenfold more nu- 
merous than those of the kingly wife-murderer who called 
her daughter. Had Mrs. Breynton lived in those days, she 
would have rejoiced in a heretic-pyre. Therefore, when 
she tried to constrain her nephew to enter the Church, it 
was with the full conviction that she was doing her best 








TIIE OGILVIES. 945 


for his sonl as well as for his temporal interests. She loved 
him, as much as a woman like her could love; she desired 
his welfare; but then all good must come to him through 
one way—the way she had planned, ‘To this road she had 
alternately lured and goaded him. In his destiny she pro- 
posed to include two atonements—one on the shrine of the 
Church; the other, by his union with Eleanor, to the mem- 
ory of the girl’s forsaken mother. 

When the eonscientions scruples of the young man 
thwarted this great scheme of her hfe, Mrs. Breynton was 
at first paralyzed. That Philip should venture to oppose 
herself—that he should dare to doubt those ecclesiastical 
mysteries, without the pale of which she conceived all to 
be erime and darkness, was a greater shoek than even the 
shortcomings, of his father. She felt overwhelmed with 
horror and indignation—an indignation so violent that 
both then, and for a long time afterward, it caused her, like 
most bigots, to confound the sinner with the sin, until she 
positively hated the nephew who had once been to her a 
source of interest and pride. But, this first tempest of 
wrath over, she began to incline toward the lost one; and 
with a strange mingling of affection, obstinate will, and 
that stern prejndice which seemed to her darkened eyes 
the true spirit of religion, Mrs. Breynton determined, if 
she could not win, to foree her nephew into the path for 
which she had destined him. 

Long she pondered upon the best method of accomplish- 
ing her will; and, embittered as she was against Philip, it 
was some time before she could reconcile her pride aud 
her conscience to do that which, by driving him to de- 
spair, would at last bring home the repentant prodigal. 
But when, in her blindness, she had fully satisfied herself 
that “the end sanctified the means,” she commenced the 
plan which suggested itself as best. No more letters were 
received either by Philip or Eleanor. All were intercept 
ed and consigned to the flames, in Mrs. Dreynton's room. 
She did not open or read a single one; for, while: persuad- 
ing herself that she was fulfilling a stern duty, the dean’s 
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widow would have scorned to gratify idle curiosity or mal- 
ice. She could, selfdeceived, commit a great crime, but 
she could not stoop to a small meanness. Unmoved, she 
saw Eleanor’s cheek grow pale with anxiety, and fancied 
that all this time she was working out the girls future 
happiness; that the recreant lover would be brought to 
his senses, would immediately seek his betrothed. Once 
more under her roof—and Mrs. Breynton longed with a 
sickly longing to have him there once—she doubted not 
her influence over him. She could not lose him again. 

It would be a curious study for those who rightly and 
justly believe in the perfectibility of humanity to trace 
how often, at the root of the darkest, woe-creating crime, 
lurks some motive which, though warped to evil, has its 
origin in good. So it was with this woman. She stood 
looking at the letter, and thinking over the news which 
had come to her knowledge concerning Philip. It had ir- 
ritated and alarmed her to hear of her nephew’s success. 
She feared lest her own hold over him should grow weak- 
er as he prospered in the world. Indignant beyond en- 
durance, she crushed the letter in her hand, and—the seal 
broke! But for this chance she might have withstood the 
desire which prompted her, by plunging still deeper into 
deceit, to arrive at a clear knowledge of Philip's motives 
and intentions, so as thereby to guide her own. Tor a 
moment she paused irresolute, and then the evil wish con- 
quered—Mrs. Dreynton opened the letter. It seemed to 
have been written at various times, the first date being 
many weeks back. 

“ Hieanor !” it began—and the handwriting, which often 
betrays what words succeed in concealing, was tremulous 
and illegible—“ you said one day—that soft spring morn- 
ing, do you remember ?—when we stood together in the 
window, looking on the palace-lawn—your hand on my 
shoulder, and my arm encircling you, as it had a right to 
do then—you said that we must have no secrets from one 
another; that we must never suffer the faintest shadow to 
rise up between us. There has been none untilnow! Eb 
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anor, fearest—still dearest—shall I tell you what troubles 
ne? A doubt—idle, perhaps wrong, and yet it weighs 
me down. ITheard last night, by chance, a few words that 
I would only have smiled at but for your long silence and 
your departure from England. You have gone, as I under- 
stand, and without informing me. Was this quite right, 
my Eleanor? Still, there may have been a reason. My 
aunt—but I will not speak of her. Let me come at once 
to this idle rumor. They say—though I do not believe it 
—that three years ago—which must have been at the very 
time, the blessed spring-time when I first told you how 
precious was your love—another did the same. In short, 
that you were wooed—willingly wooed—by a Mr. Paul 
Lynedon, whom you met at Summerwood. Why did you 
never speak of this acquaintance—for of course he was 
nothing more? You could not—1uno, my Eleanor, my all- 
pure, all-true Eleanor !—you could not have deceived ine, 
when you confessed that I—such as I am, inferior in out- 
ward qualities to many, and doubtless to this Paul Lyne- 
don, if report be true—that I was dearer to you than all 
the world. How I hesitate over this foolish tale—let me 
end it at once. Well, then, they say that this same Lyne- 
don is now with you at Florence; that fact is certainly 
true. As for the rest—oh! my kind and faithful one, for- 
give me; but I am anxious, troubled. Write, if only one 
line. Not that I doubt you—do not think it; but still-- 
However, I must wait, for I have to find out your address 
by some means before I can send this.” 

The letter continued, dated later, “You do not know 
what I suffer from your silence, Eleanor. Ihave seen Hugh, 
your brother—ine that is to be. His careless greeting 
pained me. It was perhaps best to keep our engagement 
so secret, and yet it is humiliating. Hugh chanced to 
speak of your visit at Summerwood long ago; of Paul 
Lynedon, too—with that name he jestingly coupled yours, 
He said but few words; for his mind was too full of his 
approaching marriage—of course you are aware of it, Elea- 
nor? But these few words cut me to the heart. And I 
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must wait still, for IIngh has lost your address. No! I 
can not wait—it is torture I must go to L E 








eng , March 20th. 

** You see I am here—on the very spot, so sacred— but I 
dare not think of that now. Eleanor, I have learned —boe- 
lieve me, it was by mere chance, not by prying rudeiy into 
your affairs—I have learned that this story was not all 
talse—that Paul Lynedon was here—with you. And yet 
yon never told me! What must I think? There ts a 
cloud before me. I see two images—Eleanor, the Eleanor 
of old—true, faithful, loving, in whom I trusted, and would 
fain trust still; and the other Eleanor, secretly wooed of 
Lynedon, the heiress of Dean Sedley—you see I know that 
too. You need not have concealed your good fortune from 
me, but this is nothing compared to the other pang. I try 
to write calmly; yet if you knew—But I will rest until to- 
morro ~o Erga 

“T think the madness—the torture is over now. Al 
day—almost all night—I have been walking along our old 
walks; by the river, and beneath the cathedral shadow— 
in your very footsteps, Eleanor, as it seemed. Jean write 
to vou now and say what Ihave to say—calmly, tenderly, 
as becomes one to whom you were ever gentle and kind. 
Eleanor, if you Jove this man, and he loves you—he could 
not but do that!—then let no promise once given to me 
stand between you two. Mr, Lynedon is, as I hear, not un- 
worthy of you—high-minded, clever, rich, and, withal, cal- 
culated to win any woman's heart. If he has won yours, f 
have no right to murmur, Perhaps I ouzht rather to re 
joice that you will be saved from sharing the struggles 
and poverty which must be my lot for many years—it may 
be while Ive. De happy; I ean endure all; and peace 
will come to me in time. Eleanor, my A’leanor/—let me 
write the words once more—onlv onee—God bless you! 
He only knows how dearly I have loved, how dearly I do 
love you! But this love ean only pain you now, so F will 
not utter it. 
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“One word yet. lfall this tale be false—though I dare 
not trust myself to think so—then, Eleanor, have pity ; 
forget all E have said in my misery; forgive me—love me 
—take me to your heart again, and write speedily, that I 
may once more take to mine its life, its joy, its lost treas- 
ure! But if not, I will count your silence as a mate tare- 
well <A farewell! and between us, who—" 

Here two or three lines were carefully obliterated, and 
the letter ended abruptly with one last blessing, the mourn- 
ful tenderness of which would have brought tears to any 
eyes but those cold, hard ones that read it. 

Mrs. Breynton now discovered, like many another short- 
sighted plotter, that her scheme had worked its own ruin. 
With Philip’s final parting from Eleanor she herself would 
lose her remaining influence over his future destiny. And 
such a separation must be the inevitable consequence of 
the silence which could be the only answer to her nephew’s 
letter, unless she made a full confession of her own duplici- 
ty. And,even then, what wonld result? A joyful recon- 
eiliation, and Philip's speedy nnion, not with the portion- 
less Eleanor, but with Dean Sedley’s heiress, thus forever 
excluding that ecclesiastical life which now more than ever 
Mrs. Breynton wished to foree upon her nephew. She was 
taken in her own toils, She writhed beneath them; and, 
while helplessly she turned over in her mind some means 
of escape, a knock came to the door. The dull red mount- 
ed to her pale, withered cheek as Mrs. Breynton, with an 
instinctive impulse, tottered across the room, and hid Phil- 
ips letter in her eseritoire. 

“May I come in, dear friend %™ murmured a tremulous 
voice outside. And Eleanor entered, almost weeping, vet 
with a strange happiness shining in her face and mien. 
She had the lawyer's letter in her hand, and, without speak- 
ing, she gave it to Mrs. Breynton. The latter read it me- 
chanically, glad of any excuse to escape those beaming, in- 
nocent eyes. Then she rose up and touched Eleanor's 
brow with her frigid lips. 

* [wish you joy, Diy dear, You are a good girl, and de. 
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serving of all happiness. Mr. Sedley was right to leave his 
fortune where it would be worthily used. I hope that it 
may prove a blessing to you.” 

«It will! it will! Oh, how glad, how thankful I am!’ 
cried Eleanor, as her thoughts flew far over land and sea 
to where her heart was. hither she herself would soon 
journey, to drive away with one word, one smile, the light 
cloud which had come between her and Philip; and then 
pour out all her new store at his feet, joyful that she could 
bring to him at once both richness and happiness, worldly 
fortune and faithful love. 

Mrs. Breynton regarded her with a cold, suspicious glance. 

“T do not often seek to know your concerns,” she said, 
sharply. “Indeed, I have carefully abstained from inter- 
fering with them in any way ever since you have resided 
with me, Miss Ogilvie.” 

“Do not call me thus. Say Eleanor, was the beseech- 
ing answer. 

« Well, then, Eleanor, may I be exeused for asking why 
a not very worldly-minded girl like you should be so ex- 
traordinarily happy at receiving this legacy? What do 
you intend to do with it?” Eleanor was accustomed to 
the sudden changes of temper which the invalid often 
exhibited, but now there was a deeper meaning in Mrs. 
Breynton’s searching, irritated look. It brought a quick 
blush to the girl's cheek ; and, though she did not reply, 
she felt that her silence was penetrated and resented. 

* Are you going to leave me, now that you are become 
an independent lady 7” was the bitter question which deep- 
ened the flush still more. 

«T always was independent—Hugh took care of that— 
and, if not, I would have made myself so,” said Eleanor, 
ather proudly. “But you know I staid with you by your 
own wish—and my own too,” she added, in her gentlest 
tone, “to love you, and be a daughter to you. How coukl 
you think I should forget all this, Mrs. Breynton e 

“Well, we will not talk about that,” muttered the old 
lady, with a slight change of feature. — You will stay, 
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then? Other people may not be more forgetful of kind- 
ness shown to their old age than was Dean Sedley. You 
will not leave me, Eleanor ?” 

Eleanor threw herself on her knees beside Mrs, Breyn- 
tows chair. “We wil not leave yon,” she whispered. 
“Oh, dear friend! now this good fortune has come, let me 
be your very own—your child—your niece, and forgive us 
both. Indeed we have suffered very much—I and—Phil- 
ip!” The long-forbidden name burst from her lips accom- 
panied by a flood of tears. Mrs. Breynton started and 
stood upright. 

“Do you mean to tell me that you will marry that un- 
grateful fool! that beggar! who has insulted his aunt, and 
disgraced his family? Is this the way you show your love 
for me? Eleanor Ogilvie, you may become my niece if 
you will, but it shall be an empty name, for you shall nev- 
er see my face again. So choose between me and him 
whose name you have dared to utter. If I hear it spoken 
in my presence again, it shall be echoed by my lips too, 
but after it shall come a curse!” And the aged woman, 
overpowered by this storm of anger, sank back in her chair. 
Eleanor, trembling in every limb, sprang up to assist her, 
but she pushed her aside. 

“Call Davis; I want no one else. Go away.” Eleanor 
dared not disobey, for she was terrified at this burst of 
passion, the first she had ever seen in Mrs. Breynton. She 
summoned the maid, and was gliding ont of the room, 
when the old lady ealled her back, and said in a low, hoarse 
whisper: “ Remember, Eleanor, before either of us sleep 
this night, I will know your intention one way or the oth- 
er. I must have your promise, your solemn promise, to 
last your life long, or if not —" 

Her voice ceased, but her eyes expressed the rest. That 
look of anger, doubt, threatening, and yet entreaty, haunt- 
ed Eleanor for many hours. How sore a strait for one so 
young! Ter heart was almost rent in twain. It was the 
old contest, old as the world itself—the strife between duty 
and love. 
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Most writers on this subject are, we think, somewhat in 
the wrong. They never consider that love /s duty—a 
most solemn and holy duty! He who, loving and being 
beloved, takes upon himself this second life, this glad bur- 
den of another's happiness, has no right to sacrifice 1t for 
any other human tie. It is the fashion to extol the self- 
devotion of the girl who, for parental caprice, or to work 
out the happiness of some love-lorn sister, gives up the 
chosen of her heart, whose heart’s chosen she knows her- 
selfto be. And the man who, rather than make a loving 
woman a little poorer in worldly wealth—but oh, how rich 
in affection !—proudly conceals his love in his own breast, 
and will not utter it—he is deemed a self-denying hero! 
Is this right ? 

You writers of moral fietion, who exalt to the skies sac- 
rifiees such as these, what would you say if for any cause 
under heaven a wife gave up a husband, or a husband a 
wife, each dooming the other to suffering worse than 
death? And is the tie between two hearts knitted to- 
gether by mutual love less strong, less sacred, before the 
altar-vow than after it? Is not the breaking of such bond 
a sin, even though no conseerated ordinanee bas rendered 
the actual perjury visible guilt? 

When will you, who with the world-wide truths of the 
ideal show forth what is noblest in humanity, boldly put 
forward this law of a morality higher and more wholesome 
than all your tales of saerifices on filial and paternal shrines 
—that no power on earth should stand between two beings 
who worthily, holily, and faithfully love one another? 

By this law let us judge Eleanor Ogilvie. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 
Countess. Now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your salt tears' head. 
Helena. My dearest madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love, 
For loving where you do. —SHAKSPEARE, 

Ir was ahnost night before Eleanor was summoned to 
the chamber of Mrs. Breynton. The latter had already re- 
tired to rest; and Davis, on quitting the room, whispered 
that her mistress had seemed any thing but well for sev- 
eral hours. In truth, the thin, white, aged face that lay on 
the pillow was very different from the stern, haughty coun- 
tenance of old. If Mrs. Breynton had any idea of working 
out her purpose by touching Eleanor’s feelings, she cer- 
tainly went the right way to do so. The poor girl, strong 
as she had been a few minutes before, felt weak, alinost 
guilty now. She sat down beside the bed, silent and trem- 
NML. 

Mrs. Breynton did not speak; but the imperious eyes, 
which anger had lighted up with all the fires of youth, im- 
placably asked the dreaded question, Eleanor trembled 
still more. “ Dear Mrs. Breynton, do not Iet us talk now ; 
it is so late, and you are wearied. Let me wait until to- 
morrow.” 

a aill not wait. Inever break my word. 1 told 
you I must have an answer, and I will. Eleanor Ogilvie, 
before I sleep you must promise that yon will not throw 
away yourself and your fortune by marrying that vile, dis- 
honored, ungrateful nephew of mine.” 

Eleanor's spirit was ronsed. Is there any loving wom- 
an’s that would not be? “ You are mistaken, Mrs. Breyn- 
ton; such appellations are not meet for Philip Wychnor.” 

“Ah! you dare utter his name after what I have said! 
Have you forgotten ?" 
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“I have forgotten all that was wrong—all that yon your. 
self would soon wish to forget. Why do you feel so bit- 
terly toward him—you, whom he loved so dearly—yon, 
who loved him too, once, and thought him so good and so 
noble-minded—as ea ls still E 

^ It is a lie! and you defend him to my face !" 

* Because he has no one else to defend him. And whe 
but I shonld have a right to do so—I, who love him, and 
have loved him since [ was a girl—I, who have known ev- 
ery thought of his heart—who am his phghted wife in the 
sight of heaven? Oh, Mrs. Breynton, how can yon ask me 
to give him up?" The speech, begun firmly, ended with 
tearful entreaty. Even the storm of invective that had 
risen to Mrs. Dreynton's lips died away unuttered. It 
might be that for the moment she saw 1n the pale, droop- 
ing face and clasped hands the likeness of Eleanor's dead 
mother, with all her struggles and sufterings.— The harsh 
voice beeame a little softer when she said,“ You are blind- 
ed, KMleanor, or you would see that it 1s for your own good 
I ask this. Yon do not give up Aim—he gives up yor. 
Nay, do not speak—I say he does. Where is the honor of 
a man who keeps a young girl waiting for him year after 
year? A worthy lover he is, who talks of his sentimental 
affection, and forsooth says he is too poor to marry, while 
by his own folly he chooses to remain so! This ìs how he 
would treat you, until you grow old, and then he would go 
and marry some one younger and richer. It is like men; 
they are all the same!” = The old lady pansed à moment to 
look at the young creature before her. Eleanor had risen 
and stood by the bedside, not weepiug, but composed. 

* Mrs. Dreynton,? she said, in à low, quiet. tone, ** you 
have been ever kind to me, and J am grateful. Besides, 
you are dear to me for your own sake, Bud for his, w hose 
name I will not speak if it offends yon. But I can go no 
further. It pains me very much to hear you talk in this 
way. I owe you all respect, but I also owe some to him 
whose wife I have promised to be." 

“And you will—in spite of all—yon will be his wife ?” 
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ec Yes p, 

The word vas scarcely above a breath, but it said 
enongh. Love had given to the timid, gentle-hearted girl 
à strength that was able to stand firm against the world. 
To that 4 Yes !? there came no answer. lt controlled even 
the outburst of Mrs. Breynton’s wrath. She lay silent, un- 
able to remove her eyes from this young girl, so meck and 
yet so resolute—so patient, yet so brave. But, though re- 
strained by this irresistible influence, the storm raged with- 
in until it shook every fibre of the aged frame. 1t seemed 
as though in her life's decline Mrs. Breynton was destined 
to feel the vehement passions which in her dull youth and 
frigid middle age had never been awakened. 

Eleanor, startled by her silence, yet drawing from it a 
faint ray of hope, gathered courage. Kneeling down by 
the bedside, she would have taken one of Mrs. Breynton’s 
hands, but they were too tightly clenched together. 

“Dear friend—my mother’s friend!” she cried, “do not 
try me so bitterly. If you knew what it costs me to say 
this one word—and yet I can not but say it. How can I 
give up my own Philip?” Andin the sorrow and strug- 
ele of the moment she spoke to Mrs. Breynton as in her 
maiden timidity she had never spoken to any human be- 
ing. “Has he not been my playfellow, my friend, these 
many years? Did not you yourself first teach me to love 
him by telling me how good he was, and by bringing us 
constantly together, boy and girl as we were ?" 

*T did—I did. I wished to atone to poor Isabel's child 
for the wrong done to her mother. Fool that I was, to 
vut son of such. a father !^ 

Not heariug, or not noticing the words, Eleanor went on 
with her earnest pleading. 

“Wow could we help loving one another; or, loving, 
how could we, by your will, break at once through these 
dear ties, and never love each other again? Mrs. Breyn- 
ton, Lowe you much, but I owe Philip more. Ie chose me; 
he gave me his true, noble heart, and I will keep it faithful- 
ly and truly. He loves me, he trusts me, and I will never 
forsake him while I live.” 
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Mrs, Breynton saw her last chance of regaining pow2r 
fading from her, and yet she dared not speak. Goaded on 
almost to madness, she gazed on that voung face, now 
grown serene with the shining of the perfect füith and per: 
teet love which “ casteth out fear.” It did not shrink even 
trom those gleaming eves, wherein the wild fires ef stormi» 
est youth contended with the dimness of age. 

" Eleanor Ogilvie," she said, hoarsely, * what do yon in: 
tend to do with this fortune ?? 

"To wait until I again meet him who has a right to all 
my love—all my riches, and then.if he so wishes, to make 
both his own." 

At these words Mrs, Drevnton, driven to desperation alike 
by wrath and fear of discovery, snatched blindly at any 
means of keeping asunder. tor a time at least, those two to 
whom a few words of heart-contidence would reveal all her 
own machinations, 

* You are mad—deceived,” cried she, vehemently. “How 
do vou know that he remembers you still? What does 
your brother's letter say ?—that he 1s gay; prosperous." 

“There is nothing in that to pain me. Philip, happy, 
loves me as well as Philip, sorrowtul," she murmured, say- 
ing the last words in a musing tone. 

"Then why does he not show his love? Why does he 
not come and elaim vou to share his fortune? But I tell 
vou, Eleanor Gyilvie, you are blinded by this folly. I 
know"—and for the first time her lips shrank not from a 
deliberate lie—^ I know more than you do of his selfishness 
and unworthiness. He only waits an exeuse to cast vou otl. 
IIe has said so.” 

Eleanor shrunk back a little, and a shght pain smote her 
heart. ^ Will yon tell me—"^ 

" No, no. I will not tell you any thing.” hastily said the 
conscience-stricken woman, “They who informed me spoke 
troth gael firmly believe.” 

“But Z do not—Iought not.? And once more the bean- 
tiful light of confiding love returned to the face of the vonng 
betrothed. “Who knows Philip Wychnor so well as I? 
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Therefore it is I who should trust him most. And I do 
trust him!” 

“Then you will leave your mother's friend, who would 
have been a mother to vou—leave her without a child to 
comfort her old age." 

* What shall I do—what ought I to dot” cried Elea- 
nor, her gentle heart wrung to the very core by this con- 
flict. 

“Go awav—go away. I never wish to see vour face 
again!’ And the voice rose sharper aud sharper. Mrs. 
Breynton litted herself up in bed, with flashing and out- 
stretched hands, which she shook with a threatening gest- 
ure, as though the malediction whieh Philip had scarce 
escaped were about to fall on his affianecd. 

Eleanor, mute with horror, instinetively moved towards 
the door; but, on reaching it, she stood irresolute. It was 
one of those erises which sometimes oceur in life, when 
right and wrong seem confounded; when we feel ourselves 
driven blindly along without power to sav. " This i is the 
true I will walk therein, God helping me." Poor 
Eieanor! in either eourse she took, all seemed darkness, 
suffering. and, still more, sin. Strong as she was in her 
faithful devotion to Philip, when she thonght of Philip's 
aunt, she felt almost as if she had done wrong. From an 
impulse more than a settled intent, she laid her hand again 
on the door, paused a moment, and then re-entered the 
chamber. 

Mrs. Breynton was leaning forward with her face on her 
hands: the storm of passion had spent itself. and tears were 
dropping fast between her poor thin fingers.  Eleanors 
heart jene towards the desolate woman with resistless 
tenderness. She put her arms round her: she laid the aged 
head on xe young bosom, just as she n used to rest her 
cwn mother's during many a long night of suilerine—as 
she had done on that last nel "until the moment when 
suffering merged into the peaee of death. The action 
awoke all these memories like a tide. The orphan filt 
drawn with a fullness ot love to her who had been the 
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friend of the dead, and the motherless and the childless 
clung together in a close embrace. 

“You will not send me away from you, Mrs. Breynton ?” 

“Never!” was the answer. “And you will stay with 
me, Eleanor, my child; that is, until—No, I can not talk 
about it yet; but in time—in time—” 

Mrs. Breynton said no more; and this was the only ex- 
planation to which they came. Yet Eleanor felt satisfied 
that a change had passed over the mind of Philip's aunt— 
slight, indeed, but greater than she had ever dared to hope. 
From that night the icy barrier seemed broken down be- 
tween them. "Phough Mrs. Dreynton never spoke of her 
nephew, still she bore at times the chance mention of his 
nime; and often, even after it had been uttered, she would 
regard Eleanor with a vague tenderness, and seem on the 
point of saying something which yet never rose to her lips. 
This filled the young girl with happy hope, so that she 
bore patiently the long silence between herself and Philip, 
waiting until her return home should solve all doubt, and 
show hun that even this temporary alienation was a sacri- 
fice for his sake, in order that the work of the peacemaker 
night be finished with joy. 

Eleanor never guessed from how much remorse sprang 
the new gentleness which the dean's widow continually 
showed towards her. After a little longer sojourn abroad, 
Mrs. Dreynton began restlessly to long after home, instan- 
cing the necessity for Eleanor’s being at L to look after 
her own little fortune. The young girl prepared gladly 
for the journey, and tried to see in the reason urged only 
an excuse framed by this still haughty spirit, willing and 
yet halfashamed to make the concession that would give 
so much happiness. And with such diverse feelings did 
Mrs. Breynton and her young companion again set foot in 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 


Most men 
Are cradled into poesy by wrong : 
'They learn in sutfering what they teach in song. 
SHELLEY. 





Life is real—life is earnest, 
And the grave is not its goal; 
* Dust thou art—to dust returnest," 
Was not spoken of the soul.— LONGFELLOW. 


“So your young bridesmaid has really followed your 
example, and is gone on her honeymoon trip,” said Mrs. 
Pennythorne, as she nervously prepared herself for the 
martyrdom of a drawing-room ¢ée-d-téte with her stylish 
daughter-in-law. This was after the usual Sunday dinner 
—the hebdomadal sacrifice on the family shrine—which its 
new member always considered a “ horrid bore.” 

“Yes, indeed, and has come back again, too,” answered 
Mrs. Frederick, throwing herseli on a sofa by the window, 
while the elder Mrs. Pennythorne sat bolt upright by her 
side on one of the frail, comfortless fabrics which her hus- 
band’s omnipotent taste had provided for the drawing- 
room chairs. “They made a short wedding tour, did 
Hugh and Katharine—Mr. and Mrs. Ogilvie, I mean; but 
one can't get over old habits, and my cousins and I were 
such friends, especially Hugh,” simpered the young bride. 

“Were you, indeed ?—oh, of course, being relations,” 
absently replied Mrs, Pennythorne. She made the quiet- 
est and most submissive mother-in-law in the world to Isa- 
bella; indeed, to tell the truth, she was considerably afraid 
of her son’s gay, fashionable wife. “They seemed both 
very nice young people; I hope they will be happy,” add- 
ed she, in a vain attempt to converse. 

“Happy? Oh,I suppose so! She is not the best of 
tempers, to be sure; and I don't think Hugh would have 
married her if he had not been dragged into it, so to speak. 
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He used to pay me a great deal of attention once.” Mrs. 
Pennythorne opened her eyes a little wider than usual. 
She thought this style of conversation rather odd in her 
son's wife, but it was, perhaps, the way of fashionable 
young ladies. She merely said “Indeed!” and looked out 
of the window, watching the people of the square going to 
evening service, and listening to the heavy, monotonous 
tone of the solitary bell. 

“ How disagreeable it mnst be to live near a church!” 
said Isabella. “Ihate that ding-dong, it is so annoying— 
especially when it tolls for a funeral.” 

Mrs. Pennythorne shivered perceptibly. 

“Oh, we have not many funerals here; it is a very 
healthy neighborhood.” There was a silence, during which 
the dull sound of some one coughing feebly was heard in 
the next room. 

“Can you amnse yourself with a book for a minute or 
two, while I go and speak to Leigh? LTalways do so after 
dinner,” said the mother, meekly apologizing. 

“Oh yes! And, by-tho-by, that reminds me I have not 
yet asked after Leigh. Hoe is much as usual, I suppose ?" 

* A httle better, we think. Ile likes those drives in 
your pony-chaise so much, and they are sure to do him 
good.” 

* Well, lie can have the carriage any morning. I never 
stir out till after luncheon. Only he must not go too far, 
so as to tire out the horses before I want them." 

“There 1s no fear of that. Leigh can not take long 
rides. Ife does not get strong very fast. The doctor says 
we must not expect it at present. But it is such fine May 
weather now, and he is really improving,” said Mrs. Penny- 
thorne, moving from the room. 

Isabella looked after her, and tossed her head. “None 
are so blind as those who won't see," said she to herself. 
Then glancing down at her splendid, gay-tinted satin, 
“Tow provoking it will be to put it aside for horrible, un- 
becoming black; and one can’t take to one’s wedding- 
dresses twelve month's after marriage. What a nuisance 
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it is—that boy dying!” And during the ten minutes of 
solitude Mrs. Frederick oceupied herself in considering 
whether, considering all things, it would not be advisable 
to give her first evening party at once, without postponing 
it for the usual prior round of bridal entertainments. 

“One may as well make the most of time, for one never 
knows what may happen,” said the young wife, whose 
whole life of vain heartlessness was a contradiction to the 
inoral she drew. Mrs. Pennythorne returned to her seat 
by the window; and the elder and younger matron tried 
to keep up a desultory talk, broken by two or three ill-con- 
cealed yawns from the latter. 

“I beg your pardon, but one always gets so stupid at 
this time of tbe evening—at least I do. I quite hate the 
twilight.” 

“We might shut it out and have candles, only I prom- 
ised Leigh that I would watch for Mr.Wyclnor round the 
square: he never misses coming on a Sunday evening, you 
know, and the boy is so glad to see him. Perhaps you 
would not mind waiting a little without lights, just to hu- 
mor poor Leigh ?" observed the mother-in-law, humbly. 

“Oh dear no! don't inconvenience yourself on my ac- 
count," languidly answered Mrs. Frederick; and after in- 
wardly resolving to make one last attempt to keep “ that 
nice young Wychnor” by her side in the drawing-room, in- 
stead of suffering him to spend nearly the whole evening, 
as nsual,in Leigh’s room, Isabella began to dilate on her 
favorite subject, “my cousins, tlie Ogilvies"—their great 
wealth and eonnections—the beautiful villa that Hugh and 
Katharine had taken in the Regent's Park, and the elegant 
and costly style in whieh it was furnished. Contented with 
monosyllabic answers, Mrs. Frederick had thus gone on for 
a quarter of an hour, when her mother-in-law interrupted 
her with the information that she mnst go and tell Leigh 
that Mr. Wychnor was turning the corner of the square. 
Thereupon Isabella smoothed her dress, pulled her ringlets 
out properly, and awaited Mr. Wychnor’s entrance. The 
preparation was vain, for he went at once to Leigh’s room. 
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“Tt is better to go to the house of mourning than to the 
house of feasting.” And better, far better, to stand face to 
face with the strnggling, the sorrowfal, nay, even the dy- 
ing, than to dwell entirely amidst a world of outside show. 
More precious is it to trace the earnest throbs of the most 
wounded heart, than to live among those human macnines 
to whom existence is one daily round of dullness and fri- 
volity. Looking on these, Youth, with its bursting tide of 
soul and sense, shrinks back aghast: “Oh, God !” rises the 
prayer, “let me not be as these! Rather let my pulses 
swell like a torrent, pour themselves out and cease—let 
heart and brain work their work, even to the perishing of 
both—be my life short like a weaver's shuttle, but let it be 
a life full, strong, rich—perchance a day only, but one of 
those days of heaven which are as a thousand years P’ 

When Philip Wychnor came into Leigh's room the boy 
had fallen asleep—as he often did in the twilight. He 
roused himself, however, to give his friend a weleome; bnt 
his mother and Philip persuaded him to rest again until 
tea. Just then the sharp call of “ Cillie, my dear,” resound- 
ed through the house, and Mrs. Pennythorne vanished. Phil- 
ip Wychnor sat in the growing darkness, holding the fecble 
hand in his, and listening to the breathing of the sleeper. 
It is a solemn thing, this vigil beside those over whom, 
day after day, the shadow of death is creeping, whom we 
seem to be ourselves leading—walking step by step with 
them to the very entrance of the dark valley. Strange it 
is to think that there we must leave them—needing our 
enidance and support no more; that in one day, one hour, 
the poor frail ones, who have for months ching helplessly 
to us almost for very existence, will be bodiless spirits, 
strong, glorious, mighty! looking down, it may be, with 
divine pity on our weak hnmanity. Then, perchance, with 
a power the limits of which are yet unrevealed—those to 
whom we ministered may become themselves glad minis- 
trants tous. As the young man, in all the strength of his 
youth, sat beside that scarcely-breathing form, where clay 
and spirit seemed linked together by a thread so fine that 
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each moment might dissever them for eternity, he felt a 
strange awe come over hun. 

There are many phases which the human soul must go 
through before it can attain even that approximation to the 
divine which is possible on earth. We cling to prop after 
prop; we follow longingly whichever of earth’s beautiful 
and blessed things seems most to realize that perfect ideal 
which we call happiness. Of these joys, the dearest, the 
truest, the most satisfying, is that which lifts us out of our- 
selves, and unites us in heart and soul—ay, and intellect 
too, for the spirit must find its mate to make the union per- 
feet—with some other human being. This blessed bond 
we call Love. But the chances of fortune come between 
us and our desire; the hght passes, and we go on our way 
in darkness. There are times when we must stand alone, 
and see earth’s deepest and most real joys float by like 
shadows! Alas! we can but stretch out our arms toward 
that Infinite, which alone is able to fill the longings of an 
imniortal spirit. Then with our wounded souls lying na- 
ked and open before the Beholder of all, we look yearning- 
ly toward the eternal and divine life, complete, unchange- 
able, and ery with solemn, thankful voice, “O God, thy 
fullness is sufħcient for me; O God, thy love is an all- 
boundless store.” 

Through this portion of his inward life had Philip pase 
ed. But, while learning the deepest mystery ofall, he also 
gained other knowledge, other power. It seemed as though 
his intellect had sprung up, strong and mighty, from the 
ashes of the fire which had consumed his heart. Perhaps 
the same would be the seeret history of almost every poct- 
sonl, whose words go forth like hehtning; man heeding 
not the stormy cloud and tempest from whence it leaps 
forth.  Philip's world-ideal had been the woman he loved ; 
wien that became a dream, as he now deemed it was, all 
human love seemed to pass ont of that world with her. 
The heart’s life shnt out—the soul’s life began. 

Within his spirit there dawned à new energy—an irre. 
sistible power to work, to will, todo. The individual sense 
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was merged in the universal; he felv the deep fountain of 
his genins springing up within him. After à season of 
wrestling with that strong agony of erushed love—which, 
thank God! no human being can know any more than 
ouce—he arose, ready to fight the glorious battle, to begin 
the blessed toil of those whom Heaven sends as lights unto 
the world. 

Ile had been called an author. Now he became one. 
ÍIe joined that little band oftrue brothers to whom author- 
ship is a sacred thing; alay priesthood, which, wearing the 
garb of ordinary fraternity, carries beneath it evermore an 
inward conseeration, Philip wrote not with the haughty 
assumption of an apostle among men: sometimes 1n his 
writings the deepest truth, the purest lore lay coiled, ser- 
pent-like, beneath garlands of flowers. But he never for- 
cot his mission, though the word, often so falsely assumed, 
had not once passed his lips. God's truest messenger is 
sometimes not the Pharisee who harangues 1n the temple, 
but the Publican who passes unnoticed by the wayside. 

Yet Philip Wychnor had his share of honor and repute. 
Every day his fame was growing; but there was one dif- 
ference between his present life and his past. The work 
itself brought pleasure—at least that sense of duty fulfilled 
which is likest pleasure; the mere fame bronght none, He 
had no care whether it came or not. For two ends only is 
renown precious--for ambition's sake and for love's. Phil- 
ip had neither; hfe to him seemed now made, not for hap- 
piness, but for worthy toil. Ile stood in the world's vine- 
yard, not as a joyful gatherer of fruit, but as a laborer, pa- 
tient aud active, yet looking toward the day's elose as to- 
ward its cliefest joy. 

Was, then, this brave heart, worthily struggling with 
and surmounting fate, utterly without memories of the 
sweet past? Was it grown so indifferent that oblivion 
pronght no pam? Let many a fearful hour of suffering— 
in the dead of night, at intervals in the day's toil, or in sea- 
«ons of good fortune wherein there was no sharer, and of 
fame become all joyless now—let these tell that the young 
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man now mourned over his buried dream. Perchance this 
sorrow oppressed him even when on this night he sat in 
the darkness beside the sick boy. Leigh’s deep sleep left 
Philip’s thonghts that liberty of range which is bliss to the 
happy—to the suffering, or those who have suffered, torture 
indeed. The young man sighed heavily many times. 

“ Are you unhappy, Philip?” whispered a faint voice, and 
the damp fingers he held twined feebly round his ow. 

“My dear Leigh! I thought you were asleep.” 

* No, not for some mimutes; but I fancied you were, un- 
til those deep sighs came. We never sigh when we are 
asleep, you know.” 

“Very seldom: there is no sorrow in sleep,” murmured 
Philip, as if his words had a deeper sense than their appar- 
ent one. He had somehow canght a little of this habit of 
twofold speech from his constant associate and fnend, Da- 
vid Drysdale. 

“What are you saying about sorrow ?? asked Leigh. 
* What have you been thinking of? Not that old grief of 
whieh you never speak; and which, when I found out that 
it was in your heart, you said I could not understand? I 
can understand many things better now ; perhaps I might 
this. And you often say I do you good at times.” 

* Always—always, my boy! Only let us talk of some- 
thing else now. De content, Leigh; indeed I am so too, as 
content as one can be in this sorrowful world.” 

“Is it so sorrowful, this world of yours ?” 

* Why do you say * yours, Leigh?” 

* Decause—because— you know why, Philip;? and the 
voice became feebler, more solemn. inven Was no answer; 
Philip could not breathe the lie of hope to the spirit whieh 
seemed already spreading its pure wings. Both were silent 
for a while, but the mute hand-clasp between them appear- 
ed to say «T go!” “Yea, thou goest, blessed one!” Leigh 
was the first who spoke. “Iam not afraid, scarcely sorry 
—and yet, perhaps-—Oh, Philip! if you know how often in 
the old times I wished—earnestly wished, that it might be 
thus with me—that I might get away from that dull life 
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of torment. And now, when the wish comes true, I some. 
times have thought that I should like to stay a little lon- 
ger, that I might do something to atone for these eighteen 
wasted years. You would not think me thus old, childish 
as J am? yet at times I feel so weary, so worn, it might 
have been a life of eighty years which [lay down. Then 
aeain, even when my body is weakest,my soul feels so clear 
and strong that I shrink from this coming quiet—this deep 
rest.” 

“Not all rest,’ answered Philip, softly. “God never 
meant it so; He, the Creator, the Sustainer, knows no idle 
repose. Neither shall we, Wis servants. We shall work 
His will—how, we ean not tell, but we shall do it, and re- 
jolcein the doing. Think, Leigh, how glorious to pass from 
weakness to strength—from suffering to action; perhaps to 
be Heaven’s messengers throughout the wide universe; 
fecling nearer Him, because, in one measure, we share His 
divinest attribute—that of dispensing good.” 

in the darkness, Philip could not see the face of the al- 
most dying boy, but he felt the hand which he still held 
drawn nearer to its fellow, and both clasped, as in prayer, 
his own still between them. It seemed that even then 
Leigh could not relinquish the hand whieh had brought 
light into his darkness, and guided him on until he stood 
at the death-portal, looking thereon calmly and without 
fear. 

“This is so happy to hear!” Leigh said, after a pause. 
“ Philip, your words are like an angel’s—they always were 
so to me; and some time—not now, but you know when 
—will you tell my mother all this? and say how it was 
that I never spoke thus to her, because she could not bear 
it. But you will remember it all, and it will sound as if I 
said it—not in my poor, weak, ehildish words, but with tho 
voice which I shall have then." Philip promised. A little 
while longer they talked mostly in this strain, and then the 
mother came in with a light. 

* How well Leigh looks to night!” she said. And truly 
there was a strange spiritual beauty over the boy’s face 
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“ He seems so quiet and happy! Yon always do hin good, 
Mr. Wychnor.” 

And then through the open drawing-room door came 
Mrs. Frederick’s titter, and her husband’s loud chatter, 
while above all sounded Mr. Peunythorne’s decisive tone. 

“ Cillie, my dear, don't forget to tell that excellent young 
man that we ean not do without him any longer; send 
your ever-erumbling boy to bed, and ask Mr. Wycehnor to 
come into the drawing-room." 

“Yes, do go, Philip,” whispered Leigh; “it will please 
my father—he thinks so much of you now.” He did in- 
deed; for Mr. Pennythorne was a very Ghebir in his way 
—he always turned worshipingly towards the rising sun. 

Philip assented—as he would have done to any wish of 
poor Leighs. After an affectionate good-mght, and a 
promise to come next day, he passed from the sick boy’s 
room, the solemn antechamber of death, into the world— 
the hollow, frivolous world—-of Mr. Pennythorne. 


CHAPTER XAXY. 
Many waters can not quench love, neither can the floods drown it. . . . 
For love is strong as death: jealonsy as cruel as the grave.—SoLomon. 

Ler us follow Wyechnor where his presence was so ener- 
getically demanded. In the drawing-room of Blank Square 
no one could be more abundantly welcomed than he. Mr. 
Pennythorne now delighted to honor his “very clever 
young friend,” and told to every body the story of Philip’s 
first coming to London with the introduction to himself 
He would probably repeat the same, with additions, for the 
benefit and instruction of every young nan whom he chose 
to patronise for the next ten years. 

«lfappy to see you, my dear Norwyeh — Wychnor, I 
mean," said Mr. Pennythorne, correcting himself, sinee the 
amusing sobriquet which he had conferred on the poor tu- 
tor was hardly respeetful enongh to the rising author. 
* Here we are all striving to get through the evening: Fred 
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is more sleepy than ever, and my fair danghter-in-law evi: 
dently thinking she has entered into the dullest family 
party of the three kingdoms.” 

“ Oh dear no, Mr. Pennythorne,” disclaimed Isabella, who 
got on extremely well with her husband’s father. She was 
treated by him with great consideration, through the def: 
erential mockery of which she was not acute enough to 
penetrate. She really liked him the best of the family, aud 
pronounced him to be “a most amusing old fellow.” “I 
assure you, Mr. Wychnor, we have been laughing amazing- 
ly. Mr. Pennythorne is so droll," said she, striving by this 
address to bring the young man in closer approximation to 
her chair. But Philip only made some ordinary reply, and 
sat down at the other end of the table, considering what 
excuse he could frame to make his stay to-night in this in- 
teresting family circle as brief as possible. 

Mr. Pennythorne led the conversation, as he always did 
—shooting his small popguns of wit to the infinite amuse- 
ment of Mrs. Frederick, who was nevertheless considerably 
annoyed that all the attentions paid her came from her 
elderly papa-in-law, and none from his young guest. Phil- 
ip sat more silent and quiet than usual until Mrs. Penny- 
thorne came, and then he rose up to secure her an arm- 
chair. 

“We never did that for me in his life, the bear,” thought 
Isabella. It was, perhaps, rather a fault in Philip’s man- 
ners that his courtesies and his feelings always went to- 
gether in their expression. 

* [Iow does Leigh seem now ?" asked he, addressing the 
mother, who was so accustomed to the young man’s kind- 
ly attentions that she took them with less nervousness and 
shyness from him than any one else, and requited the re- 
spect he showed her, to which, poor woman! she was little 
used, with a most grateful regard, 

“Leigh is really better to-night; you have quite bnght 
ened him up, Mr.Wychnor, for he was so dull all day.” 

‘Pray choose some more interesting subject, Cillie, my 
dear,” sharply interposed Mr. Pennythorne. “ Leigh thinks 


^ 
ue 


TIIE OGILVIES. 267 


far too much of himself already; and you coax him into 
Imagining himself ill, because it looks interesting. That is 
always the way with women and mothers, but it will not 
do in my family. Ofcourse, nothing of consequence is tho 
matter with Leigh." The father spoke quickly, almost 
angrily; but there was an uneasy restlessness in his man- 
ner, which Philip had often discerned of Jate when the boy 
was mentioned, and the piteous look of Mrs. Pennythorne 
checked the answer that was rising indignantly to the 
young man’s lips. There was a constramed silence. Then 
Mrs, Frederick, quitting her husband, who was dropping 
fast to sleep again—his usual habit of proving that Sun- 
day was indeed a day of rest—made another effort to draw 
Philip into conversation. 

“I was quite anxious to meet you to-night, Mr. W ych, 
nor, as I have a message to you from a friend of yours, my 
cousin?”— Philip turned a little—“ my cousin, Hugh Ogil- 
vie." "The remark only brought an assenting bow, and a 
hope, very laconically expressed, that Mr. Ogilvie was quite 
well, 

“Certainly; how could he be otherwise with a young 
bride to take care of him ?” tittered Isabella; “and, by-the- 
by, the message comes conjointly from her, which must be 
very flattering, as all the men think my cousin Katharine 
the most bewitching creature in the world. But perhaps 
you have met her ?” 

“I have,” answered Philip. He remembered but too 
well how and where was that meeting. 

“Oh! of course you did—that night, at Mrs. Lancaster's, 
A delightfal party, wasit not? though no one then thought 
how soon my nice little bridesmaid would become a bride. 
Well, Mr. Wychnor, she and her husband were inquiring 
after you the other day, and desired me to say how happy 
they will be to see you at the Regent’s Park. They have 
the sweetest villa in the world, and are, or ought to be, as 
happy as two doves in a cage.” Philip bowed again, and 
muttered some acknowledgment of the “kind invitation.” 

“There never was such a stupid young man,” thought 
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Isabella; adding aloud, '*ITugh told me also to say that 
shortly they expected a visit from his sister Eleanor. He 
says you know her?” Another silent assent; but no deep- 
er pallor could show the icy coldness that crept through 
every fibre of Philips frame. Sudden delicious trem- 
blings, quick changes of color, are the tokens of love’s 
hopeful dawn; love's sorrowful after-life knows none of 
these. Philip sat still; he would have “died and made no 
glen.” 

“The fellow is positively rude—he might be made of 
stone,” muttered the young wife, as she turned indignantly 
away, and relieved her feelings by pulling the hair of her 
sleeping husband with a pretty gamesomeness that made 
her father-in-law Jaugh. 

“Does the light annoy you, Mr. Wychnor? This cam- 
phene is always too dull or too bright,” said Mrs. Penny- 
thorne. ‘Shall I move the lamp, if it pains your eyes?” 

“Oh no, not at all—that is, it does a little,’ Philip an- 
swered, hastily removing the hand with which he had been 
shading his face. “My eyes are weak. J think I sit up 
too late and work too much.” 

“You do not look quite well, indeed ;” and Mrs. Penny- 
thorne regarded him with an almost motherly gaze. “ You 
should invariably go to bed at eleven, as I always told 
poor Leigh." Here she checked a sigh, and glanced fear- 
fully to her husband. Ile was performing a few practical 
jokes on his drowsy eldest-born, to the extreme delight of 
that son’s wife, who treated her spouse with about as much 
respect, and not half as much attention, as she showed to 
her pet spaniel. 

“I will come and see Leigh soon. And perhaps I had 
better follow your kind advice, Mrs. Pennythorne; so I will 
bid you good-night at once,” said Philip, rising. Here, how- 
ever, Mr. Pennythorne put in his veto. * What! running 
away so soon? Nonsense, my dear young friend. Sit 
down again. Cillie, ring for the supper at once." Cer- 
tainly, with all his shortcomings, Pierce Pennythorne never 
failed in hospitality. But Philip resisted successfully and 
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made his adieux. He had gained the hall, when Mr. Pen- 
nythorne summoned him back. 

«There was something I wanted to say to you, only the 
lively and amusing conversation of my gifted danghter-in- 
law here quite put it out of my head. Pray, Mr. Wychnor, 
among the numberless invitations which must throug upon 
a gentleman of your standing, are you disengaged on Thurs- 
day??? Phihp sard he was. 

“Then will you dine here? In facet, I want you to meet 
a particular friend of mine, a very talented young man— 
immense fortune—estates here, there, every where;” and 
Mr. Pennythorne nodded his head to the four points of the 
compass, at which Frederick winked slyly—his usual eus- 
tom to signify that his revered parent was drawing the 
long-bow. 

“JT should be most happy, but—” 

*I will take no buts, my dear Wychnor. I want you 
partieularly,as my friend 1s thinking of entering the House, 
and wishes to stand for a borough near that worthy old 
city oi cats anil canons, L . You, of course, having 
lived there, as you once mentioned, know all about the 
place, and ean give him the information he requires. Pray 
do us the favor." 

“J shall be glad to serve any friend of yours, Mr. Penny- 
thorne,” said Philip, longing to eseape. 

“Then we may expect you. Indeed, you will be of im- 
mense service to my friend, if you can tell him the state of 
polities and parties in shire. He wishes to settle in 
England, but he knows not a jot about English affairs, and 
is only just come to town from a long residence on the Con- 
tinent. Youll like him very much—there is not a more 
perfect gentleman any where than Mr. Paul Lynedon.” 

“Paul Lynedon !” echoed Philip. 

“Yes; do you know the name ?” 

“fT have heard it. But Iam keeping you standing in 
the hall, Good evening, Mr. Pennythorne.” 

“Good evening. Remember—Thursday, at six.” The 
young man muttered some answer about being “ very hap- 
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py,” that white lie of society! But Philip hardly knew 
what he said or did. When he had fairly quitted the house 
and its atmosphere of torture for the cool night air, he 
leaned against the railings, trembling all over. 

Paul Lynedon in London! Eleanor coming shortly! It 
was all as plain as light. If not married, they were cer- 
tainly abont to be. This truth came as the only possible 
answer to his letter—to another wild, imploring letter he 
had written since. The only reply to both was silence. 
Then his manhood took up arms, and he wrote no mor. 
He believed, or tried to believe, that he had lost her, But, 
now mecting the tangible fact, it caused him to writhe be- 
neath an almost insupportable agony—an agony which he 
had supposed was deadened and seared within him. To 
meet these happy ones face to faee! To be called upon to 
serve the man who had won his heart’s treasure—the love 
of Eleanor Ogilvie ! 

He conld not do it. He would leave London—he would 
hide himself out of their sight; aud in some lonely place 
he wonld pray Heaven to comfort him, and to cast out from 
his riven heart the very ashes of this bitter love. Tle 
thonght he had trodden it down with his firm will, his pa- 
tience, his prond sense of duty; and yet here it was, burst- 
ing up afresh in torturing and burning flames! He wres- 
tled with it; he sped on with rapid strides throngh the 
loneliest streets; he bared his head, that the fresh May 
breeze might pieree with loving coolness into his brain— 
and yet he was halfmaddened still! 

It is a fearful thing—this gathering up of the love of 
boyhood, youth, and manhood into one absorbing passion, 
which is life or death. Men in general rarely know it; the 
sentiment comes to them in successive and various forms 
—a dream of romance and poetry, an intoxication of sense, 
a calm, tender esteem; but when all these feelings are 
merged into one—felt through life for one object only— 
then, what woman's devotion, faithful and tender though 
it be, is ike the love of man? 

Philip reached his home utterly exhausted in body and 
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mind. Ilis brain seemed flooded with a dull, heavy pain, 
and yet he must lie down and try to make it calm, ready 
for a lone day of labor on the morrow. He must forget 
the real in the ideal—he must write on! No matter what 
were his own heart-tortures, he must sit down and calm- 
ly analyze the throbbings of the wild pulse of humanity as 
displayed in the world of imagination. Perhaps both lives, 
that of brain and heart, would unconsciously mingle into 
one, and men would marvel at the strange truth to nature 
—not knowing that every ideal line had been written with 
real throes of agony, and that each word had gleamed be- 
fore his eyes as though his son] had inscribed it with a 
lightning-pen. Poor Philip! Heaven only knows through 
what martyr-fires souls like thine ascend to immortal fame! 





CIPAPTER. ANXMI, 


Go not away! Oh, leave me not alone! 

I vet would see the light within thine eyes ; 
I yet would hear thy voice’s heavenly tone ; 

Oh, leave me not, whom most on earth I prize! 
Go not away! vet ah! dark shades I see 

Creep o'er thy brow—thon goest; but give thy hand! 
Must it be so? Then go! I M thee 

Unto the Silent Land.—Freprikxa Bremer. 


So, life is loss, and death felicitie !—SrENSER. 


Ix the morning Philip Wyehnor was laboring as usual 
at his daily work; for it was work—real work—though he 
loved it well He applied himself to it day atter day, not 
waiting for inspiration, as few writers can afford to do, but 
sedulously training his mind to its duties, until he roamed 
amone the beantiful regions of imagination like a man who 
wanders in his own pleasant garden, having first taken the 
proper measure of walking to its gate and bringing the 
key. 

Philip on this day began his work with a desperate en- 
ergy. He could not stay musing—he dared not; he fled 
from the speetre that memory conjured up. Thought bat- 
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tled against thought. He worked his brain almost to suf: 
fering, that he might deaden the pain which gnawed at his 
heart. Nor was this the first time he had need to be 
thankful for that blessed dream-life, that second existence, 
which brings oblivion for the sorrows of the real world. 
A space since, and we pitied the poor toiler in literature, 
obliged to rack his tortured brain in despite of inward 
troubles. We look at him now, and see how he grows 
calin and brave-hearted, as, by the power of a strong will, 
he passes from his own small world of personal suffering 
iuto the grand world wherein the author sits godlike, form- 
ing as it were ont of nothing new heavens and a new earth. 
Shall we pity this true man, who stands nearer to the Heay- 
enly Maker than other men, because he also can create? 
Rather let us behold him with reverence—almost with 
envy—for he drinks of the truest, holiest Lethe, where self 
is swallowed up in the universal. If at times the shadow 
of his own bitter thought is thrown across the wave, it ap- 
pears there in an image so spiritualized that he can look on 
it without pain. In the deep calm of those pure waters, it 
only seems like a light cloud between him and heaven. 

When Philip had written for a few hours there came a 
message from the Pennythornes — or, rather, from Mrs. 
Penny: thorne—saying that Leigh felt so much better, and 
longed for a drive with his dear friend Mir. W ychnor.. The 
mother could not go with Leigh herself, and could trust 
him to no one but Philip, whom she entreated to come to 
the Square at once. This was repugnant enough to the 
young man. He would fain fly from every place where he 
might hear the sound of Paul Ly nedors name. And yet, 
poor Leigh! At the thought of him all these earth-feel- 
ings grew dim; they melted away into nothing before the 
aw Hur shadow of Death. Philip laid aside his work, and 
was soon by the side of the sick boy. 

“TIow good of you to come! But you are always good,” 
sald Leigh. 

* Indeed he is! I ean not tell what we shonld do 
without Mr. Wychnor,” thankfully cried Mrs. Pennythorne. 





TIIE OGILVIES. 213 


Philip pressed the hands of both, but did not speak. They 
little thought what deep emotion struggled in his heart— 
that poor torn heart—which, still madly loving, found it- 
self alone and unloved. Yet their few words fell upon it 
like balm: it was sweet to feel that even now he was of 
use, and precious to some one in the wide, desolate world. 

“Leigh may take a little longer drive to-day, for Mrs. 
Frederick does not want the carriage. I wish I were go- 
ing with you both,” sighed the mother; “but Mr. Penny- 
thorne does not like being left alone when he is writing.” 

“ Cillie! Cillie! are you going to stay in Leigh’s room 
all day 2” resounded from the study door, Poor Mrs. Pen- 
nythorne cast a hopeless glance at Philip, hastily kissed her 
boy, and disappeared ina moment. Leigh looked atter her 
wistfully. “TI wish my father would let her stay with me 
a little more. She would like it now, and—a/fterward ! 
But she is a good, dear mother, and she knows I think so. 
Be sure you tell her that I did, Philip.” Wychnor pressed 
the boy's hand: it was a strange and touching thing, this 
calm mingling of death with life in Leigh's thoughts and 
words, Ie was silent a minute, and then went on in a 
cheerful tone, * You must let me remain out a good while 
to-day, I feel so strong; and perhaps I might stay a little 
later, to watch the sunset. I never can see it from my 
room, you know, which seems rather hard, now the even- 
ines are so beautiful and spring-like." 

Philip soothed him as an elder brother might have done, 
and promised all, provided he felt strong enough. Then 
he took Leigh in his arms like a child, and carried him 
down stairs to the gay carriage. What different occu- 
pants were the fluttering, fashionable young wife, and the 
poor siek boy, who lay half buried in cloaks and cushions! 
Yet Leigh lifted up his head with a cheerful look when 
Mrs. Pennythorne appeared at a window to give her part- 
ing nod as they drove away. Philip saw the bright loving 
smile that passed between mother and son—he thought of 
it afterward many a time. 

“Now, where shall we go?” was the first question pro: 
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posed, as they drove along the intermediate Iensington 
High Street. 

Leigh pleaded for some quiet road : he wanted to go far 
out into the country, to that beautiful lane which runs 
along by the river-side at Chiswick. He had been there 
once at the beginning of Is illness, and had often talked 
of the place since. It hannted him, he said, with its over- 
hanging trees, and the river-view breaking in between them 
—its tiny wavelets all sparkling in the sun. Ile knew it 
wonld look just the same this ealm, bright May afternoon. 
so accordingly they went thither. It was one of those 
spring days when the earth seems to rest from her joyful 
labor of budding and blossuming, and to be dreaming of 
summer, The birds in the trees—the swans in the water 
—the white clouds in the sky—were alike still; and upon 
all things had fallen the spell of a blessed silence—a silence 
full of happiness, hope, and love. 4 Happiness, hope, love” 
—what words, what idle words they would sound, unto 
the two who were passing slowly under the shadow of the 
trees! Oh Earth, beautiful, ernel mother, how canst thou 
smile with a face so fair when sorrow or death is on thy 
children! But the earth answers softly, “I smile with a 
calm and changeless sinile, to tell my frail children that if 
in me, made but for thei use, is such ever renewed life and 
joy, shall it not be so with them? And even while they 
gaze upon me, Í pour into their hearts my deep peace !” 
It was so with Philip and Leigh. They sat siient, hand in 
hand, and looked on this beautiful seene: from both, the 
bitterness passed away—the bitterness of life, and that of 
death, Which was the greater? 

On the bridge at Kew, Leigh spoke. He begged that 
the carriage might rest a moment to let him look at the 
sunset, which was very lovely. Ife had lifted himself up, 
and the large brown eyes seemed drinking in all the beau- 
ty that was in land, river, and sky—they rested longest 
there. 'Then they turned to meet Philips: that mute gaze 
between the two was full of solemn meaning. 

“Are you content?” whispered Philip. 
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“Yes, quite: now let us go home.” Leigh’s eyes closed, 
and his voice grew faint. 

«You seem tired,” said the other, anxiously. 

* Yes, a little. Take me home soon, will you, Philip?” 
His head drooped on the young man’s shoulder heavily— 
so heavily, that Philp signed to the coachman to drive on 
at his utmost speed. Then he put his arm round the boy, 
who lay with closed eyes, his white cheek looking gray and 
sunken in the purple evening hght. Once Philip spoke, 
almost trembling lest no answer should come. 

“Are you quite easy, dear Leigh?” The eyes opened 
and the lips parted with a faint smile. ‘Yes, thank you, 
only weary; I can hardly keep awake; but I must till I 
have seen my mother.” And still the dying head sank 
heavier on Philip's shoulder, and the hands which he drew 
in his to warm them were already growing damp and rigid. 
Ile sat with this solemn burden iu his arms, and the car- 
riage drove homeward until they entered the Square. The 
mother stood at the door. 

“Take her away, for God’s sake—only one minnte,” whis- 
pered Philip to the servant; but she had sprung already to 
the carriage. 

“Leigh !—how is my darling Leigh?” Her voice seem- 
edq to pierce even through the shadows of another world 
and reach the dying boy: he opened his eyes and similed 
tenderly upon her. 

“Leigh is tired—almost asleep,” said Philip, hastily. 
“Take the cushion, Mrs. Pennythorne, and I will carry him 
in.” She obeyed withont a word, but her face grew dead- 
ly white, and her hands trembled. When the boy was 
placed, as he seemed to wish, in his mothers arm-chair, she 
came and knelt before him, looking into his face. "There 
was ashadow there. She saw it, and felt that the time was 
come when not even the mother could stand between her 
child and Death. | Philip thought she would have shrieked 
or fainted, but she did neither. She only gazed into the 
dim eyes with a wildly beseeching gaze. 

* Mother—you will let me go?” murmured Leigh. She 
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drew a long sigh, as if repressing an agony so terrible that 
the struggle was like that ofa soul parting, and then said, 
* Yes, iy darling !" 

He smied-——what 1 heaven is there in the happy smile 
of the dying! and suffered her fond mimstermg hands— 
unwilling even yet to give up their long tendance—to un- 
fasten the cloak and put the wine to his hips. Then she sat 
down beside him, laid his head on her bosom, and awaited 
—oh mighty strength of a mother’s love !—awaited, tear- 
less and calm, the passing away of the life which she had 
given. 

* He is quite content—quite happy—he told me so," Phil. 
ip whispered in her ear, She turned round one moment 
with a startled air: “ Yes, yes, T know. Hush?!’ And she 
bent down again over her child, whose faint lips seemed 
trying to frame, scarcely louder than a sigh, the last word, 
“Mother f° 

Then there fell over the room a solemn silence, long and 
deep, in the midst of which the spirit passed. They only 
knew that it was so when, as the moon rose, the pale spirit- 
ual light fell on the face of the dead boy, still pillowed on 
the mother’s breast. She turned and looked upon it with- 
out a cry or moan, so beautiful, so heavenly was it! At 
that moment, had they put to her the question of old, “ Is 
it well with the child?” she would have answered like the 
Shunammite, * It is well !? 

“God help her!” murmured Philip Wyehnor, as she at 
last suffered him to take the beloved form from her arms, 
and carry it, for the last time, to “Leigh’s room.” Ere the 
young man left the chamber—once the scene of suffering 
and pain, now of holy peace and death-shunber—he looked 
long and earnestly at the white, still image before him. 
Then he turned away, and thought no more of the dead 
likeness of what poor Leigh had been, but of the now free, 
elorious, rejoicing soul. 

As he passed down stairs, a quick, loud knock sounded 
at the door: it was the father’s, who kuew not that he 
came to a house of death. 
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« Cillie, my dear! Eh, what’s this? Where's Mrs. Pen- 
nythorne ?” he said, in his sharpest tones, as he missed the 
customary meeting at the door. Philip advanced, and 
drew the old man into the parlor. 

“Ah! Mr.Wychnor: quite a surprise to see you, but de- 
lighted,” he began, in his usual manner. “Cillie! Where 
can she be? Cillie, my dear!” Then, startled by Philip's 
silenee, he stopped. 

* Mrs. Pennythorne 1s up stairs," the young man said, in 
a low and hesitating tone. 

* Eh? oh, of course she is—with Leigh." 

“No; Leigh does not need her now. Mr. Pennythorne, 
your son is dead ^ But the next moment he repented for 
thus abruptly communicating the tidings. 

The old man eaught at hin with an incredulous gesture. 
* You—you faney things—they always did—? 

Philip looked at him without answering. 

“Oh,my God!” He fell into a chair, speechless. 

Philip had shrunk with disgust from the stern, unloving 
father of the living, who, willfully selfdeeeived, had led his 
own son to the saerifice, and looked on with hard and cruel 
eyes; but no human heart could have turned away unpity- 
ing from the agonized, remorse-stricken father of the dead. 
For many minutes did the old man sit there immoyable. 
His grief was so terrible in its pent-up, stony strength, that 
Philip dared not breathe a word of consolation. At last 
Mr. Pennythorne raised his head, though without looking 
up, and murmured the name of his wife. 

eon i call her?” 

« ine 

She came in that instant. She had been waiting at the 
door, not daring to approach him even then. But now she 
drew near to her husband—woman-like, wife-like. She laid 
his head on her shoulder, and for the first time in his life 
he clang to her—feeling that she, in all her weakness, was 
yet stronger than he. 

“Come with me, Pierce,” she whispered, and led him 
away, he following her as unresisting as a child. 


> 
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What passed between the desolate parents none of the 
houschold knew. They remained shut up together in their 
own room for hours—nay, for days—all the time that the 
dead lay in the little chamber above. They saw no one— 
at least he did not—though Mrs. Pennythorne passed in 
and out now and then, to give any needful orders. She 
did all with a newborn firmness and energy marvelous to 
witness. Philip Wychnor, who once or twice saw her for 
a few moments when she descended to the silent, darkened 
parlor below, unconsciously spoke to her with a strange 
reverence and tenderness, as to one of those women who 
are God’s angels upon earth. 

In a few days the burial-train passed from the door, its 
stately array—vain mockery !—-moving down the Square 
in the bright sunshine; and the house of the Pennythornes 
was childless evermore. 


CEAPTERAAXYIL 
The tongue was intended for a divine organ, but the devil often plays 
upon it. —JEnEwuY TaAvLon. 
How much have cost us the evils that have never happened !—JEFFER- 
SON. 


. Quiet thyself until time try the truth, and it may be thy fear 
wW ill oe greater than thy misfortune. —SoUvTI WELL. 


“ARE yon at home this evening, W ychnor?" said a friend- 
ly voice, when Philip sat leaning on his desk in a thought- 
fil mood. Ife looked up, and saw at the door the face of 
old David Drysdale. 

S Certainly—to you always, my good friend." 

* Dut I mean, is there any need for that amusing fiction 
at which ie smilingly connives? Is your mind really 
‘at home’ as well as your body? Are you quite disen- 
waced 2" 

“Yes, have done my work for to-day. Pray come in, 
Mr. Drysdale, and be very welcome.” 

aave you more welcomes than one to give away 2?" 


r 
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pursued Drysdale, still holding the door-handle; “ because 
I am not alone,” 

“Any friend of yours I shall be happy to see,” began 
Philip, in the usual conventional form. 

“Nonsense!” interrupted the old man; “T thought I 
had cured you of that fashion of polite speaking. Besides, 
friends are about as plentiful as blackberries in London— 
I may say that with great truth, you know. This gentle- 
man is only an «equainutance of mine, who wishes to be- 
come one of yours.” 

“And a little more than that, I hope, in time," continued 
a voice behind. It was so sweetly modulated—so perfeet- 
ly the tone and accent of that rare personage, a gentleman 
—tbat Philip looked eagerly to the speaker, who added, 
“Shall [introduce myself, Mr. Wychnor, as my friend here 
seems rather to disown me?” And that beautiful, irresist- 
ible smile broke over his face, making one forget that it 
was not strictly handsome. “ My name is Lynedon—Paul 
Lynedon.” 

Philip had guessed it before, yet he could not suppress 
a start. Once again there came that torturing pain; the 
blood seemed iee-bound in his heart, and then flowed back 
again in fire, He must be calm. He was so. The next 
moment he forced himself to utter acknowledgment and 
welcome to the man whom Eleanor loved. 

Ife could not wonder that she did so, now. He looked 
on the finely-moulded form, where to natural grace was 
added all that case of movement and courtly elegance 
which polished society bestows; the intellectual head, 
which had, besides character, a winning sweetness, given 
by its only perfect feature, a mouth and chin most exqui- 
site in shape and expression. And then the voice, that in- 
dex of the heart, how musical it was! Philip's eye and 
car took in all this; and even while a sense of selfabase- 
ment made his heart die within him, he felt ¢lad—thank- 
ful. She had not cast away her love upon one mean and 
unworthy; her choice was not snch as to lower her in his 
eyes—he could bear any thing but that! 
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“J have been wishing for this pleasure some time, Mr. 
Wychnor,” said Paul, with that mixture of frankness and 
courtesy which formed the great charm of his manner; 
"you seem any thing but unknown to me—not merely 
from your writings, which I will not be so rude as to dis- 
course upon here—” 

“Right, Mr. Lynedon,” put in David Drysdale; “it is 
very annoying when a stranger follows up his introduction 
by taking your soul to pieces and setting it up before your 
eyes, until in most instances you despise it yourself, after 
it has been handled by the dirty paws ofa fool. Glad to 
see you have niore sense and tact than that, sir.” 

“Thank you!” answered Lynedon, with a pleasant smile 
and bow, as he turned round again to Philip. “ After this, 
I suppose I must say no more about the knowledge I have 
gained of you from your writings—which is, nevertheless, 
the trae way of becoming acquainted with a man. In the 
world we have so many various outward selves.” 

“Iumph! we oughtn’t to have, though!” muttered 
Drysdale, still taking the answer out of Philip’s mouth. 
Tle did not know how thankful the young man was for the 
interposition, 

* Perhaps so," continued Lynedon, politely, and still 
turning to his silent host. ‘ But in numerous ways, too, I 
have heard so much of you—from Mr. Pennythorne, and— 
im several other quarters? Philip changed color, and be- 
gan to talk hastily about the Pennythornes. 

“T believe I was invited to meet you at Blank Square, 
Mr. Lynedon, only for the trouble that intervened.” 

* Ah! yes—some death in the family. Have they recov- 
ered from the melancholy event ?? said Paul. But, though 
his faee was composed to a decent gravity, the tone was 
not quite sincere. 

“I knew they would kill that lad—the youngest, was it 
not? Ile was a clever fellow. I dare say you miss him, 
W ychnor ?? observed old David. 

* [ do, indeed.” 

“What a geod-for-nothing wretch and idiot the father 
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has been! I wish I had told him so,” eried Drysdale, in- 
dignantly. 

“Hush! you would forgive him if you saw him now,” 
Philip gently interposed; and then he spoke more about 
Leigh, to which Drysdale listened, while Paul Lynedon sat 
twirling his cane, trying to assume the same interest. Ie 
did not do it so well as usual, though; for Wychnor de- 
tected his abstraction, and apologized. 

* You knew nothing, I believe, of this poor lost friend 
of mine, so the conversation can not be very interesting to 
you.” 

“Indeed, you mistake,” answered the other. Lynedon 
would not have been considered unfeeling on any account. 
Besides, he had taken much pains to collect evidence con- 
cerning the character of the young author, who was likely 
to be useful to him in many ways, and whose supposed 
connection with that little episode of his life concerning 
Eleanor Ogilvie had entirely slipped from his easy memo- 
ry. Determined to please, he was now exerting in every 
way his own favorite talent of being “all things to all 
men.” Paul often thought this was the wisest thing his 
saintly namesake ever said, and congratulated himself 
rather irreverently on the presumed resemblance between 
them. He failed there, however, since Wychnor eame to 
the point in his own candid way by saying at once, 

“I conclude the reason assigned by Mr. Pennythorne for 
our meeting at his house will further explain this obliging 
visit of yours, Mr. Lynedon ; and as the matter is uo secret, 
I believe, let me tell you with what pleasure I would have 
aided your views had I been able.” 

* Aided his views! 5o he had some views? He never 
told me auy thing about them!” said Drysdale, with a de- 
gree of simplicity that made Lynedon internally wish him 
at that “central fire,” the investigation of which formed 
the old philosopher’s present hobby. “I thought you 
came here only to see the young author, of whom you said 
you had heard so much ?” 

“Certainly, that was my chief inducement. You only 
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do me justice, my worthy friend.” And Paul smiled, still 
courteously as ever, but immediately tried to free himself 
from a rather awkward predicament by turning the con- 
versation to his plans with regard to shire. 

“You resided there, I believe? A beautiful county! 
There is none in England where I should so much wish to 
make my home.” 

Philip bent his head, and his fingers played convulsively 
with the papers on his desk. 

“So,” said Drysdale, “in plain English, you want to 
stand for the borough of L Pennythorne said so. 
And you need Wychnor's knowledge ofthe town. Haven't 
you any friends there yourself?” 

“No—yes.” And Paul looked rather confused, being 
struck with the sudden possibility that Mr. Wychnor 
might have been informed of certain old follies, the very 
thought of which brought a dye of shame to his cheek. 
Philip saw it; it seemed to his eyes the consciousness of 
happy love, and his very soul writhed within him. 

These strangely diverse feelings inclined both the young 
men to the same course. Each instinctively glided from 
the subject, and sought refuge in safe generalities. The 
conversation became of a broken, indifferent, skirmishing 
description, natural to two men, each of whom is bent upon 
concealing his own thoughts and discovering those of his 
companion. In this Paul Lynedon sueceeded best ; he was 
a far greater adept than Philip Wychnor. He talked well 
—at times brilliantly—but still, even to the most earnest 
subjects he seemed to render only lip-service, and always 
appeared to consider more the effect of his words than the 
words themselves. He and David Drysdale almost en- 
crossed the conversation; but once or twice, in some of 
his finest sentences, Paul stopped, and wondered why the 
eyes of Philip Wychnor were so earnestly fixed upon him. 
IIe did not like their serutiny at all. 

After a space, Mr. Lynedon, growing rather wearied, re- 
membered that all this while his cab was waiting in the 
street, and that he had an important enga»gement—* at tho 
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Regents Park"—whieh was the first place he happened ta 
think of. As the chance word passed his careless Dips, 
those of Philip Wychnor quivered and grew pale. Re 
gent’s Park! It was to all his doubts confirmation strong. 

Paul Lynedon’s adieu was full of the most friendly cour- 
tesy. He thanked his new aequamtance warmly for all his 
kindness—“ the kindness whieh he interded to show,” as 
Drysdale commented rather pointedly—and said, how glad 
and proud he should be to number among his friends Mr. 
Philip Wychnor. Perhaps he felt the greater part of what 
he expressed, for no one ever looked at the young author 
without a feeling of interest and regard. 

* You will be sure to come and see me soon,” said Paul, 
holding out his hand. For the moment Philip drew back 
his own, but the act was unseen in the halfdarkened room. 
With a violent effort he repressed his feelings, and suffer- 
ed, rather than returned, the grasp of Lynedon. When 
the door closed on his visitor, Philip sighed as though a 
mountain had been removed from his breast. He almost 
forgot the presence of Drysdale. 

At length the latter roused himself from a brown study 
of some minutes’ duration with— 

"Its of no use, I can't make ont that young man at 
all. Can you?” 

“1? Who?” asked Philip, startled out of his own silent 
thoughts. 

* Paul Lynedon, of course. I should like to anatomize 
him—that is, his soul. What an interesting psychological 
study it would make !” 

“Would it?” said Philip, absently. 

“Yes, certainly. Ihave been trying the experiment my- 
self for some days. Having nearly come to the end of the 
abstract sciences, I intend to begin the grand science of 
man, and my first subject shall be Paul Lynedon. What 
do you think of him ?" 

Philip conquered a rising spasm, and said firmly, “Te 
seems an intelleetual man, and is doubtless as good as he 
looks.” 
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«There's the thing! As he looks—ashe seems! Ihave 
never yet Leen able to say as he is. He puzzles me, just 
like the old fable of the chameleon, View him at different 
times, and he appears of different colors; and yet you can’s 
say he changes his skin—tis the same animal after all. 
The change is but the effect of the lights through which 
he passes. To-night he scemed quite different from the in- 
dividual whom I had the honor of meeting yesterday at 
Mrs. Lancasters. Yet I don’t believe Paul Lynedon is 
either a liar or a hypocrite; it could not be so, with his 
head.” And David, who was a phrenologist as well as a 
physiognomist, indulged his young friend with a long dis- 
course, which we shall skip over. 

“The question lies here,” continued Drysdale, energetic- 
ally; “is he a true man, or is he not? I can’t say which 
at present; only I think this, that if not true he might 
have been made so. Some people go swinging unsteadily 
through life with a sort of pendulum character, and yet 
they are composed of tolerably sound metal after all, if you 
‘an but get hold of them. Nobody, I think, has ever taken 
this firm grasp of Paul Lynedon; I mean, no one has ever 
had influence enough over him to cause him to de what he 
now only tries to seem. Don’t vou think so?” 

Philip had listened with an eagerness so intense that it 
became positive suffering. He did not believe all Drysdale 
said—he would not believe it. The Paul Lynedon of the 
world was nothing to him: the Pan] Lynedon whom Elea- 
nor had chosen—whom Eleanor would marry—he com- 
pelled himself to think these very words—was the most 
vital interest he had in life. To doubt of this man’s wor- 
thiness gave him an acute pang. He would satisfy him- 
self: steeling his heart to all lower feelings, he would not 
shrink from Lynedon, but seek to know him thoroughly. 

“You do not answer. Do you agree with me?” asked 
Drysdale, when, having talked himself fairly out of breath. 
he leaned back, intently contemplating the quaint flicker- 
ing shadows which the street-lamp produced on the wall 
of the yet unlighted room. 
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“ All you say is quite trae, I doubt not,” answered Phil- 
ip; “still, I ean not speak positively upon any evidence but 
my own judgment and knowledge of the man." 

“Bravo, Wychnor! Caution very large, and conscien- 
tiousness likewise. I always said so,” eried the old man, 
gently tapping his own head with his forefinger in the two 
spots indicated by phrenologists as the seats of those qual- 
ities. * But the evidence you allude to is just what I want 
vou to get, and that—I may as well say so at once, being 
no hand at hiding any thing—that was the ehief reason 
why I brought Lynedon to you, even more than his own 
wish of knowing you. Perhaps you might do him some 
good if you tried.” 

“T wish I could, God knows!” eried Philip, earnestly— 
so earnestly that Drysdale first looked surprised, and then 
rose with a sudden impulse to pat his young favorite’s 
shoulder in a manner expressive of the most genuine ap- 
proval, saying affectionately, 

« Well, I kuew you were a kind-hearted, gencrous fellow 
as ever breathed. Perhaps I never should have thought 
it worth my while to study man at all if yon had not at- 
tracted me to the science. Now, about Paul Lyuedon— 
are you listening to me ?” 

“Ves, my good friend, with all my heart.” 

* Well, do you see that lamp shining through your mus- 
lin curtain, what fantastic shadows it casts? I cam trace 
a different shape on the wall every time I come here. but 
if there were no lamp, mind, there wouldu't be any shadow 
at all. Now the lamp inay stand for Paul Lynedon’s soul; 
the curtain, always assuming different folds, for his outward 
character, modified by temperament, circumstance, or edu- 
cation. And what I want you to do is just this—" — Suit- 
ing the action to the word, he gently and slowly drew the 
curtain aside, and the broad, full ght illumined the whole 
Vall 

«I will do so, with heaver's blessing !? eried W ychnor. 
* For her sake! for her sake!” he murmured in his heart, 
which knew not how needless was the vow. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 


He was justly aecounted a skillful poisoner who destroyed his victims by 
bouquets of lovely and fragrant flowers. ‘The art has not been lost—nay, 
it is practiced every day by—the world !—Bristiop LaTimMer. 

Take heed—we are passionate! Our milk of love 

Doth turn to wormwood, and that’s bitter drinking! 

If that ye cast ns to the winds—the winds 

Will give ns their unruly, restless nature ; 

We whirl, and whirl, and where we settle, Fazio, 

But ile who rnleth the mad winds can know. —MILMAN. 


Ir will perhaps throw some light on the peculiarities of 
Lynedon’s character when we relate that he did aetnally 
drive to the Regent’s Park to fulfill his long-standing and 
lmportant engagement with—the trees. Whether this was 
done as à conscience-salve, or as à safeguard against any 
chanee that might betray to Wyehnor the insincerity of his 
excuse, is needless to explain. Probably the aet was com- 
pounded of both motives. 

He was not quite satisfied with his visit. From it he 
had expected munch, having some time previously listened 
with too credulons ears to Mr. Pennythorne’s grandilo- 
quent description of the immense connection “his excellent 
friend Wychnor” possessed among the county families in 
shire. Added thereto, Paul had a faint recolleetion of 
secing the name of Wychnor on some monument or other 
during his walk through L Cathedral with Eleanor 
Ogilvie. He felt vexed that his own foolish sensitiveness 
about that ridiculous affair should have made him change 
the subjeet without trying to discover from Philip his 
chances as MLP. for the city of I For he had quite 
determined to plunge into public life, as the only resource 
against the ennui that was creeping over him. And, being 
now past thirty, he had come to the conclusion that life 
was one long sham, and that there was no such thing as 
love in it at all—or friendship either. 
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Nevertheless, there seemed something in Wychnor that 
he liked; something which touched a chord in his better 
self There never was a false character yet that did not 
feel some of its cumbrous disguises drop from it on coming 
into contact with a true one. "That night he was more 
like the Paul Lynedon of Summerwood—the Panl Lynedor 
whom Eleanor liked, whom Katharine so madly worshiped 
—than he had been for years 

He had no evening engagement, so he turned into the 
Opera. Musie was still his passion—still, as it had ever 
been, the spell which unlocked all his purer and higher 
feelings. Perhaps this was the reason that in his present 
frame of mind he felt attracted within its influence, and 
halfcongratulated himself that, being unlikely to meet any 
one he knew, he could sit and enjoy * Anna Bolena? to the 
fullest extent. It was rather a disagreeable surprise when, 
as he passed the entrance-hall, he heard himself addressed 
by name. Turning round, he saw a face which, although 
it had altered considerably from the fresh charm of youth 
to the coarseness of mere physieal beauty, he recognized 
at onee as Hugh Ogilvie's. 

“Quite glad to shake hands with you once more, Mr. 
Lynedon—r eally delighted." 

“The pleasnre is mutual,” answered Panl, cordially. 
“Mr. Ogilvie, how well you are looking !” 

“Ofcourse. How could I helpit? Bnt won't you cone 
and speak to Katharine ?”’ 

“Ts she here—Miss Ogilvic—3/rs. Ogilvie, I mean,” cried 
Lynedon, recollecting himself and looking rather SE kw ard. 

mE p Dort apologize. So you heard of our mar- 
riage? Well, let me introdnee you over again to my wife’ 
—and Hugh looked toward a lady who was behind, lean- 
ing on the arm, not of her husband, bnt of some other gen- 
tleman—“iny wife, Mrs. Ogilvie!” At the sound. of her 
name she turned slowly round, and Paul Lynedon and 
Katharine stood face to face. 

He was startled—2almost confused—at least as much so 
as was possible for such a finished gentleman to be... Could 
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that magnificent creature really be the little Katharine 
with whom he had flirted years ago? “Good heavens !” 
thought he, “how beautiful she is!” 

Well might he think so, even though the features were 
white and still as marble, and the dark eyes seemed cold, 
proud, passionless. Passionless! as if such orbs could ever 
be thus, except in seeming—as if such lips, whose delicate 
curves were made to tremble with every breath of emo- 
tion, could be thus firmly compressed into apparent calm- 
ness, except by the strong will which is born with every 
strong passion. Katharine was beautiful, dazzlingly beau- 
tiul; "and Lynedon not only saw it with ‘his eyes, but felt 
it in his heart. He looked at her as he had never yet look- 
ed at any woman—with a sensation less of admiration thau 
of worship. Ife could have knelt down before her, as in 
his days of youthful enthusiasm before some pictured idea 
in Greek sculpture or Italian art. When she gave him her 
hand, the touch of the ungloved fingers thrilled him 
haps because they were cold and statue-like, even as the 
face. He quite forgot his graceful courtesies, and bowed 
without a single compliment. Only he lifted his eyes to 
hers, with one look—the look of old—implying admiration 
BE ncc condones She met it. Angel of mercy ! 
how much a woman can bear, and live! 

There was the faintest quivering about her mouth, and 
then 1t was firmly set, and the proud head was lifted high- 
er, haughtier than ever, as Katharine Ogilvie said, * My 
husband and I have mnch pleasure in this unexpected meet- 
ing, Mr. Lynedon.” 

Tier husband! Paul had quite forgotten the fact for the 
moment. That glorious woman the wife of such a fellow 
as Ilugh! He did not like to think of it. If Katharine 
meant by this distant, proud salutation to show him the 
shange that had come between them, assuredly she should 
have her wish fulfilled. He turned away, colored slight- 
ty, and bit his lip with vexation. Already the foot of 
thc beautiful tyrant was approaching him; soon the proud 
man would stoop his neck beneath it, and become in turn 
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the slave. He struggled a little, though, and said in his 
old manner—the Sir Charles EDT manner, as Katha- 
rine had called it at Summerwood—* Allow me to con- 
gratulate two old friends on having thus added to their 
own happiness. That such is the case, no one who looks 
at them can doubt.” 

* You really think so! Well, I am sure we do seem 
very happy; don’t we, Katharine? And so we are, though 
it is long past the honeymoon.” And Hugh, with an air 
half shy, half pleased, edged nearer to his wife, so as to 
cast into shadow the individual who formed her escort— 
a mere “walking gentleman,’ whom it is needless to 
describe, except by mentioning his name — Mr, Whyte 
Browne. He politely feli back, and Katharine took her 
husband’s offered arm. But she leaned on it with an air 
of indifference, just as she would have done on a chair, a 
table, or any othey article of furniture belonging to her. 
Nevertheless, ugh looked exceedingly gratified and proud. 

“What do you think of my wife? She is rather altered 
from the little giri you knew at Summerwood, ch?” he 

said, in an audible whisper to Paul, who answered aloud, 

D Indeed, pleasant as was my past recollection of ot 
Miss Oilvie, it is almost obliterated by the sight of Mrs. 
Ogilvie. I should hardly have recognized her." Katha- 
rine bowed. There was a momentary curl of the lip and 
contraction of the brow, and then the face recovered its 
usual expression. Hngh patted her hand, but a few mo- 
ments after she disei gaged it on some trifling excuse, and 
stood alone. 

Just then the orchestra within began the overture, and 
Hugh made a restless movement. 

“We shall be late, and vou know, Katharine, you always 
scold ine then—that is, I don’t mene «ems but only à 
little gentle reproach, which we married men understand 
well It's rather m than otherwise, though, Lyuedon— 
if you only knew.’ 

Paul crushed his heel on the floor and made no answer. 


“We will pass on, Hugh, if you wish,” said Mrs. Ogilvie. 
Nz 
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“Have you a stall, Mr. Lynedon? Otherwise we shall be 
happy to find room for you in our box.” She gave the in- 
Vitation with the dignified indifference of one who was ac- 
eustomed to take upon herself that duty, casting only a 
passing glance at her acquiescent husband, who echoed, 

“Oh yes; we shall be very happy, as Katharine says. 
Pray come, Lynedon." 

Lynedon assented with evident pleasure. "Then first over 
the proud, impassive beauty of Mrs. Ogilvie's face there 
came a flashing smile that kindled it up like a lightning 
glare. In this smile were triumph, scorn, and revenge, with 
a delirious joy pervading all. It lasted a moment, and 
faded, but not before Lynedon had seen it, and had felt for 
the second time that strange sensation of being cowed and 
humbled before the very feet of this woman. 

“Perhaps you will take care of Mrs. Ogilvie while I get 
a book of the opera,” said the husbagd; and once more 
Paul touched the hand which had betore sent such a thrill 
through his frame. Lying on his arm,it looked the same 
childish hand which he had many a time toyed with and 
admired, He thought of this now, and longed to do the 
same again; but on it sparkled the warning symbol—the 
wedding-ring. It was too late! 

Paul Lynedon was a man of quick impulses. Of his nu- 
merous small affuires de coeur, two tlurds had been what 
he would probably have called “love at first sight”—as if 
such passing enchainments of sense or fancy were not des- 
ecrations of that holy word. Had he seen Mrs. Ogilvie as 
a stranger at opera or ball, he would probably have con- 
ceived for her this idle passion ofthe moment. No wonder, 
then, that, meeting her now, m her zenith of beanty, and re- 
membering the old times when his vanity had amused it- 
self with ber girlish admiration of him, the past and pres- 
ent mingled together, and created a strange and new inter- 
est in Ly nedon's breast. before an hour had passed, dur- 
ing which he sat beside her in the opera-box, listening with 
her to the rich music, which contributed not a little to the 
bewildering charm of the moment, Paul began to drink in 
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her every look and tone, and feel the deepest chords of his 
being respond to her faseinations. 

For she was faseinating—she wished to be so. 1n a 
short space the frigid dignity of her demeanor melted 
away, and she became the beautiful, winning, dazzling 
ereature who for some months had been the very cynosure 
of the circle wherein Mrs. Laneaster and her set convolved. 
She talked, now with the brilliancy ofa vivid imagination, 
now with the softness of an impassioned nature. Of all 
her conversation Lynedon had the complete monopoly, for 
Mr.Whyte Browne had mysteriously vanished, and Hugh 
Ogilvie was always half asleep between the acts ofan opera 
—he said the noise and light made him drowsy. He was 
too much accustomed to sce his wife reecive constant at- 
tentions and engross ali conversation to mind it in the 
least. Besides, poor Hugh’s simple, mnexacting, content 
ed love was never crossed by the shadow of jealousy. lle 
composed himself to sleep in the corner with an apology 
about the long ride he bad taken that morning, and left his 
wife and Paul to amnse each other. 

There 1s no spell more overwhelining than for two peo 
ple to whom musie is a feeling, a passion, to sit together 
listening as with one soul to the same delicious strain: the 
rapt attention — the heart-thrilling pause—and then the 
melting silence that comes afterward, when eyes meet as 
if saying mutely, “ We both feel—therefore we are one.” 

This strong sympathy existed between Katharine and 
Paul. When the aet ended, he turned to her, and saw, 
not the bewitching creature of fashion, whose very art and 
coquetry seemed charming, but the deep-souled woman, in 
whose heaving bosom and tremulous lip à world of pas 
sionate feeling was revealed. It struck the one trne chord 
in Paul Lynedon’s mercurial nature, and his tone changed 
from light sparkling wit and fulsome comphment to ear 
nestness and respect. 

* You love music as much as ever, Í see. You have not 
shanged in that, though in every thing else.” 

“Have I changed ?—ah! I suppose so—we ail do!” said 
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Katharine; and a smile—first of scorn, then of well-as 
sumed sweetness—wreathed itself round her mouth. But 
the hand which hung unseen among the folds of her dress 
was clenched so convulsively that the rose it held fell 
crushed to pieces on the floor. 

“Even so,” pursued Lynedon, with a curious mixture of 
affectation and real feeling; “but allow me to quote, or 
rather misquote, the words of our dear old Shakspeare, and 


Say, 
Nothing in you that doth fade 


But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange.” 


Katharine raised her graceful head. * You would imply 
the need there was for a change, and you are right, Mr. 
Lynedon; no one can be more conscious than myself of 
the deficiencies of my girlhood.” There was a bitterness 
even in the halfjesting speech; and Panl felt the edge of 
his elegant compliment blunted. He was engaging in an 
attack wherein such light weapons would not do. Slight- 
ly confused, he quitted the subject, and spoke of the opera. 

“I never heard Grisi sing better than to-night. She is 
à grand creature, but still she is not my ideal of Anne Bo- 
levn. She makes a stormy tragedy-queen of the meek, 
broken-spirited woman, which is our notion of Anne's char- 
acter as gathered from history.” 

“ History is a trusty chronicler and unfolder of that easy, 
well-explained subject, the workings of a woman's heart," 
answered Katharine, with an irony that sat on her so grace- 
fully and delicately that Paul was attracted more and 
more. 

“Your meaning is just, Mrs. Ogilvie. Perhaps Grisi’s 
reading is the true one, Still, I wonder how far we may 
unite romance with history, especially as concerning Per- 
cy—Anne’s first love before she married King Henry. 
That fact argues against the poct’s creed of female con- 
stancy as much as this passionate Semiramis-like heroine 
is opposed to the received doctrine of the results caused by 
a broken heart—meek patience and resignation, and all 
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that sort of thing.” Pauls mocking speech was silenced 
by the flash which he saw gleam in Katharine's eyes. 

“That is the way you men speak of women!” she cried. 
“You sting them into misery—you goad them on to evil 
—and then you retort on them with a jeer. I beg your 
pardon, Mr. Lynedon,” she added, with a sudden alteration 
of voice and countenance, and a langh so light and musi- 
cal that Paul started at the marvelous change. “It is too 
bad of me to amuse you with these commonplace revilings 
of your noble sex—a subject on which, of course, no fair 
lady is expected to speak sincerely." 

Paul acknowledged the implied amende with a look of 
extreme gratification. “Iam sure, judging by the laws 
of attraction, Mrs. Ogilvie's acquaintance among my sex 
can only comprise the very best of mankind." 

“JT receive the compliment, only returning yon the half 
of it, which seems ingeniously meant for yourself," said 
Katharine, gladly. “And you must acknowledge that my 
late speech was an excellent imitation off the stage of that 
magnificent Diva who is now entering it. So, silence !” 
She laid her fair jeweled finger on her mouth, round which 
the most dimpling girlish smiles now danced. Could those 
lips be the same, the very same, which had looked so white 
an hour before? Those lips—the very lips which, the last 
time he saw her—Paul Lynedon had—He conld not look 
at them or at her, He felt dizzy—burning—cold. 

Hugh roused himself at the sound of the orchestra, and 
came forward sleepily, stretching his long limbs. 

“Do you find this opera amusing, Katharine? because I 
cant say 1 do.” 

“ Possibly not,” said the wife, with a glance between 
sarcasm and indifference. But when she saw Lynedon's 
eyes rest contemptuously on Ifugh, and then on herself 
with a sort of insinuating pride, her pity rose. “Yon will 
acknowledge, Mr. Lynedon, that my husband is very kind 
in accompanying—I mean, taking me—to the opera when- 
ever I like; the more so as, not understanding music, he 
does not derive from it the same pleasure as myself” 
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* You're a good girl, Katharine,” said Hugh, thankfully. 
* And Mr. Lynedon won't think it rude, my going to sleep. 
Ile would have done the same if he had ridden to Summer- 
wood and back, on that hard-mouthed brute, Brown Bess.” 

Paul’s satirical smile became one of polite attention un- 
der the gleam of Mrs. Ogilvie’s compelling eyes. 

Still fond of horses and hunting, Mr. Ogilvie ?” 

Hugh gave expression to a melancholy grimace. “I 
can't hunt now we live in town—and Katharine does not 
hike it. I suppose she’s right—she always is. Hunting is 
dangerous, and a married man ought to take care of him- 
self; yon know. It’s all her love for me.” 

“Come, you gentlemen can talk presently. At all 
events, Hugh, pray be silent while Mario sings Vivi tu.” 

“Thanks for the reproof, Mrs. Ogilvie.” And Lynedon 
bent forward attent. Throughout the song he stood lean- 
ing against the side of the box in his old attitude, with 
folded arms, and fixed, earnest eyes. Behind him, Hugh 
lounged on a chair in a rather awkward fashion—his cl- 
bows on his knees, his chin on his two hands, with shut 
eyes and half-open mouth. The two—both what the world 
would consider finc-looking men—were types of distinct 
kinds of beauty—the intellectual and the animal. Katha- 
rine looked from one to the other, and shuddered, Heaven 
forgive the wife for that fearful thrill of mingled love and 
hatred which eame over her! She could have shrieked 
aloud with despair—almost with terror—for she felt the 
demon entering her soul. 

Yet, when the opera ended, and Paul, on bidding adieu, 
acquiesced eagerly in IHugh's invitation to dine with them 
the next week, Katharine felt a glow of horrible happiness. 
Ilad a river of fire rolled between her and Paul Lynedon, 
she would have plunged into it—to gain once more the 
sight of his face—the sound of his voice! 
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THROUGHOUT THE SONG HE STOOD LEANING AGAINST THE SIDE OF THE BOX IN HIS OLD ATTITUDE, WITI! FOLDED ARMS, AND FIXED, 
EARNEST EYES. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

The affections, like the conscience, are rather to be led than drawn; 
and 'tis to be feared that they who marry where they do not love, will love 
where they. do mot omarry. —FULLER. 

Mn. and Mrs. Hugh Ogilvie, of Westbank Villa, Regent's 
Park, were very different from the blithe Katharine and 
cousin Hugh of Summerwood. The latter, deprived of 
that physical out-of-door life which comprised his whole 
existence, was growing dull, stout, lazy. The heavy-look- 
ing man who lounged wearily over his late breakfast, the 
greater part of which became the perquisite of his sole 
companions in the meal—two pet dogs—was a melancholy 
contrast to the lithe, active youth who used to come bound- 
ing in from his moming ride or walk to the breakfast-table 
at Summerwood. 

“ Down, Tiger, down! You must creep out of the way 
when your mistress comes; she don't like you as she used 
to do. Hoigho! twelve o'clock! IXatharine gets later 
than ever. She always was down by eleven at least," 
sighed Hugh to himself! ‘This comes of living in town. 
Things were not thus at Summerwood.” Te rang for his 
wife’s maid, and sent up a depreeating message, that if 
Mrs. Ogilvie could manage it without hurrying herself, he 
would very much like to sce her before he took his morn: 
ing ride. And then, in despair, he patted his dogs again, 
thinking with doleful regret of “the life that late he led.” 

Katharine heard the humble request with au impatient 
gesture, and turned her fevered cheek again on the pillow, 
It was indeed a long, long time since Hugh had been bless- 
ed with that brightest morning sunshine for a young hus- 
band — his wife’s cheerful smile at his breakfast-board. 
She, who once used to rise with the lark, now mdulged 
daily in that dreamy stupor, half sleeping, half waking, by 
which, in our troubled and restless moods, we seek to 
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shorten the time and deaden consciousness. Itis only the 
happy and hght-hearted that dare to face the morning 
hours Katharine Ogilvie shrank from them, and never 
rose until near midday. 

Hugh had mounted Brown Bess in despair, and cantered 
her thrice round the Park before his wife appeared. On 
his return, he found Katharine still in the breakfast-room. 
ihough during the ride he had in his vexation resolved to 
give her a right due conjugal lecture, she looked so beau- 
tiful in her white morning dress that he quite forgot it, and 
kissed her heartily instead. 

She received his welcome coldly enough, “There, that 
will do. Why will you bring those two horrid dogs, 
Hugh? Yon know they annoy me. Take them away." 

“That I will. Here, Tiger! Leo!” lle turned them 
out and shut the door. “ r never let them in here except 
when you are not down to breakfast, Katharine. But that 
is often enough," he added, disconsolately. 

* I can not help it, with our late hours and visiting." 

“Why should we visit so munch, then? Pm sure I don’t 
want it. Suppose we were to turn over a new leaf, my 
darling Katharine ?” 

“Do not trouble me, Hugh; I told yon when I marricd 
that [ must see a little of the world. You want nothing 
but dogs and horses; I want many other things—books, 
amusements, society —and I can not be happy without 
them. Dont judge ine by yourself, because my pleasures 
are very different from yours.” 

* Ah! yes, I know they are," answered IIugh, with a 
sigh. “ Well, yon were always far cleverer than I; 
shall be as you like; only if you would let me see a little 
more of you—’ 

“Yes, yes. Only do not interrupt me now that I have 
this new book to read; ; you may sit down and look at the 
nn volume. Not that it would interest you, ese 

hat the author is your old acquaintance, Mr. Wyehnor.” 
Hoch seated himself in obedient silence, and turned over 
the leaves of the book. His gentle forbearance made no 
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impression on his wife. A woman like Katharine had ten 
times rather be trodden under foot by a man who is her 
superior, than worshiped as an idol by one beneath herself. 
How fearful is the danger into which such a woman plunges 
when she takes for the guide of her destiny—the husband 
who ought to be reverenced next to Heaven—one who 
muse perforce be to her, not a ruler, but a slave! 

In the desperation en prompted her sudden marriage, 
Katharine had never thought of this. She considered not 
the daily burden of a lov eless, unequal yoke—the petty 
jars—the continual dragging down a strong mind to the 
weary level ofan inferior one. Heaven made woman from 
man, not man from woman. <A great-hearted and good 
man can lift his wife nearer to his own standard, but by 
no power on earth can a superior woman clevate her hus- 
band’s weaker mind. She must sink down to him; all the 
love in the world will not make him her equal. And if 
love be not there, woe, woe unto her, for it is a fearful 
precipice on which she stands! 

Mrs, Ogilvie’s pride had earried her snecessfully through 
the first months of her married life. Young, beautiful, and 
universally admired as she was, no one had east upon her 
the shadow ofblame. Ter self respect, if not her love, had 
covered ÍIugh's inferiority as with a ED SR which nae 
others show him the deference that the w 1 felt not, but 
had the grace to simulate. For herself, she receiv ed the 
incense which universally greetcd her with such proud in- 
difference, that many men, whom one smile would have 
brought unworthily to her Dun were content to be driven 
in chains, like wild tigers Sd to the ear of some 
Amazonian queen. She let them see—ay, and the world 
see too—that she would not step from her height for one 
moment, so as to become their prey. Thus it was with the 
young wife, until her path was again crossed by the shad. 
ow of that Pipl love which had made her life’s destiny 
—until she was onee more brought within the infiuence of 
Paul Lynedon. 

Against this influence she row struggled. She felt that 
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already a change had come over her, breaking the dul] 
round of her aimless existence, to escape the inanity of 
which she had plunged into the excitement of perpetual 
society. [t was as if a gleam of lurid brightness had dart- 
ed aeross her sky: the world itself did not look as it had 
done one little day before. She sought not to analyze her 
own sensations: she only knew that where there had been 
darkness there now was light; and ifthe flash were a blind- 
ing flame, she would nave lifted her eager eyes to it just 
the same. Her heart was yet pure enough to be fearless; 
her sense of a wife's duty was sufüciently strong, she deem- 
ed, to stand in the place of a wife's love. And even with 
regard to Paul Lynedon there had come a change. She 
worshiped no longer with blind adoration the all-perfect 
ideal of her girlhood, but with her love’s reviving fires 
mingled a darkening cloud of vengeance. She desired to 
make him feel what she had herself felt—to drive him mad 
for her sake, and then fling back upon him the dread “too 
late.” 

While, with the book before her eyes, she leaned in her 
cushioned chair—reading, not the beautiful outpourings of 
Philip Wychnor's genins, but the fearful writing on her own 
heart—Ixatharine heard the name which had once been to 
her a glad, all-pervading music. The silent ¢ée-d-téte of 
the husband and wife was broken by Paul Lynedon. 

He had last night ingeniously conveyed Mrs. Ogilvie’s 
opera-glass to his own pocket, and now came to express, 
with his usual indifference to truth, the extreme regret 
which this fact would have caused hin, exeept, indeed, for 
the pleasure of returning the fair owner her property. 

Lynedon would have received a welcome, though, with- 
out this excuse. Hugh was always glad to see any stray 
visitor who brightened up his wife's gloomy brow. It is 
only a happy home that needs no guests within its walls. 
Paul found Mrs, Ogilvie as beautiful by daylight as under 
the glare of opera radiance. He had never seen any one 
who came so near his ideal of womanhood. He admired, 
too, the very atmosphere in which she moved, her house 
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being filled with indications ofits mistress’s taste in music, 
art, and literature. His refined perception at once detect- 
ed these mute revealings of a woman’s mind and character. 
Struck more and more, he exerted his whole powers of 
pleasing, and the unfailing charm extended even to Hugh. 
The trio talked pleasantly for some time on general and in- 
dividual subjects, and Lynedon heard how Sir Robert and 
Lady Ogilvie still resided at Summerwood, though the lat- 
ter was in rather infirm health. 

“Tean not be much with mamma now—it is impossible,” 
observed Katharine; “but I have petitioned my sister-in- 
law to visit her. You remember Eleanor ?” 

‘Of course he does. Why, Lynedon, I used to think you 
were smitten there.” 

Paul replied, with great self-possession and indifference, 
"I feel for Miss Eleanor Ogilvie the same respect which I 
have for any lady who honors me with her acquaintance.” 

As he spoke, he caught the searching glance of Katha- 
rine, but it glided from his face in a moment. Hugh per- 
sisted in his idle jest. “ Well, well, I suppose I was mis- 
taken. And so you have got no further than acquaintance 
with any of the pretty girls you have met? Never expect 
me to take in that, Lynedon! Why, we heard you were 
going to be married to a lady abroad—only nobody knew 
her name. Who said so?— Mrs. Laneaster, was it not, 
Katharine ?” 

“Iam sorry Mrs. Lancaster should have ascribed to me 
more happiness than I am likely to attain. I have never 
yet seen the woman whom I could marry.” It was a sav- 
ing “could”—he laid it to his conscience as an atonement 
for the falsehood, ‘Mrs. Ogilvie, alow me!” he added, 
stooping for a hook which, in hastily reaching it, she had 
let fall. He staid to gather up some dried fiowers which 
were scattered from the open leaves, and so did not see 
Katharine’s fuce. When he presented the book, she took 
it with a steady hand, and a graceful, smiling acknowledg- 
ment. 

“It is a favorite volume of mine, though I have only late- 
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ly placed it among the list of the books I love," she said. 
“The author is an acquaintance of ours—a Mr.Wychnor.” 

“Philip Wyechnor—an excellent fellow! I know him, 
and like him much. How glad I am to know any friend 
of yours !? 

“Indeed, we can’t exactly call him a friend. We can 
never get him out here,” said Hugh. “ Katharine, let us 
try him onee more, and invite him for Thursday. Perhaps 
Mr. Lynedon might persuade him. I wish Eleanor were 
here—she would! They two always got on together ex- 
cellently." 

“Tell Mr.Wychnor,” said Katharine, “that, though it is 
impossible for Eleanor to be with us on Thursday, I still 
hope he will come, He mnst meet her here some day the 
following week. But stay—I will not trouble you with so 
long a message. Shall I write—if, as you are going to sec 
him, you would kindly deliver my note ?” 

“Lo be of use to Mrs. Ogilvie in any thing would give 
me only too much happiness,” was his reply, spoken for 
once with entire undisguised truth. When,a few minutes 
after, Lynedon passed out of the house, he drew the deli- 
cate missive from his pocket, and looked on the handwrit- 
ing and seal with a lingering, loving gaze. He felt that he 
could have traversed all London to fulfill the slightest wish 
of Katharine Ogilvie. 

The whole way to Philip Wychnor’s abode her voice 
rang in his ear—her face flitted before him. He contrived, 
however, to banish the haunting vision a little, so as to en- 
ter into conversation, and efface the evident confusion 
which his unexpected entrance caused. Paul attributed 
this to the sudden disturbance he had occasioned in Wych- 
nor’s literary pursnits, and thanked his stars that he was 
not an author. To shorten his visit, he quickly delivered 
the letter. 

“You will go, of course? They are a charming family 
—the Ogilvies. I feel quite proud to call them all friends, 
as I am sure you must, since you, I believe, share the same 
privilege ?” 
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After this remark, Paul looked up for an answer, and re- 
ceived Philip’s half-suppressed “ Yes !” 

“Mrs, Ogilvie is so anxious to know more of you, and 
you can not refuse Aer. Indeed, Mr. Wychnor, you see 
how desirous we all are for your friendship." 

“We all are!” Philip shrank visibly—the careless word 
seemed to him to imply so much. But there was a cordial 
frankness in Lynedon’s manner that he could not resist. 
He remembered, too, the conversation with David Drys- 
dale, and his own promise eoneerning Paul. 

“fT shall not see her,” he reasoned within himself; “no, I 
could not bear that. But I will not draw back from this 
man: I will prove hin—I will read his heart, and be satis- 
fied whether he is worthy ofher or not. Mr. Lynedou,” he 
said aloud, “it has of late been rarely my enstom to visit 
—I have neither time nor inclination; but, since Mr. and 
Mrs. Ogilvie desire it, I will eome on Thursday.” 

“That is right ! it will give every one so mueh pleasure!” 
And again Philip’s shrinking fingers were compressed in 
the warm grasp of his supposed rival. They talked on for 
a few minutes longer on other subjects, and then Paul quit- 
ted him. 

Philip Wychnor sank baek on his ehair with a heavy 
sigh. “Itis my doom—I can not escape. Heaven grant 
me strength to bear it all!” 





CHAPTER XI. 


How often—ah! how often—between the desire of the heart and its ful- 
fillment lies only the briefest space of time or distance, and yet the desire 
remains forever unfulfilled! It is so near that we can touch it with the 
hand, and yet so far that the eye can not behold it.—LoNGFELLow. 


Oh for a horse with wings !—SiTAKSPEARE. 


* Foun years—four years !” 

Eleanor murmured these words to herself in that half 
melaneholy dreaminess which invariably eomes over one 
of thoughtful nature when standiug, no matter how hope- 
fully, on the brink of what seems a erisis in life's history. 
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The present time appeared a crisis in hers. She was going 
to London—going where she was sure to meet Philip. 
Soon the long-aflianced lovers would look on each other's 
face. After such a season of absence, and a brief period 
of silence, almost estrangement, how would they meet? 
Eleanor had no doubt, no dread, in her faithful heart; but 
still she was thoughtful, and when all the preparations for 
the morrow’s journey were completed, she sat down by the 
window of her httle chamber, and watched the twilight 
shadows deepen on the gray cathedral, saying to herself 
over and over again, “ Four years—four years !” 

It was, indeed, thus long since she had seen Philip. Four 
years! It seems a short time to maturer age, but to youth 
it is an eternity. Nineteen and twenty-three? What a 
gulf often hes between the two periods of existence. The 
child’s heart—many a young girl is at nineteen still a child 
—is taken away, and in its stead has come the woman's, 
which must beat on, on, loved or loveless, enjoying or en- 
during life, until life's end! It is a solemn thing to have 
traveled so far on the universal road that we begin to look 
not only forward, but backward—to say, even jestingly, 
“When Leas a child.” And to some it chances that, in 
every space thus journeyed over, uprises a spectre, which 
confronts them with its ghastly face whenever they turn 
to review the past; nay, even if they set their faces brave- 
ly and patiently to the future, they hear continually behind 
them its haunting footsteps, mocking each onward tread 
of theirs, and knelling into their hearts the eternal “no 
more." 

On Eleanor's peaceful life this bitterness had not passed. 
To her, the * four years? on which she now dreamily mused 
had brought little outward chauge. "They had tlowed on 
in à quiet, unbroken routine of duties, patientlv fulfilled, 
yet somewhat monotonous. It often seemed hardly a 
month since she and Philip had sat together that swect 
spring morning beneath the beautiful double cherry-tree 
on which she now looked. Yet, since then, three times she 
had watched its budding, leafing, flowering—had watched 
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it alone And the clematis which that same morning, in 
the playfulness of happy, newly-betrothed lovers, they to- 
gether planted in memory of the day, had now climbed 
even to her window, and flung therein a cloud of perfume. 
It came over her senses wooingly, like the memory of those 
dear olden times, and of Philip's precious love. She lean- 
ed her head agaiust the casement, and drank in the fra 
erance, until her eyes filled with happy tears. 

“T shall see him! E shall see him !—soon, ah! soon!” she 
whispered, while her fancy conjured up his likeness as she 
used to watch him, lying on the grass dreamily in summer 
noons, with the light falling on his fair hair and his deli- 
eate, almost boyish check. Picturing him thus, Eleanor 
half smiled to herself, remembering that Philip was no 
boy now—that four years must have given him quite the 
port and appearance of a man. We would be, ay, almost 
eight-and-twenty now, and he had wrestled with the world, 
and gained therein fame and suecess. Ah! he would not 
look like the Philip whose boyish grace had been her ideal 
of beauty for so long. He must be changed in that, at 
least. She was almost sorry, yet proud to think how great 
he had become. And she— 

Eleanor did not often think of herself, especially her out- 
ward self; but she did now. Yet it was still with reference 
to him. Was she worthy of him? In her heart—her faith- 
ful, loving heart—she knew she was. But in external 
things? When she thought of Philip—living in London, 
gay, courted, moving among the talented and beautiful— 
and herself, a simple country girl, who had spent this long 
time in complete retirement and patient attendance on 
querulous age, Eleanor was struck by a passing feeling of 
anxiety. She was no heroine, but a very woman. She 
rose up and looked at herself in the mirror. It reflected 
a face, not beautiful, but full of a sweetness more winning 
even than beauty. Perhaps the cheek was less peach-like 
and had a straighter curve, and on the mouth, instead of 
girlhood's dimples, sat a meck, calm smile. The eyes--ah! 
there Time had given rather than taken away; he had left 
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still the true heart shining from them, and had added there. 
to the deep, thoughtful soul of matured womanhood. 

Something of this their owner herself saw, for she smiled 
once more, murmuring, “Ife used to love my eyes—I think 
he will love them still! And he will find only too soon 
how dearly they love him,” she added, as her heart, nigh 
oppressed with the weight of its joy and tenderness, re- 
lieved itself with what sounded almost like a sigh, 

“JT will not sit thinking any more, but try and find some- 
thine to do,” said Eleanor, as she roused herself from her 
dreamy mood, and began to arrange with feminine care 
her “properties,” already packed up for the gay visit 
which was to break her monotonous hfe. But even in 
this ocenpation the one thonght followed her. She was 
always neat and tasteful in her dress—as a woman should 
be; but now she felt conscious of having selected her ward- 
robe with more than usual care. "The colors Philip had 
hked—the style of attire that once pleased his faney—ever 
a poet/s fancy, graceful and 1deal—all were remembered. 
It was a trifling, perhaps an idle thought, but it was nat- 
ural and womanly ; showing, too, how Love binds up into 
itself all life’s aims and purposes, great and small; how it 
can dare the world’s battle, and sit smiling at the hearth— 
is at once a crowned monarch, a mighty hero, and a little 
playful child. 

When Eleanor’s hands had resolutely busied themselves 
for some minntes, they again drooped listlessly on her lap 
as she sat down on the floor and once more became ab- 
sorbed in pleasant musings. She was ronsed by a sum- 
mons from Davis, Mrs. Dreynton * wished to know wheth- 
er Miss Ogilvie intended to give her any of her company 
this evening, which she might well do, seeing it was the 
last.” 

“Yon must excuse the message, Miss Eleanor,” said the 
old servant; “but I don’t wonder at my lady's being cross; 
she will miss you so much—indeed, we all shall. But Tam 
glad yon are going; ’tis hard for a young creature to be 
kept moping here. I hope you'l have a pleasant visit, 





TIIE OGILVIES. 305 


Miss Ogilvie, though the house will be dull without your 
pretty face—God bless it i” 

Eleanor thanked her, almost tearfully, for her heart was 
very full. 

“And you'll come back as blithe and merry as"—the old 
woman paused for a simile—‘as my canary there, which 
poor Master Phi— Oh! Miss Ogilvie, perhaps in that 
ereat world of London you may hear something of some- 
body I daren't speak about, though goodness knows Pve 
never forgotten him—never!” And the unfailing apron 
was lifted to poor Davis’s eyes. 

Eleanor could not speak; but, as she passed hastily out 
of the room, she pressed warmly the hard brown hand of 
the faithful, affectionate creature, who remembered Philip 
still. 

Mrs. Breynton sat in her arm-chair, knitting vehemently 
at the eternal quilt, which was now promoted to be nearly 
the sole occupation of its aged projector, whose dimmed 
eyes and trembling fingers grew daily less active. To- 
night they seemed incompetent even to the simple work 
to which they applied themselves with such indignant en- 
ergy, for the perpetually unroved square seemed a very 
Penelope's web. At length, when the old lady had knit- 
ted away her wrath and her cotton, she looked up, and 
saw Eleanor sitting near her. 

* Oh, I thought you intended to stay up stairs all the 
evening. Pray, how long is it since you troubled yourselt 
to come down ?” 

“T have been here some minutes,” was the gentle an- 
swer, 

“Why did you not speak, then ?" 

“T did once, but you were too busy to hear me, I think. 
Now shall I take your work away and ring for tea?” Mrs, 
Breynton assented, muttered something about the chill au- 
tumn evening, and turned her chair opposite the fire, so 
that her face was completely hid. Eleanor went about 
the light household duty—now wholly hers—with an agi- 
tated heart, for there came upon her the thought, natural 
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to the eve of a journey—and such a jonrney—lHow would 
be the return? When she again sat at Mrs. Breynton’s 
board, would it be in peace and hope, or— She drove 
away the fear: she could not—would not think of it. She 
would still believe in Philip, and in Philip's aunt. 

“Shall I move your chair hither, or bring your tea to the 
work-table ?” she said, trying to ‘steady her voice to its 
usual tone of iicctiobete attention. 

“Bring it here. I may as well get used to taking tea 
alone,” muttered Mrs. Breynton. But when Eleanor came 
beside her, to show for the last tune the simple act of care- 
ful tendance to which she had been so long accustomed, 
the harsh voice softened. 

* Ah! I shall have no one to make tea for me to-mor- 
row night! Indeed, I can't tell what I shall do without 
you, Eleanor.” 

And, instead of taking the offered cup, she gazed wist- 
fully in the sweet young face that was now becoming 
troubled and tearful. 

* Dear friend—dear Mrs. Breynton, shall I stay ?” 

* No, no; Í have no right to keep you; of course your 
inother Wants you, d you yourself must be delighted to 
leave this dull place. 

“Nay; was it not by your own consent—your own de- 
sire ?” 

“T desired nothing. What made you think so?” ened 
Mrs. Breynton, angrily. There was, indeed, a strange and 
painful conflict in her mind. F carful lest all hope of win- 
ning back her erring yet cherished nephew should be lost, 
and picreed deeper and deeper with a feeling almost ES 
to remorse, she had determined to risk all chance of dis- 
covery, and let the lovers meet. Yet when the time came 
she trembled. Besides, she did not like to part even for a 
season with the gentle creature who had become almost 
necessary to her comfort; age can ill bear any change or 
any separation. But for all that, Eleanor must go; it was 
the only chance of bringing back him for whom Mrs, Dreyn- 
ton's pride and love alike yearned continually. Ier feel- 
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ings changed hourly — momently — with an impetuosity 
that even her yet energetic mind conld not wholly conceal. 

* Eleanor," she continued, “do not mistake nie: you go 
by your own choice, and your friends’ wish; I have no 
right to interfere with either. But yon will come back 7" 

“I will, indeed. And oh! Mrs. Breynton, 1f—” 

Eleanor sank down beside her. There was no mistaking 
the plea of that earnest face—the one plea which her whole 
life of duty and tenderness silently urged. But Mrs. Breyn- 
ton turned hastily and coldly away. 

“Rise, and go to your place, my dear; we will talk no 
more now.” And for an hour afterward, by a violent con- 
trol which showed how strong still was her lingering pride, 
the dean's widow maintained her usual indifferenee, talked 
of common things, and made no allusion to the journey or 
the parting. At last she took ont her watch, and desired 
Eleanor, as usnal, to eall the servants in to prayers. 

The girl obeyed, placed the cushion and the open book, 
as she had done every night for so long, and knelt down, 
with her eyes overflowing. 

Mrs. Breynton read the accustomed form in her acens- 
tomed tone. The servants gone, she and Eleanor stood 
alone. 

“My dear, is every thing prepared for yonr journey to- 
morrow ?? 

Eleanor assented mutely; she conld not speak. 

“Yon will take as escort either Davis or James, which 
yon choose; either can return next day.” 

* Oh no, you are too kind,” said Eleanor, who knew what 
it cost the precise old lady to part, for ever so short a time, 
with either of these her long-trnusted domestics; “indeed, 
I can travel very well alone.” 

“But I do not choose my child, my adopted daughter” 
—she laid a faint emphasis on the word——“ to do any such 
thing. The matter is decided.” 

Pride struggled with tenderness in her manner, and still 
she stood irresolute. The old butler entered with lighted 
candles. 
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“James,” said his mistress, “you will accompany Miss 
Ogilvie to her journey's end, with all eare and attention, 
as though she were my own chid.” And then, finding 
the last minute had indeed come, Mrs. Breynton took her 
candle. 

“My dear Eleanor, as you depart so early, we had bet- 
ter say good-by to-night." She held out her hand, bnt 
Eleanor fell on her neck, weeping bitterly. Mas. Breynton 
began to tremble. 

“Hush! my dear, you must not try me so; T am old; I 
ean not bear agitation.” She sank on a chair, struggled a 
moment, and then stretched out her hands. “ Eleanor— 
poor Isabel’s Kleanor—forgive me. Come!” And for the 
second time m her life the childless widow folded to her 
bosom the young creature from whom, in her old age, she 
had learned, and was learning more ad more, the Bless 
lesson to love, In a few moments the emotion passed, and 
she rose up. 

“Now, my child, I must go. Give me your arm to my 
ior door, for Tam weak and exhausted." 

“ And you will not let me see yon in the morning > 

* No, my dear, no—better thus! You will come back 
at the two S end. You promise?” And her search- 
ing eyes brought the quick color into Eleanor’s cheek. 

*Ipromise?? She might have said more, bnt Mrs. Breyn- 
ton moved hastily on to her chamber. At the door she 
turned round, kissed the girls cheek, and bade God bless 
her. 

Then from Eleanor’s full heart burst the ery, ‘‘ Bless him 
—even him also! Oh, dearest friend, let me take with me 
a blessing for Philip" At the name Mrs. Breynton's conn- 
tenanee became stone once more. All her wrath, all her 
sternness, all her pride, were gathered up in one word— 

“No!” She closed the door, and Eleanor saw her not 
again. Dut for hours she heard the feeble, aged footstep 
pacing the next chamber, and even in her heaviness the 
girl was not without hope. 

Eleanor awoke at dawn, startled from her restless sleep 
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py one of those fantastic dreams that will sometimes come 
on the eve of any great joy, in which we rehearse the long- 
expoeted bliss, and find that, by the intervention of some 
strange “cloud of dole,” it had been changed to pain. 
Philip’s betrothed dreamed of that meeting, the hope of 
which, waking, had filled her whole soul with happiness 
almost too great to bear. She saw him, but his face was 
cold—changed. He turned away without even a clasp of 
the hand. Then the dream became wild and unconnected 
—though it was always Philip—only Philip. She was 
again with hin, and the ground seemed suddenly cloven, 
while a tempestuous river rushed howling between them; 
it grew into a mighty sea,above which she saw him stand- 
ing on a pinnacle of rock, his averted face lifted to the sky, 
his deaf car heeding net the despairing cry which she sent 
up from the midst of the ingulfing waters. 

With that ery she awoke, to fiad—with oh! what thank- 
ful joy !—that these were but dreams. Suddenly, hke a 
burst of sunshine, the joyful truth broke upon her, that this 
day, this very day, she would journey toward Philip—a 
brief space, perchanee a few hours, and they would meet! 
Onee more burst from her inmost heart the rapturous mur- 
mur, “I shall see him! I shall see him!’ And Eleanor 
turned her face on the pillow, weeping tears of happiness. 

Oh, the thrill of a remembered joy that comes with wak- 
iug—how wild, how deep it is! Only second to that keen- 
est pang, the first waking consciousness of misery. 

Soon Eleanor rose, saying to herself the old adage—she 
had an innocent superstition lurking in the depths of her 
simple heart—“ Morning tears bring evening smiles ;” and 
she thought, 1f the tears were so sweet, what must be the 
bliss of her smiles! So she made ready for her departure 
with a cheerful spirit, over which neither the painful dream, 
nor the still more painful remembrance of Mrs. Breynton’s 
last words, conld throw more than a passing cloud. 

As though to confirm this joy, Davis knocked at her 
chamber-door with an affectionate farewell message from 
Mrs. Breynton, and a letter. It was from Sir Robert Ogil- 
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vie, begging his niece to hasten her journey, so as to accom: 
pany him that night to a party at his daughter’s house. 
“It was Katharine's especial wish," he said; and Katha- 
rine's wish had long become law with father, mother, and 
husband too. “Eleanor could easily reach Summerwood 
by the afternoon,” her uncle continued, “ thanks to the rail- 
way—the only useful innovation that the hateful march-of- 
intellect Radicals had ever made.” 

Eleanor read Katharine’s inelosed letter of warm invita- 
tion. It bore the following postseript: *I especially wish 
you to come, because you will be like to meet one who will 
doubtless be as much pleased to meet you—your old ae- 
quaintanee, Mr. W ychnor.^ 

What a world of joy lay in that idly-scribbled Ine! 

“Tonight! to-night!” cried Eleanor, as, bewildered— 
almost stunned—by the certainty of the coming bliss, she 
sank on the bed and hid her face. Thence, gliding to her 
knees, her first impulse was one, the saeredness of which 
received no taint from its total simplicity—a thanksgiving 
lifted to Him who gave Eve unto Adam, and Sarah unto 
Abraham, for thus bringing her face to face with one whom 
—as sacredly as if the marriage words had already been 
spoken—Eleanor regarded as her husband. 

Once again, cre the last moment of departure came, Elea- 
nor entered her little chamber, shut the door, and prayed 
that she might return thither in safety and in joy; and 
then, all bitterness reconciled, pass from this home of pa- 
tient duty into another far dearer, and thus faithfully ful- 
fill woman’s highest, holiest destiny, that of a loving and 
devoted wife. And as she arose, the sun burst through 
the gray morning clouds, and the cathedral chimes rang 
out joyfully, yet with a sweet solemnity. Their sound fol- 
lowed her like a parting blessing. 

And so, borne eheerily on the “horse with wings,” which 
to her was as welcome and as full of poetry as that dream- 
creation of Imogen's desire, Eleanor went to Summerwood. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 


I saw it— 
"Twas no foul vision—with nnblinded eyes. 
I saw it! his fond hands were wreathed in hers. 
Po ee) He gazed upoan her fice, 
Even with those fatal eyes no woman looks at. 
cc c a M hou 
Ne’er know the racking anguish of this hour— 
The desolation of this heart ! —Mirxax. 


Tur circle assembled in Hugh Ogilvie’s drawing-room 
was the very perfection of a social dimner-party. Every 
body knew every body, or nearly so. There was Mrs. Lan- 
caster flitting about as usnal in her gossamer drapery, and 
her shadow of a husband still hovering beside her—the re- 
flection of her glory. There was David Drysdale pursuing 
his new science—the stndy of humanity in general, with 
especial reference to Paul Lynedon, w hose movements he 
watched with Argus eyes. The object of lis scrutiny, how- 
ever, was unconscious of the fact. Paul moved hither and 
thither, casting in all directions his graceful and brilliant 
talk, but for the first time in his life found himself quite in- 
different as to the sensation he created among the general 
company. They seemed to him like a moving phantasma- 
goria of shadows; among them he saw but one form, heard 
ili one voice, and these were Katharine Ogilvie's 

She knew this too: though he did not keep constantly 
at her side, she felt his eyes upon her wherever she moved. 
She was conscious that not one word from her lips, not one 
silken stirring of her robe, eseaped the notice of Paul Lyne- 
don. "Phe thought pil: her eyes glitter with triumph. 
She felt that she had only to stretch forth her arm, to lay 
her delicate hand on the lion’s mane, and, Ariadne-like, she 
would ride victoriously on the beantiful Terror whieh had 
once trampled on her peace. Exultingly she displayed the 
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power which had gained her universal homage—the lofty 
and careless defiance that only subdued the more. 

Yet, could any eves have piereed throngh that outward 
illusion, they might perchance have seen behind the queen- 
hke, radiant woman, the shadow of an angel—the angel of 
Katharine’s lost youth—mourning for her future. And 
ever and anon, piereing through the clouds that were fast 
darkening over the wite's soul, came a low whisper, warn- 
ing her that even an erring marriage-vow becomes sacred 
forever; and that to break it, though only in thought, is à 
sin which oceans of penitent tears can scareely wash away. 

To none of her guests was Mrs. Ogilvie more gracefully 
courteous than to the silent, reserved Philip W yehnor. 
During the half hour that elapsed before dinner, her magic 
influenee melted away many of those frosty eovermgs in 
whieh he uneonsciously enveloped himself in society. A 
man instinetively lays his soul open before a woman much 
more than before one of his own sex; and, had Katharine 
been less absorbed in the struggles of her own heart, she 
might have read mueh of Wychnor’s, even without his 
knowledge, 

At length there mingled in her winning speech the name 
—so loved, yet so dreaded by her hearer, 

“I hope, after all, that you will meet your old friend 
Eleanor to-night. My father told me she was expeeted 
at Summerwood to-day, so I entreated hnn to bring her 
hither.” 

Philip made no answer: despite his iron will, he felt sti- 
fling—gasping for air. 

* You are not well—sit down," observed the young host- 
ess, kindly; “I ought not to have kept you standing talk- 
ing so long.” 

Ile sank on a chair, muttering something about * having 
been overworked of late.” 

“J feared so; indeed, you must take care of yourself, Mr. 
Wychnor; Í will not say for the world's sake, but for that 
of your many friends, among which I hope to be numbered 


one day; and when Eleanor comes—” 
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He turned away, and his eyes encouutered Lynedon's, 
Fhe latter was apparently listening eagerly to each word 
that fell from Mrs. Ogilvie’s lips. Philip fancied the spell 
lay in the sound of the beloved name, when it was only in 
the voice that uttered it. But he had not time to collect 
his thoughts, when the drawing-room door opened, and 
Hugh burst in with somewhat of the old cheerfulness 
brightening his heavy features. 

« Katharine, make haste: they're both come, your father 
and our dear Nelly. Pm so glad!” 

“And so am J,” answered Katharine, for once echoing 
her husband; and, making her own E" excuses to her 
guests, she ane ‘from the room. 

As she did so, Philip looked up with a , wild, bewildered 
air, and again caught the eager gaze of Paul Th nedon fixed 
on the closing door. He started from his seat, conscious 
only of a vague desire to fly—any where, on any pretext, 
so as to escape the torture of the scene. But Drysdale in- 
tereepted him. 

“Eh! my young friend, what's this? Where are you 
going ?” 

* [—I can not tell—" 

* Nothing the matter—not ill?” And, following the old 
man's affectionate, anxious look, came ihe eurious zm sur- 
prised glanee of Lynedon. Doc it Philip's agony sank 
into à deadly ealm. 

Once again he said in his heart, ^ It is my doom. [can 
not fly; I must endure? Tle had just strength to creep to 
à corner of the room, apart from all. There he sat down, 
and waited in paticut, dull despair for the approach of her 
whom he still loved dearer than his life. 

There were voices without the door, Lynedon sprang 
to open it. It was im answer to Ais greeting that Philip's 
halfinaddened car distinguished the first tone of that be- 
loved voiee, unheard for years except in dreams. Soft it 
was, and sweet as ever, and tremulous with gladness. 

Gladness! when I knew that he, once lov ed, and then 
so cruelly forsaken, was in lier presence, and heard all! 
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“Come, let her hand go, Lynedon,” said Hugh’s voice. 
* [Tere are other friends, Nelly.” 

She advanced, pale but smiling—no set smile of forced 
courtesy, but one which betokened a happy heart; her own, 
her very own smile, shining in eyes and lips, and making 
her whole face beautiful. 

Philip saw it, and then a cold mist seemed to enwrap 
him, through which he beheld men and women, and mov- 
ing lights, indistinet and vague. Yet still he sat, leaning 
forward, as though attentive to the last dull saying of his 
dull neighbor, Mr. Lancaster. 

And Eleanor! Oh! ifhe had known that in all the room 
she saw only one face—his /—that she passed Lynedon and 
the rest, hardly conscious of their greetings—that through 
them all her whole soul flew to him—him only—in a trans- 
port of rejoicing that they had met at last! 

Yet, when she stood before him—when she held out her 
hand, she could not speak one word. She dared not even 
lift her eyes, lest she should betray the joy which was al- 
most too great to conceal. It blanched her smiling lips, 
made her frame tremble, and her voice grow measured and 
cold. 

And thus they met, in the midst of strangers, with one 
passing clasp of the hand, one formal greeting ud and then 
either turned away, to hide from the w “orld and from each 
other at once the agony and the gladness. 

For in Eleanor's heart the gladnoss lingered still, A 
momentary pang she had felt that they should meet thus 
coldly, even in outward show, but still she doubted him 
not. Philip mst be right—must be true. A few minutes 
more, and he would surely find some opportunity to steal 
to her side—to give her one word—one smile, which might 
show that they were still to one another as they had been 
for years—nay, all their lives! So she glided from the 
eroup around Katharine to calm her beating heart, and 
eather strength even to bear her joy. 

She sat down, choosing a place where she could see him 
who was to her all in the room—all m the world! She 
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watched him continnally, talking or in repose. He was 
greatly altered—much older; the face harsher in its lines; 
but he was her Philip still. Gradually, amid all the change, 
the former likeness grew, and these four years of bitter 
separation seemed melted into nothing. She saw again 
the playmate of her childhood—the lover of her youth— 
her chosen husband. She waited tremblingly for him to 
come to her, to say only in one look that he remembered 
the sweet past. 

But he never eame! She saw him move, talking to one 
guest and then another. At last they all left him, and he 
stood alone. Ife would surely seek her now? No, he did 
not even turn his eyes, but sank wearily into a chair, and 
above the murmur of heedless voices there came to Elea- 
nor his heavy sigh. 

She started: one moment more, and she would have east 
aside all maidenly pride, and crept nearer to him, ouly to 
look in his face, and say “Philip!” Dut Mrs. Laneaster 
approached him, and she heard him answering some idle 
compliments with the calmness lIearnt—in the heartless 
world, she thought, knowing not that love’s agony gives 
to its martyrs a strength almost snperhuman, first to en- 
dure, and, then enduring, to conceal. 

She saw him speak and smile—ay, smile: an icy fear 
erept over her. It seemed the shadow of that terrible “no 
more” which sometimes yawns between the present and 
past. Let us pray rather that our throbbing hearts may 
grow cold in the tomb than that we should live to feel 
them freezing slowly in our bosoms, and be taught by their 
altered beatings to say calmly, “The tiie has been.” 

It so chanced that Paul Lynedon led Eleanor down to 
dinner. lle did it merely because she happened to stand 
near Mrs. Ogilvie. The latter had turned from him and 
taken the arm of David Drysdale, with whom she was al- 
ready on the friendliest of terms. Katharine was always 
so especially charming m her manner to old people. 

These formed the gronp at the head of the table; Philip 
sat far apart, having placed himself where he could not see 
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the face of either Paul or Eleanor. Dut their tones came 
to him amid the dazzling, bewildering mist of light and 
sound; every word, especially the rare utterances of Elea- 
nors low voice, piercing distinct and clear through all. 

Philips neighbor was Mrs. Lancaster, who, now feeling 
herself sinking from that meridian altitude which, as the 
central sun of a petty literary sphere, she had long main- 
tained, caught at every chance of ingratiating herself with 
any rising author. She mounted her high horse of senti- 
ment and feeling, and cantered it gently on through a long 
criticism of Wychnor’s last work. Then, finding the chase 
was vain, for that he only answered in polite monosylla 
bles, she tried another and less lofty style of conversation 
— remarks and tittle-tattle eoncerning her friends, absent 
and present. She was especially led to this by the morti- 
fication of seeing her former protégé, Paul Lynedon, so cn- 
tirely escaped from under her wing. 

“ How quiet Lynedon has grown !? she said, sharply. “I 
never saw sucha change. Why, he used to be quite a lion 
in society. How silent he sits between Mrs. Ogilvie and 
her sister! By-the-by, perhaps that may account for his 
dullness to-night.” 

“Do you think so?” answered Philip, absently. 

“Ah! the affair was before your time, Mr. Wychnor,” 
said the lady, mysteriously ; “ but some years ago, at Sum- 
merwood, I really imagined it would have been a match 
between Miss Eleanor Ogilvie and Paul Lynedon there. 
IIow he admired her singing, and herself too! Not that 
IJ ever could see much in either; but love is blind, vou 
know." 

“Mrs. Lancaster, allow me to take wine with you," in 
terrupted Paul, who from the other end of the table had 
caught the sound of his own name united with Eleanor's, 
and was in mortal fear lest Mrs. Lancaster's tenacious mem- 
ory should be recalling her former badinage on the subject. 

Philip sat silent. His cup of agony seemed overflow- 
ing. But, ere his lips approached the brim, an angel came 
by and touched it, changing the gall into a healing draught. 
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On the young man’s agonized ear came the mention of one 
name—the name of the dead. What matter though it was 
uttered by the frivolous tongue of Mrs. Lancaster, to whom 
Leigh Pennythorne and his sufferings were merely a vehicle 
for sentimental pity! Even while she pronounced the name, 
surely some heavenly ministrant canght up the sound, and 
caused tt to fall like balm on Philip Wychnor’s heart. The 
casual words carried his thoughts away from all life's tor- 
tures to the holy peace of death. "They brought back to 
him the dark, still room, where, holding the boy’s damp 
hand, he had talked with him, solemnly, joyfully, of the 
glorious after-world. Then came floating across his mem- 
ory the calm river sunset—the last look at the moon-1l- 
lumined, peaceful face, on whose dead lips yet lingered the 
smile of the parted soul. Even now, amid this torturing 
scene, the remembrance lifted Philip’s heart from its earth- 
ly pains toward the blessed eternity where all these should 
be counted but as a drop in the balance. 

If the thorns of life pierce keenest into the poet’s sonl, 
heaven and heaven’s angels are nearer to him than to the 
worldly man. Philip Wychnor grew calmer, and his 
thoughts rose upward, where, far above both grief and 
joy, amid the glories of the Ideal and the blessedness of 
the Divine, a great and pure mind sits serene. ‘Thither, 
when they have endured a while, does the All-compassion- 
ate, even in life, lift the souls of these His children, and 
give them to stand, Moses-like, on the lonely height of this 
calm Pisgah. Far below lies the wilderness through which 
their weary fect have journeyed. But God turns their faces 
from the past, and they behold no more the desert, but the 
Canaan. 

There was a flnttering of silken dresses as the hostess 
and her fair companions glided away. Philip did not look 
up, orhe might have caught fixed on his face a gaze so full 
of mournful, anxious tenderness, that it would have pierced 
through the thickest clonds of jealous doubt and suspicion. 
He felt that Eleanor passed him by, though his eyes were 
lifted no higher than the skirt of her robe. But on her 
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left hand, which lay like à snowflake among the black 
folds, he saw a ring, his own gift—his only one, for love 
like theirs needed no outward token, She had promised 
on her betrothal-eve that it should never be taken off save 
for the holier symbol of marriage. How could she—how 
dared she wear it now! One gleam of hght shot almost 
blindingly through Philip’s darkness as he beheld; the 
deep calm fled from his heart, and it was again racked 
with suspense. Ife sat motionless, the loud talk and 
laughter of Iugh Ogilvie, and the vapid murmurings of 
Mrs. Lancaster floating over him confusedly. 

Paul Lynedon had already disappeared from the dining- 
room. fe could not drive from his mind the vague fear 
lest his foolish affair with Eleanor Ovilvie should be bruit- 
ed about in some way or other. He longed to stop Mrs. 
Lancaster's ever active tongue. And, judging feminine 
nature by the blurred and blotted S on which he had 
viewed it for the last few years, he felt considerable doubt 
even of Eleanor herself. If she had betrayed, or should 
now betray, especially to Katharine Ogilvie, the secret of 
his folly! He would not have such a thing happen for the 
world! Wherefore he staid not to consider, for Paul's im- 
petuous feelings were rarely subjected to E self-exam- 
ination. Acting on their impulse now, he bent his pride 
to that stronger passion which was n UMS stealing over 
him; and first assuring himself that his fellow-adventurer 
in the drawing-room, David Drysdale, was safely engross: 
ing the conversation of their beautiful hostess, Lynedon 
carelessly strolled toward an inner apartment, divided from 
the rest by a glass door, through which he saw Eleanor, sit- 
ting thoughtful and alone. 

“ Now is my time,” said Paul to himself; “bet E must 
accomplish the matter with finesse and diplomacy, What a 
fool I was ever to have brought myself into such a serape !” 

Ile walked with as mnch indifference as he could assnme 
through the half-open door, which silently closed after him. 
IIe was rather glad of this, for then there would be no eaves- 
droppers. Eleanor looked up, and found herself alone with 
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the lover she had once rejected. But there was no fear of 
his again imposing on her the same painful necessity, for a 
more careless, good-humored smile never sat on the face 
of the most indifferent acquaintance than that which Paul 
Lynedon’s now wore. 

“Do I intrude on your meditations, Miss Ogilvie? If 
so, send me away at onee, which will be treating me with 
the caudor of an old friend. But I had rather elaun the 
privilege in a different way, and be allowed to stay and 
have a little pleasant chat with you.” 

Eleanor would fain have been left to solitude; but 
through: life she had thought of others first—of herself 
last. It gave her true pleasure, that by meeting Lyne- 
don’s frankness with equal cordiality she could atone to 
the friend for the pain onee given to the lover. So she 
answered kindly, “ Indeed, I shall be quite glad to renew 
our old soeiable talks.” 

“Then we are friends — real, open-hearted, sincere 
friends,” answered Paul, returning her smile with one of 
equal candor. “And,” he added, in a lower tone, “to 
make our friendship sure, I trust Miss Ogilvie has already 
forgotten that I ever had the presumption to aspire to 
more?” 

Eleanor replied, with mingled sweetness and dignity, 

“T remember only what was pleasurable in our acquaint: 
ance. Be assured that the pain, which Iam truly glad to 
see has passed from your memory, rests no longer on mine. 
We will not speak or think of it again, Mr. Lynedon.” 

But Paul still hesitated. “Except that I may venture 
to express one hope—indeed, I should rather say a convic- 
tion. I feel sure that, with one so generous and delieatc- 
minded, this—this circumstance has remained,and will ever 
remain, unrevealed ?” 

“Can you doubt it?” And a look as nearly approach- 
ing pride as Eleanor’s gentle countenance could assume, 
marked her wounded feeling. “thought that you would 
have judged more worthily of me—of any woman.” 

“ Of you, indeed, I ought. Iam ashamed of myself, Miss 
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Ogilvie,” cried Lynedon, giving way to a really sincere 1m 
puise of compunction, and gazing in her face with some- 
thing of his old reverence. “Ido believe you, as ever, the 
kindest, noblest ereature—half woman, half saint ; and, ex- 
cept that I am unworthy ofthe boon, it would be a bless- 
ing to me through life to call you friend.” 

“Indeed you shall call me so, and I will strive to make 
the title justly mine,” said Eleanor, with a bright, warm- 
hearted smile, as she stretched out her hand to him. 

Ie took it, and pressed it to his lips. Neither saw that 
on this instant a shadow darkened the transparent door, 
and a face, passing by chance, looked in. It was the face 
of Philip W yehnor! 


CHAPTER XLIT. 


Better trnst all, and be deceived, 
And weep that trust and that deceiving, 
Than doubt one heart, which, if believed, 
Had blessed one's life with true believing. 
Oh! in tliis mocking world, too fast 
The donbting fiend o'ertakes our youth ; 
Better be cheated to the last 
Than lose the blessed hope of truth ! 
FRANCES ANNE BUTLER. 

“ WELL, I never in my life knew a fellow so altered as 
that Philip Wychnor!” eried Hugh, as he entered his wite’s 
dressing-room. His sister had fled there to gain a few min- 
utes’ quiet and strength, after her somewhat painful inter- 
view with Lynedon, and before the still greater trial of the 
formal evening that was to come. As she lay on the couch, 
wearied in heart and frame, there was ever in her thought 
the name which her brother now uttered carelessly—al- 
most angrily. It made her start with added suffering. 
Ilugh continued : 

* [ suppose he thinks it is so fine to have grown an au- 
thor and a man of genius, that he may do any thing he 
likes, and play off all sorts of airs on his old friends." 
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* Nay, Hugh, what has he done?” said Eleanor, her heart 
sinking colder and colder. 

“Only that, after all the trouble we had to get him here 
to-night, he has gone off just now without having even the 
civility to say good-by.” 

* Gone! is he gone?" and she started up; but recollect- 
ed herself in time to add, “ You forget; he may be ill.” 

«Il? nonsense!" cried Hugh, as he stood lazily lolling 
against the window. “Look! there he goes, tearing across 
the Park as if he were having a walking-match, or racing 
with Brown Bess herself. "There's a likely fellow to be ill! 
Phew! it’s only a vagary for effect —Pve learned. these 
cames since I married, But I must go down to this con- 
founded soirée.” And he lounged off moodily. 

The moment he was gone, Eleanor sprang to the window. 
It was indeed Philip—she saw him clearly: his slender fig- 
ure and floating fair hair—looking shadowy, almost ghost- 
like, in the evening light. He walked rapidly—nay, flew ! 
It might have been a fiend that was pursuing him instead 
of the weeping eyes, the outstretched arms, the agonized 
murmur—* Philip, oh ! my Philip!” 

He saw not, he heard not, but sped onward—disappeared! 
Then Eleanor sank down, nigh broken-hearted. Was this 
the blessed meeting, the day so longed for, begun in joy, to 
end in such cruel misery ? 

No, not all misery; for when the first bitterness passed, 
and she began to think calmly, there dawned the hope that 
Philip loved her still. llis very avoidance of her, that heavy 
sich, most of all his sudden departure, as though he had 
fled unable to endure her presence—all these showed that 
his heart had not grown utterly cold. Ife had loved her 
onee—she believed that. She would have believed it 
though the whole world had borne testimony against it, 
and against him. It was impossible but that some portion 
of this deep true love must linger still. Some unaccount- 
able change had come over him—some great sorrow or in 
agined wrong had warped his mind. 

Was this the reason that now for weeks, months, he had 
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never answered her letters? Did he wish to consider their 
engagement broken? But no; for his last letter was full 
of love—full of the near hope of making her his own. 
Whatever had been the cause of estrangement, if the love 
were still there, in his heart as in her own,she would win 
him baek yet! 

“Yes,” she cried, “I will have patience. Iwill put from 
me all pride—all resentment. If there has been wrong, | 
will be the first to say ‘Forgive me! He is still the same 
—vood and true—I see it in his face, I feel it in my soul. 
How could it be otherwise ?" 

Wugh’s halfmocking, half-angry words concerning him 
troubled her fora moment. She heaved a low, shuddering 
sigh, and then the suffering passed. 

* Even if so, I will not despair. Oh, my Philip, if it be 
that vou are changed, that this evil world has cast its.shad- 
ow over your pure heart, still I will not leave you! You 
were mine— you are mine, in suffering—even in sin! 1 will 
stand by you, and pray God night and day for you, and 
never—never give you up until you are my true, noble 
Philip once more.” 

She stood, her clasped hands raised, her face shining with 
a faith all-perfeet—faith in Heaven, and faith in Aim. Oh, 
men! to whom woman's love is a light jest, a haughty 
scorn, how know you but that you drive from your path- 
way and from your side a guardian presence, which, in 
blessing and in prayer, might have been for you as omnip- 
otent as an angel? 

Mrs. Ogilvie entered, while her sister still stood, pale and 
thoughtful. Katharine was very restless—her cheek burned 
and her eye glittered, The contrast was never so strong 
between the two. 

“Why, what is this, my dear child?’ At another time 
Eleanor would have smiled at the half-patronizing title; 
but, as the tall, magnificent-looking woman of the world 
bent over her, she felt that it was scarcely strange. She 
was indeed a child to her “little cousin” now. Alas! she 
knew not that Katharine would have given worlds to have 
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taken the fresh, simple child's heart into her racked bosom 
once niore ! 

* How quiet you are, Eleanor! How dull this room seems, 
when we are all below so merry—so merry And she 
laughed that mocking laugh—an echo trne as the words. 

* Are you merry? Lam glad of it,” was Eleanor’s sim- 
ple reply. “But you must forgive my staying here, [am 
so weary.” 

“Weary! Ethought you happy, good, country damsels 
were never weary, as we are.” 

“We! Nay, Katharine, are not you yourself country- 
bred, good, and happy ?" 

Again there came the musical langh—light, but oh! how 
bitter! “For the first adjective, I suppose I must acknowl- 
edge the crime, or misfortune; for the second, you ean ask 
IIugh; for the third—well, vou may ask him too—of course 
he knows! ButImust go. Will you come with me? No? 
Then good-by, fair coz.” 

“ Sister /” was the gentle word that met Katharine as she 
was departing with the fluttering gayety she had so well 
learned to assume. And Eleanor came softly behind, and 
put her arm round the neck of her brother’s wife. 

“Ah! yes, I forgot—of course, we are sisters now. Are 
you glad of it, Eleanor ?? 

“Yes, most happy! And you?” 

Katharine looked at her earnestly, and then shrank away. 
“Let me go! Imean that your arm—your bracelet—hurts 
me,” she added, hurriedly. 

Eleanor removed it. Katharine paused a moment, and 
then stooped forward and kissed her cheek, saying affec- 
tionately, 

* You are a dear, good girl, as of old. You will bear 
with me, Nelly? Lam tired—perhaps not well. This gay 
life is too much for me.” 

“Then why—’ 

“Ah! be quict, dear,” said Mrs. Ogilvie, tapping Elea- 
nor’s shoulder with her perfumed fan. ‘ You shall lecture 
me to-night, when I have sent away these people—that is, 
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my guests," she continued, remembering «Ao was of the 
number. And as she went away, Katharine could almost 
have eut out her own tongue, that had carelessly ranked 
Paul Lynedon in the tribe thus designated. Though made 
a slave, he was an 1dol still. 

For an hour longer Eleanor sat alone by the window, 
sometimes trying to calm her spirit with looking up at the 
deep peace of the moonlight sky, and then watching the 
carriages that rolled to the door, bearing away guest after 
guest. The last who left departed on foot. Eleanor dis- 
tinguished his tall figure passing hastily through the little 
shrubbery, and fancied it was like Mr. Lynedoi’s. But she 
thought little on the subject, for immediately afterward her 
sister entered. 

Katharine stood at the door, the silver Jamp she held 
casting a rich subdued light on her face and person. She 
wore a pale amber robe, and a gold net confined her hair. 
save this, she had no ornament of any kind. She took a 
pride in showing that her daring beauty scorned all such 
adjuncts. Well she might, for a more magnificent creature 
never rode triumphant over human hearts. 

Even Kleanor—lifting up her meek, sorrowful gaze—ac- 
knowledged this. 

“Katharine, how beautiful you have grown! You see 
my prophecy was right. Do yon remember it, that night 
at Summerwood, when the Lancasters first came, and Mr. 
Lynedon ?” 

The silver lamp fell to the floor. 

There was a minute’s silence, and then Katharine rekin- 
dled the light, saying gayly, 

“See, my dear, tliis comes of standing to be looked at 
and flattered. But Iwill have your praise still: now look 
at me once more !”’ 

“Still beantifaul—most beautiful! perhaps the more so 
because of your paleness. Yellow suits well with your 
black hair.” 

* Does 1t ?" 

* And how simple your dress is! no jewels? no flowers ?” 
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*Inever wear either. Ihate your bits of shining stone, 
precious only beeause the world chooses to make them 
rare; and as for flowers, I trod down my life’s flowers loug 
ago.” 

The indistinct speech was lost upon Eleanor’s wandering 
mind. She made no answer, and the two sisters-in-law sat 
for some minutes without exchanging a word. At last 
Eleanor said, 

“Will not Hugh or Sir Robert come in and speak to us 
before we all go to rest ?” 

“Sir Robert? Oh, he retired an hour ago; he keeps 
Sununerwood time. As for Hugh, I doubt it either wife 
or sister could draw him from his beloved cigars and 
punch. Don’t flatter yourself with any such thing; I fear 
you must be content with my society." 

* Indeed I am," said Eleanor, affectionately laying her 
hand on Katharine's arm. 

She shrank restlessly beneath the touch; but the mo- 
ment after she leaned her head on her sisters shoulder; 
and though she was quite silent, neither moved nor sob- 
bed, Eleanor felt on her neck the drop of one heavy, burn- 
ing tear. 

“My own sister! my dear Katharine! are you ill—un- 
happy ?” 

* No, no; quite well—quite happy. Did I not say so? 
I think few mistresses of such a gay revel as ours could re- 
tire from it with so fresh and blithe a faee as mine was 
when you saw it at the door. Still, I own to being rather 
tired now.” 

“Will you go to rest 

* No, not just yet. Come, Eleanor, shall we sit and talk 
for half an hour, as we used to do? Only first I will shut 
out the moonlight, it looks so pale, and eold, and melan- 
choly. Why, Nelly, when you stood in it I could almost 
have thought you a ghost—the ghost of that old time! 
What nonsense I am saying !? 

She rose up quickly, drew the curtains, and the chamber 
remained lit only by a taper at the farther end. 


hi 
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“I can not endure this darkness; I will call for lights, 
But no, itis better as itis. Did you ever know such a fit- 
ful, restless creature ?? continued she, throwing herself on 
the ground at Eleanor feet. “But I am quiet now—for 
alittle; so begin. What are yon thinking about ?" 

‘ Of how strangely things change in lite. Who would 
have thought that the little Katharine I used to play with, 
and lecture, and wonder at—for I did wonder at you some- 
timnes— would have grown into Ais IXatharine ?” 

“ Ay, who wonld have thought it?” 

“ And still more, that she should be Hugh’s wife—my 
sister; and I never guessed that you loved one another! 
Indeed, I thought—" 

“What did you think? tell me,” said Katharine, sud- 
denly. 

“That you would certainly have chosen—not dear, quict, 
gentle Hugh, but some hero of romance.” 

“Tia, ha! you were mistaken then.” 

“Yes, truly. Yet she was a little dreamer, was the dear 
Katharine of Summerwood! Wow well I remember the 
night we sat together, as we do now, talking of many 
things — of Mr. Lynedon especially. Oh, Katharine, we 
are both changed since then !? said Eleanor, sadly, as her 
memory flew back, and her own sorrows once more sank 
heavy on that gentle heart, so ready to forget itself in and 
for others. 

Katharine lay silent, and without moving—only once 
she shivered convulsively. 

“How cold you are—your hands, your neck! Let me 
wrap you in this shawl,” Eleanor said.“ And, indeed, I 
will not keep you talking any longer. Be good, dear, and 
go to rest !” 

Zest! O God! that I could rest—forever!’ was the 
smothered moan that broke from [atharine’s lips. 

“What were you saying, love ?” 

“Only that I will do any thing you like, Eleanor. but 
I am forgetting all my duties. Come, I will see you to 
your room.” 
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She rose up, and the two sisters passed thither—affec- 
tionately too, with linked arms. 

“ Now, dearest Katharine, you will promise me to go to 
bed and sleep ?” 

* Yes, yes—only let me breathe first.” She threw open 
the window, and drank in, almost with a gasp, the cool 
hight-air of summer. Eleanor came beside her; and so 
they stood, the peaceful heaven shining on both, with its 
moonlight and its stars. Then Katharine drew her sister’s 
face between her two hands, and said, 

“There, now you look as when I saw you at the window 
to-night—pale, pure, like a warning spirit, or an angel. I 
think you are both! And J—Eleanor, remember, in all 
times, under all chance or change, that I did love you—I 
shall love vou—always." 

'The smile—that unearthly, almost awful smile, passed 
from her face, showing what was left when the fitful gleam 
had vanished—a countenance of utter despair! But it was 
turned from Eleanor—she never saw it. Ead she done so, 
perhaps— But no, it was too late! 

“J believe you love me, dearest, as I you,” she answered, 
tenderly ; “we are sisters now and forever. Good-night !” 

They kissed each other once more, and then Katharine 
turned away, but on the threshold her foot stayed. 

* Eleanor !? 

Eleanor sprang toward her. 

“You say your prayers every night, as children do—as 
we did together once, when I was a little child? Well, 
say for me to-night, as then, ‘God bless’—no, no—' God 
take care of Katharine ! ” 

Ere she glided away, she lifted her eyes upward for a 
moment, and then, leaning back, closed them firmly. El- 
eanor never again saw on her face that quiet, solemn look 
—never—until— 
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CHAPTER XLII. 


We women have four seasons, like the year. 
Our spring is in our lightsome, girlish days, 
When the heart langhs within us for sheer joy. 
Summer is when we iove and are beloved. 
Autumn, when some young thing with tiny hands 
Is wantoning about us, day and aight ; 
And winter is when those we love have perished. 
Some miss one season—some another ; this 
Shall have them early, and that late; and yet 
The year wears ronnd with all as best it may. 
Purrip DaILEY. 


IIvan and his sister breakfasted alone together. Sir 
Robert had gone through that necessary ceremony an 
hour before, and retired to his legislative duties. Poor 
man! he spent as much time in trying to bind up the 
wounds of the nation as though the sole doctor and nurse 
of that continually-ailing patient had been Sir Robert Ogil- 
vie, Bart., M.P., of Summerwood Park. 

“Yon needn’t look for Katharine,” said the husband, 
half sulkily, half sadly; “she never appears till after elev- 
en. Nobody ever does in London, I suppose—at least no- 
body fashionable. Sit down, Eleanor, and let me for once 
be saved the trouble of pouring out my own coffee." 

So the brother and sister began their ¢ée-d-téte. It was 
rather an uninteresting one, for Hugh, after another wora 
or two, buried himself iu the mysteries of Bels Life, from 
which he was not exhumed until the groom sent word that 
Brown Bess was waiting. 

“Good-by, Nell. Yowll stay till to-morrow, of course? 
Uncle won’t go back to Summerwood before then.” And 
he was off, as he himself would characteristically have ex- 
pressed it, “like a shot.” 

Ties of blood do not necessarily constitute ties of affec- 
tion, The world—ay, even the best and truest part of it 
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—is a little mistaken on this point. The parental or fra- 
temal bond is at first a mere instinct, or, viewed in its 
highest light, a link of duty; but when, added to this, 
comes the tender friendship, the deep devotion, which 
springs from sympathy and esteem, then the love is made 
perfect, and the kindred of blood becomes a yet stronger 
kindred of heart. But unless eireumstances, or the nature 
and character of the parties themselves, allow opportunity 
for this union, parent and child, brother and sister, are as 
much strangers as though no bond of relationship existed 
between them. 

Thus it was with Eleanor and Hugh. "They regarded 
one another warmly; would have gladly fulfilled any duty 
of affection or selfsacrifice—at least, she would; but they 
had lived apart nearly all their lives: Hugh nurtured as 
his uncle's heir—Eleanor, the companion of her widowed 
mother, on whose comparatively lowly eondition the rest 
of the Ogilvie family somewhat looked down. In charac- 
ter and disposition. there was searcely à. single meeting 
link of sympathy between them; and though they had al- 
ways loved one another with a kind of mstinctive affection, 
yet it had never grown ito that devotion which makes 
the tie between brother and sister the sweetest and dear- 
est of all earthly bonds, second only to the one which 
Heaven alone makes—perfect, heart-united marriage. 

Kleanor sat a while, thinking with a vagne doubt that 
this was not the sort of marriage between her brother and 
her cousin. But she was too little acquainted with the 
inuer charaeter of either for her doubts to amount to fear. 
They quickly vanished when Hugh’s wife came in, so smil- 
ing, so full of playful grace, that Eleanor could hardly be- 
lieve it was the same Katharine whose parting look the 
previous night had painfully haunted her, even amid her 
own still more sorrowful remembrances. 

“What! your brother gone, Nelly? Why, then, I shall 
have you all to myself this morning. So come, bring your 
work—since you are so countrified as to have work—and 
let us indulge in à quiet chat before any one cames," 
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* Have you many visitors, then ?" 

* Oh, the Lancasters might eall, after last night, you 
know; or Mr. Lynedon" (she said the name with a reso- 
Inte carelessness) ; ‘or even—though it is scaree BS 
your old friend and my new one, 2 Mr. Philip W yehnor.? 

There was no answer, Katharine amused herself with 
walking to the window, and teazing an ugly pet parrot. 
Poor exehange for the merry little lark that, happy in its 
love-tended eaptivity, sang to the girl Kati at Sum- 
merwood! Eleanor, g glad of any thing to break the si- 
lence, inquired after tlhe old favorite. 

“Dead!” was the short, sharp answer. The word and 
its tone might have revealed a whole life’s mystery. 

“But, Eleanor,” she added, in a jesting manner, * you 
always talk of the past—generally a tiresome subject, 
Let us turn to something more interesting. For instance, 
I want to hear all you know about Philip Wyehnor. No 
wonder you like him: I do already. How long have you 
known him ?” 

* Nearly all our lives." 

This truth—Eleanor could not, would not, speak aught 
but the truth—was murmured with a drooping and erm: 
soning cheek. She revealed nothing, but she was unable 
to ere she never tried. 

“Eleanor !” said Kathari ine, catehing her anus and look- 
ing earnestly in her face—* sister! tell me—” 

She was interrupted by the entranee of a servant an- 
nouneing Mr. Lynedon. 

“Let me ereep away; I am too weary to talk,” whis- 
Pod Eleanor. 

“No, stay!” The gesture was imperative, almost fieree; 
butin a moment it was softened, and Mrs. Ogilvie received 
her guest as Mrs. Ogilvie ever dìd. In her easy, dignified 
mien lingered not a traee of Wautharine. 

They talked for a while the passing nothings ineident on 
morning visits, and then Mrs. Ogilvie noticed her sister’s 
pale face. 

“Tow weary she is, poor Nelly !’—and the touch of sym: 
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pathy which prompted the words was sincere and self-for- 
getfal—“ Go, love, and rest there in my favorite chair, and” 
—with a sudden smile—* stay ! take this book, also a fa- 
vorite; vou will hike it, I know.” 

It was a new volume, and bore Philip Wychnor’s name 
on the title-page. There, sitting in the recess, Eleanor read 
her lover’s soul. It was his soul; for a great and true 
author, in all he writes, will still reflect the truth that is 
within him—not as the world sees, but as Heaven sees. 
Man, passing by on the broad wayside, beholds only the 
battered leaves of the unsightly, perhaps broken flower; 
but God’s sun, shining into its heart, finds beauty, and 
draws thence perfume, so that earth is made to rejoice in 
what is poured out unto heaven alone. 

It is a merciful thing, that when fate seals up the full 
bursting tide of human hopes and human yearnings in a 
great man’s sonl, the current, frozen for a time, at length 
flows back again to enrich and glorify, not his poor carthly 
being, but that which will endure forever—his true self— 
his genius. And so this his work, whatever it be, stands 
to him in the place of all that in life is lost, or never real- 
ized; becomes to him love--hope —joy—honie —wife— 
child—every thing. 

Something of this Philip Wychnor had already felt. His 
work was his soul, poured out, not for the petty present 
circle of individnal praise, that Mr. This might flatter, and 
Mrs. That might weep over his page, but for the great wide 
world, wherein the true author longs to dwell—the hearts 
of kindred sympathy, throbbing every where and in all 
time, [le wrote that he might, in the only way he could, 
make his life an offering to Heaven, and to the memory ot 
that love which was to him next heaven. He wrote, too, 
that, going down to the grave lonely and childless, as he 
deemed it would be, he might thus leave behind him a por- 
tion of his sonl—that soul which throngh life had kept 
pure its faith in God and her. 

And so, looking on his writings, the woman he loved 
read his heart. She discerned, too—as none but she could 
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—his long patience, his struggles, his enduring love. AH 
was din, even to her, still groping blindly in a mesh of cir- 
cnmstances. But thus far she read—the unchanged purity 
of lis noble natnre—his truth, his faithfulness, and his love 
—love for her, and her alone! She knew it, she felt it 
now. 

A deep peace fell upon her spirit. She read over and 
over agam many a hne—to the world, nothing—to her, 
sweet as Philip’s own dear voice, hopeful as the love which 
answered his, Alas that he knew it not! She closed the 
book, and leaned back with a peaceful, solemn joy. As she 
did so, there came to her heart a strong faith—a blessed 
forewarning—snch as Heaven sometimes sends amidst all- 
conflicting destinies, that one day Philip would be her hus- 
band, and she his wife—never to be sundered more! Never 
—until the simple girl and boy, who once looked out to- 
gether dreamily into lifes future, should stand, still to- 
gether, on its verge, looking back on the earthly journey 
traversed hand-in-hand; and forward, unto the opening 
gates of heaven. 

Absorbed in these thoughts, she had almost forgotten 
the presence of Ixatharine and Lynedon, until the former 
stood behind her chair. 

“What, Nelly ina reverie? I thought dreaming invari- 
ably ended with one’s teens, Is it not so, Mr. Lynedon ¥” 
And she turned to Paul, who was standing a little aloof, 
tnrning over books and newspapers in an absent, half-vexed 
manner. But he was beside Katharine in a moment, never- 
theless. 

“Yon were speaking to me?” 

“Yes; but my question was hardly worth summoning 
you from those interesting newspapers, in which a future 
statesman must take such delight,” said Katharine, with an 
air of careless badinage, which sat on her, like all her va- 
rious moods, ever gracefully. “I really should apologize 
for having entertained you for the last quarter of an hour 
with that operatic discussion concerning my poor ill-used 
favorite, Giuseppe Verdi. Do I bnger properly on those 
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musical Italian syllables? Answer, you Signor fresh from 
the sweet South.” 
“ Every thing you do 
Still betters what is done,” 
was Lynedon's reply; too earnest to be mere compliment. 

But Mrs. Ogilvie mocked alike at both—or seemed to 
mock, for her eye glittered even as she spoke. ‘Come, Elea- 
nor, answer! Here is Mr. Lynedon quoting, of course for 
your benefit, since, if I remember right, your acquaintance 
began over that very excellent but yet somewhat overlaud- 
ed individual, Mr. William Shakspeare.” 

“You remember !” said Paul, eagerly, and in a low tone; 
* do you indeed remember all that time ?” 

Katharine’s lips were set together, and her head turned 
aside. But immediately she looked upon him coldly — 
carelessly—too carelessly to be even proud, “‘AID is a 
comprehensive word; I really can not engage to lay so 
heavy atax on my memory, which was never very good— 
meas it, Eleanor?” 

Eleanor smiled. And then, making an effort, she began 
to talk to Mr. Lynedon abont the old times and Summer- 
wood, until the arrival of another visitor. 

Mrs. Frederick Pennythorne glided into the room in all 
the grace of mourning attire, the most interesting and 
least woe-begone possible. Never did erape bonnet sit 
more tastefully and airily, and certainly never did it shade 
a blither smile. "The cousins met, as cousins do who have 
proved all their life the falsity of the saying, that * bluid 1s 
thieker than water.? 

“Well, Miss Ogilvie (I suppose the ‘Eleanor’ time is 
past now),” said Mrs. Frederick, in a dignified parenthesis, 
“here we are, you see, all married—I beg your pardon— 
except yourself What a pity that you should be left the 
last bird on the bush !” 

“Tf you attach such discredit to the cirenmstanee, I think 
I may venture to say for Eleanor that it must be entirely 
her own fault," said Katharine, in the peculiar tone with 
which she always suppressed her cousin’s ill-natured speech- 
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es. The chance words brought the color to Eleanor's cheek, 
and made Paul Lynedon fidget in his chair. For the twen- 
tieth time he said to himself, “ What a fool I was!” 

“Oh, no doubt—no doubt she has had some offers. I 
dare say she finds it pleasant and convenient to be an old 
maid; she certainly looks very well, and tolerably happy, 
considering. And now, Miss Eleanor, since I have paid 
you this pretty compliment, have you never a one for me? 
Do I look much older, eh 9” 

“People do not usually grow aged in four or five years,” 
said Eleanor, hardly able to repress a smile. 

“Oh dear no! Aged! how could you use the odious 
word! But still, I thought I might seem altered, especial- 
ly in this disagreeable mourning." 

“T was afraid, when first you entered—” began Eleanor, 
looking rather grave. 

“Nay, you need not pull a long face on the matter. It's 
only for my brother-in-law—Leigh Pennythorne.” 

“Leigh! Is poor Leigh dead?” cried Eleanor. And,with 
the quick sympathy of love which extends to all near or 
dear to the beloved, she felt a regret, as though she had 
known the boy. | 

“Oh, he died two months since—a great blessing too. 
Ile suffered so much, poor fellow '" added Mrs. Frederick, 
catching from the surprised faces of her two cousins a hint 
as to the finishing of her sentence. 

“I was not aware, Eleanor, that you knew this poor boy, 
in whom I too have been interested," said Katharine. 

“T have heard of him a good deal.” 

Mrs. Ogilvie glanced at her sister’s blushing countenance, 
and said no more. 

* Interested !? continued Isabella, catehing up the word ; 
* T can't imagine, and never could, what there was inter- 
esting in Leigh; and yet every body made a fuss over 
him, especially that Mr. Wychnor. You know him, Katha- 
rine—a quiet, stupid sort of young man ?^ 

“You forget, Isabella, this gentleman happens to be my 
friend, and also that of Mr. Lynedon," was Mrs. Ogilvie's re- 
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ply. Ter cousin, who had not noticed Mr. Lynedon, bent 
with mortified apology to the “ very distingué-looking” per- 
sonage who stood in the shadow of the window ; and, in 
an eager effort to follow up the introduction by conver- 
sation, Mrs. Frederick's vapid ideas were soon turned from 
their original course. 

She succeeded in getting through, as hundreds of her 
character do, anether of the hours which make up a whole 
precious existence. But it is perhaps consolatory to think 
that those by whom a life is thus wasted are at all events 
squandering a capital which is of no use to any one—not 
even to the owner. There are people in this world who 
almost make one question the possibility of their attaining 
another. Their souls go like the beasts'—downward ; so 
ihat even if their small spark of immortality ean survive 
the quenching of the body, one doubts if it would ever feel 
either the torture of Purgatory or the bliss of Paradise. 

But she seemed determined to outstay Mr. Lynedon, so 
contented herself with impressing on her hearers the mel- 
ancholy warning of ker departure once every five minutes. 

“And besides, my dear Mrs. Ogilvie” — Isabella some- 
times bestowed the Ars., which she was most punctilious 
in exacting —“T wanted you to help me through a dull 
visit on my mother-in-law: but of course you can't come; 
only if, as Fred—the ill-natured creature !—has taken the 
carriage to Hampton—” 

*T will order mine for you,” said Katharine, with the 
faintest possible smile. “Iam engaged myself; but, Elea: 
nor, a drive would do you good, Will you take my place, 
aud visit poor Mrs. Pennythorne ?” It was a sudden and 
kindly thought, which found its grateful echo in the thrill 
of Eleanor’s heart. 

Alas! that through life those two had not known each 
other better, that they might have loved and sustained 
each other more. 

Paul still lingered, trespassing on the utmost limits of 
etiquette, to gain another half hour—another minute, of 
the presence which was already growing more and more 
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attractive—nay, beloved! As Katharine bade adieu to 
her cousin and Eleanor, she turned to him: “Mr. Lyne- 
don, may Í, as a friend, appropriate your idle morning, and 
ask you to become knight-errant to these fair ladies ?? 

Ile bowed, wavering between disappointment and pleas- 
ure. The latter triumphed: that winning manner—the 
gentle name of * friend?—ould have sent him to the 
very end of the earth for her sake, or at her bidding. 





CHAPTER XLIV. 


Know what love is—that it draws 
Into itself all passion, hope, and thonght ; 
The heart of life, to which all eurrents flow 
Through every vein of being—which if chilled, 
The streams are ice forever !— WESTLAND MARSTON. 

Mrs. FREDERICK PENNYTHORNE, m high good-humor 
and good spirits, played off every feminine air of which 
she was mistress, for tle espeeial benefit of Mr. Lynedon. 
She was one of those women to whom nothing ever comes 
amiss that comes in a coat and hat. The passive recipient 
of these attentions received them at first coldly, and after- 
ward with some amusement, for, despite his dawning pas- 
sion, Lynedon could not already deny his nature. He was 
but à man—a man of the world—and she a pretty woman; 
so he looked smiling and pleased—ready to snateh an hour’s 
idle amusement, which would be utterly forgotten the next. 

Oh Love! mocked at and trifled with when thon wouldst 
come as an angel of blessing, how often dost thou visit at 
last—an avenging angel of doom ! 

Leaning baek silent and quiet, Eleanor felt oppressed by 
an almost trembling eagerness. To tread where Philip's 
weary feet had so often trod; to enter the house of which 
his letters had frequently spoken; to see the gentle and 
now desolate woman whom he had hked, and who had been 
kind to him in those sorrowful days—these were indeed 
sweet, though stolen pleasures unto his betrothed. Tor 
she was his betrothed still—her heart told her so; a pass- 
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ing estrangement could never break the faithful bond of 
years. 

Love makes the most ordinary things appear sacred. 
Simple Eleanor! to her the dull road and the glaring for- 
mal square were interesting—even beautiful. She looked 
up at the house itself with loving, wistful eyes, as thongh 
the shadow of Philip’s presence were still reflected there. 
She crossed the threshold where he had passed so many a 
time—the very track of his footsteps seemed hallowed in 
her sight. Oh woman! woman! whom idle poets cele- 
brate as a capricious goddess, how often art thou the ver- 
lest of idolaters! 

Lynedon remained in the carriage. He never liked visits 
of condolence, or interviews at all approaching to the dole- 
ful; so he made a show of consideration for “poor Mrs. 
Pennythorne’s feelings,” and enacted the sympathizing and 
anxious friend by means of a couple of cards. 

There is a deep solemnity on entering a house over which 
the shadow ofa great woe still lingers, where pale Patience 
sits smiling by the darkened hearth, giving all due welcome 
to the stranger, yet not so but that the welcomed one can 
feel this to be a mere passing interest. No tear may dim 
the eye, the lips may not once utter the name—now only 
a name—but the visitant knows that the thoughts are far 
away, far as heaven 1s from earth ; and he pictures almost 
with awe what must be the depth of the grief that is not 
seen, 

Eleanor and her cousin passed into the drawing-room. 
It had a heavy, damp atmosphere, like that of a room long 
closed up. 

“Tow disagreeable! They never sit in this room now, 
because of that likeness over the mantel-piece. Why 
couldn't they have it removed, instead of shutting up the 
only tolerable room in the house?” said Isabella, as she 
drew up the Venetian blind, and partly illumined the 
gloomy apartment. 

“Ts that poor Leigh?” asked Eleanor. It was a portrait 
—a vommonplace, bright-colored daub, but still a portrait 
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—of 2 little child sitting on the ground, his arms full of 
flowers. “ Was it like him ?" 

“Not a bit; but’tis all that is left of the boy." 

All left! the sole memento of that brief young life! 
Eleanor gazed upon it with interest— eveu with tears. 
She was standing looking at it still when the mother en- 
tered. 

Eleanor turned and met the meek brown eyes—once 
fondly chronicled to her as being like her own; but all 
memory of herself or of Philip passed away when she be- 
held Mrs. Pennythorne. What was earthly love, even in 
its most sacred form, to that hallowed grief, patient but 
perpetual, which to the mourner became as a staff to lean 
on through the narrow valley whose sole ending must be 
the tomb? 

Even Isabella’s careless tone sank subdued before that 
soundless footfall—that quiet voice! She introduced her 
cousin with an awkward half-apology. 

“I hope youn will not mind her being a stranger, but”— 
here a bright thought struck Isabella— she knows your 
great favorite, Mr. Wychnor." 

A smile—or at least its shadow—all that those patient 
lips would ever wear on earth—showed how the mother’s 
gratitude had become affection, Mrs. Pennythorne took 
Eleanov’s hand affectionately. 

“J don’t know if I have ever heard of you, but indeed I 
am very glad to see you, for Mr. Wychnor's sake." 

It was the dearest welcome in the world to Eleanor 
Ogilvie. 

“Have you seen him to-day?” pursued Mrs. Penny- 
thorne, simply ; * but indeed you could not, for he has been 
with me all the morning. I made him stay, because he 
seemed worn and ill.” 

“Til!” echoed Eleanor, anxiously. But her word and 
look passed unnoticed, for Isabella was watching Lynedon 
from the window, and Mrs. Pennythorne answered uncon- 
sciously, 

“Yes; he has not looked well of late; I have been quite 
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uneasy about him. Tleft him lying on the sofa in the par- 
lor. Shall we go down there now? he will be so dull alone.” 

She led the way, Isabella reluctantly quitting her post of 
observation. 

«Always Mr.Wychnor! What a bore that young man 
is! she observed to her cousin. But Eleanor heard noth- 
ing—thought of nothing—save that Philip was near—Phil- 
ip ill—sad ! 

So ill, so sad, that he searee moved at the opening door, 
but lay with eyes closed heavily, as though the hght itself 
were pain; and lips pressed together, lest their trembling 
should betray, even in solitude, what the firm will had re- 
solved to conquer, forbidding even the relief of sorrow. 

For one brief instant she beheld him thus—she, his be- 
trothed, who would have given her life for his sake. Her 
heart yearned over him, almost as a mother’s over a child. 
She could have knelt beside him and taken the weary, 
drooping head to her bosom, comforting and cherishing as 
à woman only ean; but— 

He saw her! there came a momentary spasm over his 
face, and then, starting up, he met her with a cold eye, as 
he had done the night before. 

It eaused her heart—that heart overflowing with tender- 
ness and love—to freeze within her. She shrank back, and 
had hardly strength to give him the listless hand of out- 
ward courtesy. lle took it «s eourtesy—nothing more. 
And thus they met the second time, as strangers, worse 
than strangers—they who had been eaeh other's very life 
for so many years! IIe began to talk—not with her, save 
the few words that formality exacted—but with Mrs. Pen- 
nythorne. A few frigid nothings passed constrainedly, and 
then Isabella cried out, 

“ Goodness, Eleanor, how pale you are!” 

Eleanor was conscious of Philip’s sudden glance—full of 
anxiety, wild tenderness, any thing but coldness, He half 
sprang to her side, and then paused, Mrs, Pennythorne 
observed that the room was close, and perhaps Mr. Wych- 
nor would open the window. 
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Ile did so,and saw Paui Lynedon! 

Once more his eye became cold—meaningless—stern. It 
sought Eleanor's no more. He sat down beside Mrs. Fred- 
erick, answering vaguely her light chatter. Five minutes 
after, he made some 1dle excuse and left the house. 

“What a pity, when he had promised to stay until din- 
ner-time !” said Mrs. Pennythorne. 

IIe had gone, then,to escape her! Eleanor saw it—knew 
it. Colder and colder her heart grew, until it felt hke stone. 
She neither trembled nor wept; she only wished that she 
could lic down and die. Thus, silent as she came—bnut oh! 
with what a different silence—she departed from the house. 

To those who suffer, there is no life more bitter, more full 
of continual outward moekery, than that of an author im- 
mersed in the literary life of London. In a duller sphere 
3 man may hide his misery in his ehamber—may fly with 
it to some blessed country solitude—even wrap it round 
him like a mantle of pride or stupidity, and pass unnoticed 
in the common crowd, But here it is impossible. He must 
fill his place in his cirele—perhaps a brilliant one; and if 
so,he must shine too, as much as ever. He must keep in 
the society which is so necessary to his worldly prospeets 
—he must be seen in those haunts which are to others 
amusement, to him business—in theatre, exhibition, or so- 
cial meeting; so at last he learns to do as others do—to 
act. Itis merely creating a new self as he does a new char- 
aeter; and perhaps in time this fictitious self becomes so 
habitual, that never, save in those works which the world 
calls fietion, but which are indeed his only true life, does 
the real man shine out. 

Philip Wychnor had not gone so far as this on the track 
of simulation; day and night he prayed that it never might 
be so with him. The world had not cast upon him her 
many-colored fool's vesture, but she had taught him so to 
wear his own robe that no eye could penetrate the work- 
ings of the heart within. Te had his outward life to lead, 
and he led it—without deceit, but without betrayal of 
anght that was within. 
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So it chanced that the selfsame night, when Eleanor, 
yielding to Katharine's restless eagerness for any thing that 
might smooth time’s passing and deaden thought, went 
with her to some place of amusemcnt—a “Shakspeare read- 
ing"—the first face she saw was Philip Wychnor’s. She 
saw it—not pale, worn, dejected, as a few hours since, but 
wearing the look of courteous, almost pleased attention, as 
he listened, nay, talked among a group whose very names 
brought thoughts of wit, and talent, and gayety. She look- 
ed at him—she, with her anguished, halt-broken heart—he 
the centre of that brilliant circle; and then the change 
burst upon her. The Philip Wychnor of the world was not 
hers. What was she to him now? She turned away her 
head, and strove to endure patiently, without sorrow. That 
he should be great and honored—rich in fame—ought not 
that to be happiness? fhe loved not her, she might still 
worship him. So she pressed her anguish down in the low- 
est depths of her faithful heart, and tried to make it re- 
joice in his glory; content to be even trodden down under 
his footsteps, so that those footsteps led him unto the lofty 
path whither he desired to go. She watched him from afar—- 
his kindling eye, his beautiful countenance, on which sat ge- 
nius and truth; and it seemed to her nothing that her own 
poor nnknown life, with its hopes and joys, should be sacri- 
ficed, to give unto the world and unto fame such a one as he, 

Ile passed from the circle where he stood, and moving 
listlessly, without looking around him, came and sat down 
beside Katharine. At her greeting he started: again—as 
if that perpetual doom must ever haunt them—the once 
betrothed lovers met. 

The play was Romeo and JSulict. They had read it 
when almost children, sitting in the palace garden; they 
had acted it once—the balcony scene—leaning over the 
terrace wall. She wondered, Did he think of this? But 
she dared not look at him; she dared not trust herself to 
speak. So she remained silent, and he too. Katharine sat 
between them—sometimes listening to the play, sometimes 
turning a restless, eager gaze around. 
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If any human eye conld have looked into those three 
hearts, he would have seen there as mournful depths as 
ever the world’s great Poet sounded. Ay, and it would 
be so to the end of time! Cold age may preach them 
down, worldliness may make a mock at them, but still the 
two great truths of hfe are Romance and Love, 

The play ended. “Tie will not come,” said Ixatharine, 
laughing; ^I mean—not Hugh, but. Mr. Lynedon, whom 
he said he would ask to meet us here. What shall we do, 
Eleanor? Wow shall we punish the false knight ?” she 
continued, showing forth mockingly the real anger which 
she felt. It was a good disguise. 

Eleanor answered in a few gentle words. Philip only 
understood that they were a pleading—and for Lynedon! 

“Will you take the place of our faithless cavalier, and 
succor us, Mr. Wyehnor?” was Katharine’s winning re- 
quest. He could not but accede. He felt impelled by a 
blind destiny which drove him on against his will At 
last he ceased even to strive against it. 

Iie accompanied the two ladies home. Then, when Mrs. 
Ogilvie, in her own irresistible way, besought him not to 
leave the rescued damsels in solitude, but to spend a quiet 
hour with herself and Eleanor, he complied passively—me- 
chameally—and entered. 

There were flowers on the table. “The very flowers, 
Eleanor, that I—or rather you—admired in the gardens 
to-day P' cried Katharine. “Well, that atones for the 
falsehood of this evening. Mr. Lynedon is a preuæ chev- 
alier after all. A bouquet for each! How kind! is it 
not?” 

“Yes, very !? answered Eleanor. 

“Yes, very !” mimicked Katharine, striving to hide her 
excitement under a flippant tongue. “Upon my word, 
were I Mr. Lynedon, I should be in a state of high indigna- 
tion! Anda note, too—to me, of course, Come, will you 
answer it? No? Then I must. Talk to Mr. Wychnor 
the while.” 

She went away, humming a gay tune, tearing the en- 
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velope to pieces: the note itself she crushed in her hand 
for the moment, to be afterward— But no eye followed 
her to that inner chamber. Alas! every human being has 
some inner chamber of heart or home ! 

They were together at last, Philip and Eleanor, quite 
alone. He felt the fact with a shuddering fear—a vague 
desire to fly; she, with a faint hope, a longing to implore 
him to tell her what was this terrible cloud that hung be- 
tween them; yet neither had the power to move. She 
stood—her fingers beginning, half unconsciously, to arrange 
the flowers in a vase: he, sitting at the farther end of the 
room, whither he had retired at the first mention of Lyne- 
don’s name, neither moved, nor looked, nor spoke. Grad- 

ually his hands dropped from the book he had taken; his 
face grew so white, so fixed, so rigid, that it might have 
been that of one dead, 

At the sight Eleanor forgot all coldness, bitterness, prido 
—even that reserve which some call womanly, which makes 
a girl shrink from being the first to say to her lover “ For- 
give? She remembered only that they had loved one an- 
other—that both suffered. For he did suffer; she saw it 
now—ay, with a strange gladness, because the suffering 
showed the lingering love. The hand of one or other must 
rend the cloud between them, or it might darken over both 
their hves eternally. Should that hand be hers? 

She thought a moment, and then prayed! She was one 
of those little children who fear not to look up every hour 
to the face of their Father in heaven. Then she crept 
noiselessly beside her lover. 

FEMP!” 

He heard the tremulous, pleading voice—saw the ont- 
stretched hands! Forgetting all, he would have clasped 
them, have sprnng forward to her, but that he saw in her 
bosom, plaeed by her nca D in the agitation of the 
mouent, the flowers — Lynedon’s flowers! Then. eame 
rushing back upon the young man’s soul its love and its 
despair — despair that must be hidden even from her. 
What right had he to breathe one tender word, even to 
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utter one ery of misery, in the ear of his lost beloved, when 
she was another man’s chosen bride? The struggle, were 
it unto death, must be concealed, not only for his own 
sake, but for hers, 

He did conceal it. He took her hand—only one—ana 
then let it go, not rudely, but softly, though the ehilling 
action wounded her ten times more. 

“You are very kind. Thank you! I hope you will be 
happy—indeed I do.” 

“Happy! Oh, never, never in this world!” And she 
would have sunk, but that he rose and gave her his ehair. 
The action, which seemed as one of mere eourtesy to any 
every-day friend, went to her heart like a dagger. 

“Jt is all changed with us, Philip; I feel it is.” And she 
burst into tears. 

IIe felt the madness rising within him, and turned to fly. 
But he could not go and leave her thus. He came near 
once more, and said, m a low, hurried tone, 

“Ihave been unkind; Į have made you weep. You were 
always gentle; I think you are so still. But I will not 
pain you any more, Eleanor—let me eall you so this once, 
for the sake of the past." 

“The past!” she murmured. 

* You know it is the past—eternally the past. Why do 
you seek to bring it back agam? Forget it, blot it out, 
trample on it, as I do." And his voice rose with the wild 
passion that swelled within him; but it sank at onee when 
he met her upraised eyes, wherein the tears were frozen 
into à glassy terror. 

“Forgive me!” he eried. “Let me say farewell now. 
You will be happy ; and I—I shall not suffer much—not 
much. Do not think of me, except in forgiveness—" 

“Oh, Philip, Philip, it is you who should forgive me!” 
And she extended her loving arms; but he thrust them 
back with a halffrenzied gesture. 

* Eleanor, I thought you one of God's angels; but a 
demon eould not tempt and torture me thus. Think what 
we once were to one another, and then of the gulf between 
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us—a wide, fiery gulf. Do you not see it, Eleanor? I can 
not pass—I dare not. Dare you %” 

e MR 

The word was scareely framed on her lips when Philip 
stopped it with a cry. 

“You shall not! Iwill save you from yourself. I want 
no gentleness, no pity; only let me go. Loose my hand!” 

But she held it still. 

lis tones sank to entreaty. “ Eleanor, be mereiful! let 
me depart; I can be nothing to you now. I would have 
been every thing, but it is too late. You hold me still? 
How ean you—how dare you—when there is one who 
stands between us. Ah! you drop my hand now! I 
knew it!” 

He stood one moment looking in her face. Then he 
cried, passionately, 

“ Kleanor—mine onee, now mine no more—though mis- 
ery, torture, sin itself, are between us, still, for the last time, 
come !” 

He opened his arms and strained her to his heart so 

tightly that she almost shrieked. Then he broke away, 
and fled precipitately from the house. 


/ 





CHAPTER ALV. 
Go—be sure of my love—by that treason forgiven ; 
Of my prayers—by the blessings they bring thee from heaven: 
Of my grief:—judge the length of the swor d by the sheath’s, 
By the silence of hfe—more pathetic than death's, 
E. B. BROWNING. 
ELEANOR OcirviE's love was like her nature — calm, 
silent, deep. It had threaded the whole course of her life, 
not as a bursting torrent, but a quiet, ever-flowing stream 
“that knew no fall.” When the ehange eame, all s fresh- 
ness and beauty passed from her world, leaving it arid and 
dry. She made no outward show of sorrow, for she deemed 
it alike due to Philip and herself that w neice er had eome 
between their love to end it thus, it should now be buried 
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out of sight. Ifindeed his long silence had but too truly 
foretold his ehange toward her, and, as his broken words 
faintly seemed to reveal, some other love had driven her 
irom his heart—or, at least, some new bond had made the 
very memory of that olden pledge a sin—was the deserted 
betrothed to lay bare her sufferings, to be a mark for the 
pointed finger of scornful curiosity, and the glance of in- 
trusive pity? And,still more, was she to suffer idle tongues 
to bring reproach against Aim? Her heart folded itself 
over this terrible grief as close as—nay, closer than over 
its precious love, even as the eankered leaf gathers its fibres 
nearer together to hide the cause which eats its life away. 
She moved about the house at Summerwood, living her 
outward daily life of gentle tendance on the desolate and 
complaining Lady Ogilvie; ever the same ministering angel, 
as it seemed her fortune always to be, toward one sufferer 
or another. And so it is with some, who have themselves 
already drained to the dregs the cup of affliction. But He 
who sees fit to lift unto their lips the vinegar and the gall, 
also places in their hands the honey and balm which they 
may pour out to others. 

At times, when ìn the night-time her pent-up sorrow ex- 
pended itself in bitterest tears, or when in the twilight she 
sat by Lady Ogilvie, whose complaints were then hushed 
in the heavy slumber of weakness and old age, Eleanor’s 
brain wearied itself with conjectures as to what this terri- 
ble mystery could be; this “gulf” of whieh Philip had 
spoken, which neither he nor she must dare to cross. Ever 
and anon there flashed npon her memory his wild tones 
and gestures—his half-maddened looks. They effaced the 
thoughts which had once brought comfort to her. Could 
it be with him as with other men of whom she had heard 
—that his face and his writings alike gave the he to his 
heart ?— without, all fair; within, all foulness and sin? 
Could it be that her own pure Philip was no more, and in 
his stead was an erring, world-stained man, to whom her 
sicht had brought back remorsefully the iunocent days of 
old ? 
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* On no! notthat. Let me believe any thing but that!” 
moaned Eleanor, as one evening, when she sat all alone by 
Lady Ogilvie's couch, these thoughts came, wringing her 
very sval! “Oh, my Philip! I could bear that you should 
love me uo more—that another should stand in my place, 
and be tu you all I was, and all I hoped to be—but let me 
not think you unworthy. It would kill me; I feel it 
would!” aud she leaned her head against the cushion 
of the sofa, and gave way to a burst of agonizing sobs. 
They half moused Lady Ogilvie, who moved, and said 
dreamily, 

“Katharine, my child! What! are you erying? You 
shall not be Married unlłess—Ah! Eleanor, it is you! I 
might have remembered that it was not set E 
never comes to sit by her mother now.” 

The sad voice went to Eleanor’s heart, even amidst her 
own sorrow. Struggling, she repressed all utterance of 
the grief which her aunt had not yet seen, and leaned over 
her tenderly. 

“Katharine will come soon, I know. I am sure she 
would be here to-morrow if she thought you wished for 
her. Shall we send $” 

“No, no; [have no right now. She has her husband, 
and m friends, and her gayeties. She hates Summerwood 
too; she told me she did. And I was so anxious for her 
marriage with Hugh, that she might still Hve here, and no 
one might come to part my child from me. Idid not think 
she would have gone away of her own accord.” 

Eleanor, as she stood by Lady Ogilvie’s couch, thought 
of her own mother, now safe in heaven, from whom, while 
life lasted, neither fate nor an erring will had ever taken 
away the clasp of a daughter’s loving arms. And while, 
strong through the dividing shadow of death—of interven- 
ing years—of other bonds and other griefs—shone the 
niemory of this first, holiest love, she lifted her heart with 
thankful joy that her work had been fulfilled. From the 
eternal shore, the mother now perchance stretehed forth, 
to the struggling and suffering one, her spirit-arms, mur- 


918 THE OGILVIES. 


muring, ^ My child—my true and duteous child—I wait 
for thee! Be patient, and endure!” 

Lady Ogilvie felt her hand taken silently. What word 
of consolation could have broken in upon the deserted 
parent’s tears? But the touch seemed to yield comfort. 
“You are a kind, dear girl, Eleanor; I am very glad to 
have you here. I think you do me good. Thank you!” 

Eleanor kissed her aunt's cheek, and was then about to 
sit down by the couch on a little ottoman, when Lady 
Ogilvie prevented her. i 

“ Not there—not there. Katharine always hked to sit 
beside me thus. She does not care for it now ; but no one 
shall have Katharine's place —no, no!?? And the poor 
mother again began to weep. 

Eleanor took her seat at the foot of the sofa in compas- 
sionate silence. 

* Dear aunt," she whispered at length, * your Katharine 
loves you as much as ever. You must not think her lost 
to you because she is married.” 

“Ah! that is what people say. I once said the same 
myself to a mother at her child's wedding. Let me see— 
who was it?” and her wandering thoughts seemed eagerly 
to catch at the subject. ^ Yes, I remember now, it was on 
Bella’s wedding-day, and I was talking to her husband's 
mother. Poor Mrs. Pennythorne! She made me feel for 
her, for she, too, had one clhild—a son, I think. She said he 
must bring his wife home, because she could not bear to 
part with him. I wonder if she ever did !” 

* Yes !" said Eleanor, softly. 

“Then her son is as unkind as my Katharine. He for- 
gets his mother. Poor thing! poor thing! She is left all 
alone, like me !” 

* Not $0; far lonelier,” said Eleanor’s low voice. “ Her 
son is dead.” 

“Dead! dead !” cried Lady Ogilvie; “and I have still 
iy Katharine well and happy. God forgive me! I will 
never murmur any more.” And she lay back in silence 
for many minutes. Then she said, 
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* Eleanor, I should like to hear more about that poor 
mother. Where did you learn these news of her ?” 

“T saw her when I was in London, three weeks since,” 
answered Eleanor, in a tremulous voice, remembering what 
years of sorrow she had lived iu those three weeks. 

* Poor Mrs. Pennythorne! I wish I eonld talk to her. 
Do you think she would eome and see me? It might do 
her good.” 

Eleanor gladly seconded the plan; and snrely she might 
be forgiven if there flashed across her mind the thoneht 
that through this channel. might come tidings of Philip 
W yehnor. 

A few days more, and she had sueceeded in aecomplish- 
ing her aunt’s desire. Mrs. Pennythorne, wondering and 
shrinking, crept silently into the room, scarcely believing 
that the sickly woman who at her entrance half arose from 
the couch could be the tall and stately Lady Ogilvie. Still 
more surprised was she when IXatharine’s mother, glancing 
at her black garments, and then for an instant regarding 
her pale, meek face, grief-worn but calm, laid her head on 
Mrs. Pennythorne's shoulder and burst into tears. 

Then to the mother of the Dead came that new strength 
and dignity born of her sorrow; and she who had given 
her one lamb from her bosom to be sheltered in the eternal 
fold, spoke comforting words unto her whose grief was for 
the living gone astray. They talked not long of Katharine, 
but passed on to the subject that was now rarely absent 
from Mrs. Pennythorne’s lips, and never from her heart, 
though it dwelt on both with a holy calmness, and with- 
out pain. She spoke of Leigh—of all that was good and 
beautiful in himself, of all that was hopeful in his death. 
And amid the simple and touching story of his illness and 
his going away—she spoke of the last parting by no harsher 
word—she continually uttered, and ever with deep tender- 
ness and thankful blessings, one name—the name of Philip 
W yehnor. 

Half hidden in the window, Eleanor listened to the tale 
which the grateful mother told. She heard of Philip’s 
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struggles, of his noble patience, of those qualities which 
had awakened in poor Leigh such strong attachment, and 
afterward of the almost womanly tenderness which had 
smoothed the sick boy’s pillow, filling him with joy and 
peace even to the last. And then Mrs. Pennythorne spoke 
of the gentle kindness which had since led Philip, prosper- 
ous and courted as he was, to visit her daily in her loneli- 
ness with comfort and cheer. 

“My dear boy always said that Mr. Wychnor talked like 
an angel,” continued Mrs. Pennythorne. ‘And so he does, 
Night and day I pray Heaven to reward him for the bless- 
ings he has brought to me and mine. And though he is 
sadly changed of late, and I can see there is more in his 
heart than even Z know of, yet his words are like an angels 
still. May God comfort him, and bless him evermore !” 

* Amen !? was the faint echo, no louder than a breath. 
And shrouded from sight, Eleanor, with streaming, uplifted 
eyes and elasped hands, poured forth her passionate thanks- 
giving for the worthiness of him she loved. “He is not 
mine—he never may be; but he is yet all I believed— 
good, pure, noble. My Phihp, my true Philip, God bless 
thee! we shall yet stand side by side in his heaven, and 
look upon each other's face without a tear.” 

She was still in the recess when Mrs. Pennythorne en- 
tered it, her usual timid steps seeming more reluctant than 
ordinary. 

“Your aunt would like to sleep a little, Miss Ogilvie, so 
she has sent me to you.” 

Eleanor roused herself, and spoke warmly and gratefully 
to the little quiet woman who loved Philip so well. 

“Indeed, if it has done Lady Ogilvie any good, I am 
sure Tam quite glad I came,” answered Mrs. Pennythorne. 
“Though it was a struggle, as you say, for I hardly ever 
go out now;” and a faint sigh passed the lips of Leigh’s 
mother. “But my husband persuaded me, and — Mr. 
Wychnor too.” 

IIere she hesitated, and glaneed donbtfully at Eleanor, 
as though she had something more to say, but waited for 
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a little encouragement. It came not, however; and Mrs. 
Pennythorne, conquermg her shyness, went on: “Mnr. 
Wychnor was very kind; he brought me here—almost to 
the park gates. When he said good-by, he told me he was 
going abroad for a long time.” Eleanor started. “ You 
will forgive my talkimg about him thus, for I imagine Mr 
W yehnor is a friend of your family, Miss Ogilvie. Indeed” 
and, making a sudden effort, Mrs. Pennythorne fulfilled 
her mission—“ he asked me to give you this letter when I 
found you alone. And now I will go and sit by your aunt 
until she awakes,” hastily added she. 

She had said all she knew, and she had guessed but little 
more, being a woman of small penetration, and less euriosi- 
tv. Bnt no woman, worthy the name, could have seen the 
violent agitation which Eleanor vainly strove to repress 
without gliding away, so that, whatever unknown sorrow 
there was, it might have free leave to flow. 

Philip’s letter ran thus: 

“JT pray you to forgive all I said and did that night; I 
was almost mad! It 1s not for me to occasion you any 
suffering, but you tried me so bitterly — wherefore, I can 
not tell. Knowing what we once were to one another, 
and the bar there is between us now, I pray—-and you 
yourself must say amen to my prayer—that on this side 
heaven we may never nieet again ! 

“T waited until these lines could reach you safely. I 
have written no name, lest any contrary chance might oc- 
casion you pain. You see [think of you even now. Fare- 
wel arewell” 

And this was the end—the end ofall! No more love— 
no more hope—not even the comfort of sorrow. His words 
seemed to nnply that regret itself was sin. The unknown 
bar between them was eternal. He said so, and it must 
be true. Then, and not till then, came upon Eleanor the 
terrible darkness—through whieh Philip had once passed 
—the darkness of a world where love has been, is not, and 
will be no more forever! The man, with his strong, great 
soul, nearer perchance to Heaven, and so interpenetrated 
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with the divine that the earthly held bnt a secondary place 
therein—the man struggled and conquered. The weaker, 
tenderer woman, whose very religion was Eve-like, “ for 
God—in Aim,” sank beneath that mighty woe. 

A little while longer Eleanor strove against her misery. 
At morning she rose, and at evening she lay down, mechan- 
ically following the round of daily occupation. At last one 
night she entered her chamber—tried to collect her wan- 
dering thoughts, so that in some measure she might “set 
her house in order,” and then laid her weary head on the 
pillow, with a consciousness that she would lift it up no 
more. 

All through the night it seemed as though a leaden hand 
pressed heavily on her brow; she did not writhe beneath 
it, for it felt cold, ealm, like the tonch of Death upon thc 
throbbing veins, saying “ Peace—be still!” In the dark- 
ness she saw, even with closed eyes, the shining of olden 
faces—images from those carly days when the one face had 
never yet crossed her dreams. Clearer than all—its sor- 
rowful patience of earth transmuted into a heavenly calm- 
ness—she beheld her mother’s loving smile; nay, breaking 
through the silence, her bewildered fancy almost distin- 
guished the voice, faint as when her cear drank its last ac- 
cents ere they were stilled for eternity, “My child—my 
dear ciiid!” 

“Mother, mother, my work is done. Let me come to 
thee!” was Eleanor's low, yearning ery. 

And with that last memory of the solemn past shutting 
out all the anguish of the present, she passed into the wide, 
horror-peopled world of delirium, 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 


For a fearful time 
We can keep down these floodgates of the heart ; 
But we must draw them some time, or ‘twill burst 
Like sand this brave embankment of the breast, 
And drain itself to dry death. When pride thaws, 
Look for floods.— PHILIP BAILEY. 


We will pass from this scene of sorrow and darkness 
into another that seems all sunshine. Yet if, looking on 
these two phases of life, we are fain to muse doubtfully on 
the strange contrasts of human fate, let us remember that 
the clouds furling away oft leave behind them coolness and 
dew, while the sunbeams may grow into a dazzling glare, 
blinding and scorching wherever they rest. 

Day after day, week after week, Katharine Ogilvie basked 
in the new glory which had burst upon her world. Paul 
Lynedon's influence was upon her and around her wherever 
she moved. It was the olden dream, the dream of girlhood, 
renewed with tenfold power. Al her artificial self fell from 
her like a garment, and she stood before this man—this 
world-jaded, almost heartless man—a creature formed out 
of the long-past ideal of his youth—beautiful, and most 
true, whether for good or evil. There was no falseness in 
her; and that which had gathered over Paul Lynedon 
crumbled into dust and ashes before the sun-gleam of her 
eyes. Iis wavering nature was subdued by the energy 
of her own. Sisera-like, “at her feet he bowed, he fell;” 
struck down by the fierce might of a love whose very crime 
and hopelessness bound him with closer chains. He could 
not struggle against them—he did not try. He would now 
have given half of his wasted, hollow, thoughtless existence 
to purchase one day, one hour, of this full, strong, real life 
that now thrilled his being, even though it coursed through 
every vein like molten fire. Ile would have laid himself 


854 THE OGILWIES. 


down, body and sonl,for her feet to trample on, rather than 
free himself from the spell wherewith she bound him, or 
pass from her presence and be haunted by her terrible pow- 
er no nore. 

And this passion was so strong with him that it found 
no utterance. He sank dumb before her—in her sight he 
was humble as a little child. His lips, which to many an- 
other woman had framed the language of idle compliment, 
or of still softer and more beguiling tenderness, conld not 
breathe one word that might startle the prond ear of Kath- 
arine Ogilvie. But though this mad, erring love was never 
uttered, she knew it well. The knowledge dawned npon 
her by slow degrees; and she felt that too late—oh, fear- 
fully too late !—the dream of her youth had been fulfilled, 
and that she was loved even as she had loved. 

What a. future lay before the hapless wife whose rash 
and frenzied tongue, in taking the false vow, had given the 
lie to her heart!) A whole life of feigning ; year after year 
to wear the mask of affection, or at least of dnty; to dis- 
play the mocking semblance of a happy home—worse than 
all, to smile ausweringly upon the unsuspecting face that 
was—must be forever at her side, haunting like an accusing 
spirit the wife who loved another man dearer than her hus- 
band. This must be her doom, even if, still guiltless, she 
trod her heart into ashes, and walked on with a serene eye, 
and dumb, smiling lip. But if otherwise— 

Katharine never dreamed of that. Blinded, she rushed 
to the very brink of the abyss; but there was a strong 
purity in her heart still. She did not once see the yawning 
gulf before her, for her eyes were turned beyond 1t—turmed 
toward the pure, dream-like love, the guiding-star of her 
lite, which by its unreqnited loneliness had become so spir- 
itualized that the taint of earthly passion had scarcely 
touched it even now. 

It sometimes chanees that the realities of wedded life, 
and the ealm peace of household ties, have power to con- 
quer or stifle the remembrance of the deepest former love. 
But Katharine was so young that, although a wife, she had 
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a girl's heart still; and that heart her husband never 
sought to win from its romance to the still affeetion of 
home. Perhaps he felt the trial was beyoud his power; 
and so, content with the guarding circlet ou her finger, he 
desired not from her the only thing which can make the 
marriage-bond inviolate—a wedded heart. Sometimes, for 
days and weeks together, he would go away, leaving her 
to such solitude that it almost seemed a dream, her having 
been a wife at all. 

Another tie was there wanting—another safeguard in 
this perilous, loveless home. No child had come with its 
little twining arms to draw together the two divided 
hearts, and concentrate in one parental bond the wander- 
ing love of both, Often when she paced her lonely home, 
which her husband now found far less attractive than 
Summerwood, Katharine shuddered at the delicions poison 
which drop by drop was falling into her life's eup, eonvert- 
ing even the faint affeetion she yet felt for Hugh into a 
feeling almost like hatred. Aud then the wife, terrified at 
the ehange that was stealing over her, dashed more and 
more into that wild whirl which people call * societ y." 

Day after day, rarely with any arranged plan, but by 
some chance coincidence springing from the combined will 
of both, she and Paul Lynedon met. Every morning when 
she rose, Katharine felt that she was sure by some hap or 
other to see him ere night. Now, for the first time in her 
life, she knew what it is to be loved ; to feel encompassed 
continually, in absenee or presence, with the thoughts of 
another; to live with every day, every hour, threaded by 
those electric links of sympathy which, through all inter- 
venine distance, seen to convey to one heart the conseious- 
ness of another’s love. Around and about lier path wove 
these airy fetters, encircling her in a web through which 
she could not pass. She felt it binding her closer and 
closer; but it seemed drawn by the hand of destiny. A 
little while her conscience wrestled, then she became still 
and struggled no more. 

Against these two erring ones the world’s tongue had 
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not yet been lifted. With others, as well as with Katha- 
rine herself, Paul Lynedon set a watch upon his lips and 
actions. He who had worn carelessly and openly the 
chains of many a light fancy, now buried this strong real 
love—the only reallove of his life—in the very depths of 
his heart. Besides, his passion had sprung up, budded, 
and blossomed in a space so short that the world had no 
time to note its growth, and probably would not have be- 
lieved in its existence. But 


Love counts time by heart-throbs, and not years, 


Mrs. Laneaster—gossiping, hght-tongued Mrs. Lancaster 
—visited her * dear, talented, charming friend, Mrs. Hugh 
Ogilvie,” as frequently as ever, without seeing the haunt- 
ing shadow that, near or distant, followed Katharine wher- 
ever she moved. Indeed, the lady often made Paul writhe 
beneath her hints and innuendoes respecting his various 
flames, past and present, which she had discovered—or at 
least thought she had. 

One morning she amused herself thus during the whole 
of a long visit at which she had met Lynedon at Mrs. Ogil- 
vies, Paul bore the jests restlessly at first, then indiffer- 
ently; forin the calm proud eye and slightly-eurled lip of 
the sole face he ever watched, he saw that no credence was 
given to the idle tale. Katharine knew now—-and the 
knowledge came mingled with remorse and despair—that 
she herself was the only woman who had ever had power 
to sway Paul Lynedon's sonl. 

The last A£storiette which Mrs. Lancaster fixed upon for 
the deleetation of her former favorite was the suspected 
love episode with Eleanor Ogilvie. She continued tho jest 
even further than she believed in it herself, as she observed, 
with malicious pleasure, that Pan] seemed more than uss- 
ally sensitive on this point. 

“T always thought, Mr. Lynedon, that there was some 
deep mystery in your sudden escapade to the Continent, 
and a friend of yours at last enlightened me a little on the 
subject. Confess, now, as we are quite alone—for Mrs 
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Ogilvie’s sisterly ears need not listen unless she chooses— 
eortfess that your memory treasured long a certain visit at 
Summerwood, and that the mecting in London is not en- 
tirely accidental, any more than was the rencounter at 
Florence.” 

Paul Lyuedon might have laughed off the accusation, 
but that Katharine’s eyes were upon him. He answered, 
earnestly, 

« Indeed, Mrs. Laneaster, T am not accountable for any 
imputed motives, My pleasure in Miss Ogilvie's society 
is not lessened by the fact that I have alway s owed it to 
chance alone. Most truly do I bear, and shall bear all my 
life” (his tone grew lower and more UE Site, ate 
memory of that “week at Summerwood.’ 

The dark eyes turned away, though not until be had 
seen the gleam of rapture which kindled them into dazzling 
light. 

“But the rumor from Italy, which made us hope to see 
3 Mrs. Lynedon ere long—how can you explain that 7" pur- 
sued Mrs. Lancaster, who, in resigning, perforce, the char- 
acter of a “woman of genius,” had assumed that of the 
most annoying and pertinacious gossip who ever sinned 
against good sense and good breeding. 

«T Blink you are mistaken,” s said Mrs s. Ogilvie, with some 
dignity. “My sister”— (since her marriage, Katharine bad 
ever most punetiliously used this title, thus gratifying at 
once her own real affection for Eleanor, aud showing in the 
world's sight that outward respect which she always paid 
to her husband)—“ my sister never met him when abroad. 
Ts it not so, Mr. Lynedon ?” 

With that look meeting his, Paul for his life’s worth 
could not have uttered a falsehood. 

“I had, indeed, the pleasure of seeing Miss Ogilvie and 
iey nton at Florence, but—^ 

His further hurried explanation was stopped by the cn- 
crance ofa m from Summerwood, bringing tidings 
of Eleanor’s severe illness. Mrs. Laneaster, who always 
epread her wings aud fled away before the least cloud of 
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adversity, made a hasty disappearance.  Katharme, start 
led, and touched with self-reproach for the neglect which 
for weeks past had made her forget all olden ties in one 
absorbing dream, was left alone—alone, save for the one 
ever-hauntine friend who now approached her. 

She started np almost angrily; for the 1mages of Hngh 
and Hugh’s dying sister were then present to the con- 
science-stricken wife. “Yon here, Mr. Lyncdon! Ithought 
you had departed with Mrs. Laneaster !” 

“ ffow eould [ go and leave you thus?” said Paul, softly. 
“Remember, it is not the first time that I have been with 
you in your sorrow.” 

Katharine looked up, to meet the same face which years 
before had bent over the trembling, weeping child; the 
same look, the same tone, yet fraught with a tenderness 
deeper a thousand-fold. She saw it, and a strange terror 
came over her: she closed her eyes; she dared not look 
again. Pressing back all the memories that were throng- 
tno madly to her heart, she arose, saying, 

“That is long ago—very long ago, Mr. Lynedon. Imust 
now think, not of the past, but the present. My husband" 
—and she desperately tried to strengthen herself with the 
word—“ my husband is from home; I will go to Summer- 
wood at once myself.” 

“It is a long distance. If I were permitted to accom- 
pany—at least, to follow you in a few hours,” he added, cor- 
recting himself, “it would give me real happiness. Indeed, 
nly own anxiety—” 

Katharine turned round snddenly with a doubtful, pen- 
etrating glanee, Lynedon perceived it. 

* You do not—you will not believe that idle tale? You 
can not think that I—that I ever did or ever shall love any 
womanliving,save—" lie paused abruptly—then eagerly 
caught her hand. 

The burning crimson rushed to Katharine’s very brow., 
A moment, and she drew her hand away; not hurriedly, 
but with à cold, haughty gesture, She remembered still 


that she was Iingh’s wife. 
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“Mr. Lynedon, you misinterpret my thoughts; this con- 
fidence was quite unnecessary, and I believe unasked. Let 
us change the subject.” 

He shrank abashed and humbled before her. Katharine 
ruled him with an irresistible sway, chaining even the tor- 
rent of passion that was ready to burst forth. And she— 
loving as she did—had strength thus to seal down his love, 
that he should not utter it. 

Soon afterward Paul Lynedon quitted her presence. She 
perted from him with a few words of gentle but distant 
kindness, which instantly lighted up his whole countenance 
with joy. But when he was gone she sank back exhaust- 
ed, and lay for a long time almost senseless, Again and 
again there darted through her side that sharp arrowy pain, 
which she had first felt after the might when a few chance 
words—false words as she now believed—liad swept away 
all hope aud love forever from her life. O£ late this pain 
had been more frequent and intense; and now, as she lay 
alone, pressing her hand upon her heart, every pulse of 
which she seemed to feel and hear, a thought came—solemn, 
startling !—the thought that even now, upon her, so full of 
lite, of youth, and youth’s wildest passions, night be creep- 
ing a dark shadow from the unseen world. 

Foran instant she trembled; and then the thought came 
again, bearing with ita flood of joy. Lifting a veil between 
her and the dreaded future, Katharine saw a shadowy hand; 
she would have fallen down and blessed it, even though it 
were the hand of death. 

“Tt must be so,” she said softly to herself; “I shall die 
—I shall dic!” and her tone rose into a desperate joy. 
“This long, fearful lite will not be. Ishall pass away and 
escape. Oh rest !—oh peace !—coime soon—soon! Let me 
sleep an eternal sleep! Let me feel no more—sufler no 
more !? 

Poor struggling one—stretching thine arms from life’s 
desolate shore to the wide, dark ocean beyond—is there no 
mercy in earth or heaven for thee? Thy lips now dram 
the cup thine own hands lifted; yet, if the suffering right 

Q3 





560 TIIE OGILVIES. 


eous needeth compassion, surely the stricken sinner needeth 
more. 

Ye who, untempted, walk secure, with Levite step and 
averted face, noting carefully how by his own vain folly or 
wickedness your weaker brother “fell among thieves,” 
should ye not rather come with the merciful touch, the 
cleansing water, and then the oil and wine, that the erring 
one may be saved, and the heavenward road receive one 
strengthened, hopeful traveler more ? 





CHAPTER XLVII. 


* Ah 1 why," said Ellen, sighing to herself, 

** Why do not words, and kiss, and solemu pledge— 
Why do not these prevail, for human life 

To keep two hearts together, that began 

Their spring-time with one love, and that have need 
Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sweet 

To grant or be received !' — WonDswoRTH. 

KATHARINE OGILVIE reached Summerwood when it was 
almost night. Over all the house there seemed a stillness 
and hush, as in a dwelling where there is one life, a preeious 
life, hanging on a thread. Stealthy, noiseless footsteps— 
doors opened and closed without a sound—loud voices 
softened into anxious whispers— all showed how much 
Eleanor was beloved. Sir Robert, his parliamentary pa- 
pers and eternal blue-books lying unopened, sat talking 
with the physician, and often glancing sorrowfully at the 
neglected tea-equipage, behind which he missed the gentle 
moonlight smile of his niece, even more than the long-ab- 
sent one of his ever-ailing wife. Lady Ogilvie, unable to 
quit her couch, lay with her door opened, listening to every 
sound. Between her and the sick-chamber there moved 
continnally, with light steps and mourning garments, a fig- 
are so unobtrusive that Katharine did not for some time 
zotice it. 

It was Mrs. Pennythorne. 

She had come in by chance the day after poor Eleanor 
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had laid down her weary head—perhaps forever. Then 
toward the sick girl the heart of the childless mother 
yearned. She became her nurse, never quitting her except 
to speak a few words of comfort to the terrified and grief- 
stricken Lady Ogilvie. In truth, Mrs. Pennythorne, meck 
and quiet as she was, had become the guiding spirit in this 
house of sickness. But she crept into her place so gradu- 
ally, and sustained it so imperceptibly, that no one ever 
thought of the fact; and even Lady Ogilvie did not speak 
of her until she appeared, suddenly and silently, to lead 
Katharine to her sister's room. 

Mrs. Pennythorne had at first shrunk both in timidity 
and dislike from the stylish Mrs. Ogilvie, the neglectful 
daughter of whom she had heard. But this feeling passed 
away when she saw how subdued Ixatharine’s manner was, 
and with what trembling steps she moved to Eleanor's 
chamber. 

* And you have tended her night and d , almost 

à stranger I? said Katharine. “Tow "rd you are! while 
I She stopped; for the remorse which had smitten her 
heart at the sight of her long-forsaken mother was renewed 
when she beheld the sick, aio dying girl, who, from the 
triple ties of marriage, ee and affection, might well 
have claimed from her a sisters care. 

Eleanor was sitting up in p her arms extended, and 
her eyes—those once beautiful, Ss eyes—glittering aud 
burning with fever. She berai to talk in quick, sharp, 
ringing aecents. 

“Ah! you have been to fetch her; I thought you would. 
I could not die without seeing Mrs. Dreynton. Tell her 
she need not fear meeting him—he will not come. Philip 
will not come ver more—never more !” 

“She often talks in this way,” whispered Mrs. Penny- 
thorne; “and so I am glad that no one is with her except 
myself. Ido not know any thing, but I feel sure that she 
and poor Mr. Wychnor—” 

Low as the tone was, the words reached Eleanor’s ear. 
She turned quickly round. 








362 THE OGILVIES. 


“What! do you speak about him, Mrs. Breynton ?—for 
I know you are Mrs. Breynton, though you look different 
—younger, and so beautiful! Ah! perhaps you have died, 
and so become a spirit like my mother! But did you not 
pray her to forgive you for breaking her poor child's heart ? 
We will not talk about it. Still it was cruel of you to 
part my Philip from ine.” 

“Philip again!” said Katharine, softly. “Ah! I see it 
all now—I enessed it long. Is it even so with her too! 
Eleanor, dearest «And she spoke very tenderly. 

“Who calls me dearest? He used, once, but he will 
never call me so again, She kept me from him until his 
love has changed. I shall never be Philip’s wife now. Jt 
is all your work, Mrs. Breynton !” 

“Tam not Mrs. Dreynton. Iam Katharine—your sister." 

“Are you? No,no! Katharine is Hugh's wife—loving 
and happy.” Katharine dropped her head shudderingly. 
“She would not come here—we have only sorrow here. 
But you must not let her know—no living soul must know 
what Philip said that night—that there was a gulf—a bar 
between us. Let me whisper it, lest the world might hear, 
and call him cruel. But he is not cruel—he is all.good. 
Listen !"—and she placed her lip to Katharme's ear—* Per- 
haps some one loved him better than he thought I did, and 
he is married—married !” 

“Oh no, indeed, Miss Ogilvie!’ broke in Mrs. Penny- 
thorne, with tears in her eyes; “ Mr. Wychnor will never 
marry. Ie told me so one day—the very day I brought 
you his letter.” 

* Letter—his letter! Ah! I remember every word— 
every word;” and with an accent of thrilling sorrow she 
repeated, line by line, Philip's last farewell. “And then 
—I forget all afterward—it is darkness—darkness !” she 
moaned, while her head drooped on her bosom, and her 
eyes closed. 

Mrs. Pennythorne laid her down on the pillow, parted 
the disheveled hair, and bathed her brow with water. 
“What a gentle, skillful nurse you are!” said Katharine, 
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who, a stranger to scenes like this, was trembling witn 
alarm and agitation. 

“Iam nsed to it,” was the meek, sad reply, as she bent 
over her charge. 

There was a few minutes silence, and then Eleanor 
opened her eyes, and regarded wistfnily her tender nurse. 

“Ido not know yon, but you are very kind to me. Per- 
haps my mother has sent you. Ihearher ealling me every 
nour, but I can not go. Tell her I can not! I must not 
die until—until— What was it that [had to do?” Her 
eyes wandered restlessly, and she put her hand to her 
brow. “My hoad is wild! I can not remember any 
thing! Help me! do help me!” And her piteons gaze 
was lifted mournfully to Mis. Pennythorne. ‘Tell me 
what it is that I have to do before I die.” 

“Repeat Ais name; she will hear that,” whispered Kath- 
arine, regarding her sister with a deep sympathy unfelt be- 
fore. 

“Shall we send for any one—for Philip ‘ 
Mrs. Pennythorne. 

“Pulp! Why do you speak about Philip? I dared 
not even utter his name; Mrs. Dreynton would not let me. 
Ah! that is it P and a delirious light shone in her face. 
“I must see Mrs. Breynton; I must tell her to forgive my 
Philip! She has had her will, n we shall never marry— 
never see one another any more,” 

She ceased a moment, and then rose wildly from her 
couch. 

“You are cruel; you will not fetch Mrs. Breynton; and 
until E know she will forgive him, I can not die, I am 
weüry-—so weary—and you will not let me go to my 
mother! Do you know"—and she caught hold of Mrs, 
Pennythorne’s dress—‘“ I see her standing waiting for me 
—there! there?" 

Katharine started, for there seemed a strange reality in 
.he fantasy which directed Eleanor's fixed eyes and lifted 
Mager. 

“The room is filled with them!” continned the delirious 


?” gently asked 
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girl. *'They come around me by night and by day—soine 
dead faces, some living; but they are all sad—hke yours. 
Philip’s is there too sometimes—smiling so tenderly, as he 
used to do in the dear old palace garden. See! he is look- 
ing on me now! Ah! Philip, you did love me once—you 
do love me—TI read it in your eyes; bnt you dare not 
speak. Then I must! You see, dear Philip, I am ealm?-— 
and her voice sank almost to its natural tones— ^ as calm 
as I was that day von called me your strength, your com- 
fort. Tell me, then, what is this bar between us—when I 
am rich, when I love you, only you, my Philip, my own 
Philip!” She paused, but after a few moments’ silence 
broke once more into disconnected ravings. 

Katharine waited until the shrill tones ceased, and her 
sister fell into the heavy slumber which foretold the near 
approach of the erisis. Then she drew Mrs. Pennythorne 
aside. 

“Tell me—you know better than I—is there any hope 

There was hope, for yonth can struggle through so 
much; with this sleep the fever might be conquered. 

* And then she will wake—wake to what? Death might 
be better for her than life! it is so sometimes,” muttered 
Katharine to herself. 

Mrs. Pennythorne spoke comfortingly. She looked on 
the pale, excited faee of the young wife, and forgave all 
her imagined errors. Katharine sat in deep thought with- 
out making any answer—perhaps she did not even hear. 
At last she said, suddenly and decisively, 

“Mrs. Pennythorne, you and I well understand one an- 
otber. Those words which poor Eleanor has uttered you 
will keep sacred ?” 

“Certainly. Oh, Mrs. Ogilvie, I wish indeed that Miss 
Eleanor and my dear Philip Wychnor—” 

“TIe is your friend, I believe," interrupted Katharine. 
“Tell me all you know about him." 

And onee more Mrs. Pennythorne gratefully dwelt on 
the history of Philip’s goodness. Then, glad to relieve her 
simple heart from a secret that weighed heayily upon it, 
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she related all she knew about the letter, whieh had made 
ker the unconscious messenger of so much evil. 

“T did not notice then, but I remember now, how earn- 
estly he spoke, and how unhappy he seemed. Iam sure 
there was something painful iu that letter. [have no right 
to say a word on this subject, but I do feel toward Philip 
Wycknor as though he were my own son. If IL could only 
see him happy, and Miss Ogilvie too, so good and gentle as 
she is! The moment I saw her I felt sure of his loving 
her—he could not help it. It is a sorrowful world,” con- 
tinued she, after waiting a while for the answer, which 
Mrs. Ogilvie, absorbed in thonght, withheld, “yet if one 
could but make these two young ereatures happy—” 

“It shall be—I will do it !’ cried Katharine. ‘And oh!” 
she said softly to herself, as Mrs. Pennythorne glided away 
at the physieian's summons, *1if I, even I, cean but leave bc- 
hind me a little peace, a little happiness, surely it will prove 
some atonement. IfIhave sinned, though only in thought, 
against my husband, I may bring joy to the sister he loves; 
and then I shall pass away from all, aud my misery will 
cumber the earth no more.” 

With Katharine, to will was to act. She sat down and 
wrote to Mrs. breynton, entreating, or rather commanding 
—tor her earnestness seemed almost like a command—that 
she would come at once to Summerwood. Then she wrote, 
with a swift though trembling hand, a few lines—to Paul 
Lynedon! After she had finished, she stood irresolute— 
but only for à moment. She sealed the letter, and laid it 
with the other. 

* Yes, it shall go—1 can trust him—him only. Ile will 
do my will, whatever it be;” and a bitter though trium- 
phant smile eurved her lips. ‘And he will be silent too, 
no fear! This my act might seem strange to the world— 
perhaps to him; but what matter, when the end comes? 
and it is perhaps near—very near. I pray it may be so!” 
Her voice sank to an inaudible whisper; for even then, as~ 
if in answer to that awful prayer, she felt the sharp death 
warning dart through her side. 
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Next morning Paul Lynedon came, Katharine knew he 
would, and had risen long before the rest of the wearied 
and auxious household. She was walking in the avenue 
when his panting horse approached ; he leaped from it with 
a look of the wildest ecstasy. 

“Vou sent for me: how good! how kind! What thanks 
can I give you, dear Mrs. Ovilvie—dear Aatharine ?? 

He uttered softly, almost in à whisper, the long unspo- 
ken name. She started, and drew baek in proud reproof: 
** You forget, Mr. Lynedon." 

“Pardon me; I had indeed forgotten all—all but that 
happy time when I was here last. Would to Heaven it 
could come again, and you were once more that dear child 
who—” 

“A child—vou thought me a child!” cried Katharine, 
with that impulse which in the early days of this second 
meeting had made her very love half vengeance, and even 
now caused her, as it were, to set herself against herself, 
the slighted girl against the worshiped woman. 

“T thought—shall I tell you what I thought you—what 
I think you ?” said Lynedon, eagerly. 

«No? The word reined him in his mad impulse, and 
he stood mute. 

“Mr, Lynedon”—the calm, cold tone struck him like an 
arrow—* shall we change our conversation? Let me ex- 
plain the reason which made me trespass on your kind- 
ness.” He bowed, and walked by her side up the avenue. 

Katharine went on: “ There is something very near my 
heart in which I ean trust no frzernd”—she laid the faintest 
emphasis on the word-—* no friend but you. Will you— 
asking no questions, seeking no explanations—do it for me?" 

« Will I? you know 1 will? 

“I want you to seck for a friend of yours, or an acquaint- 
ance at least—Philip Wychnor. He is gone a journey— 
whither I know not, and have no means of knowing save 
through yon. Find him; bring him hither, on what ex- 
cuse you will; or perhaps—the truth is always best—l 
will write to him, and you shall bear the letter.” 
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“This is all mystery; I can not fathom it,” said Paul, 
uneasily, his jealons mind at once forming the most tortur- 
Ing conclusions. “Only tell me—” 

“T will tell you nothing: only do this, I entreat you— 
do it for me.” And Katharme’s eagerness made her tone 
so tremulous, so bewitching, that Paul Lynedon could have 
fallen at her feet. 

“T promise,” said he. ‘Teaven knows I would plunge a 
knife mto my very heart if you bade ine,” he added, speak- 
ing low and hurriedly. 

As low, but almost as fearful in its firmness, was Katha- 
rine’s reply: “I might, but I would thrust it into my owu 
Near ise st.” 

Ile looked at her astonished, but her face was turned 
away. The next moment she had sprung forward to ineet 
her father, who crossed their path on his early morning 
walk. 

“You have ridden over to inquire for my poor niece, 
Mr. Lynedon ?? said Sir Robert. “Tow exceedingly kind 
of vou! You must stay and breakfast with us. Persuade 
him, Katharine 

But Katharine had already glided away. 





CHAPTER XLVIL 
Art thou already weary of the way ? 
Thou, who hast yet but half the way gone o'er: 
Get up and lift thy burden! 
* * * * x * * 
say thou not sadly, ‘* Never,” and ‘* No more ;” 
But from thy lips banish those falsest words : 
While life remains, that which was thine before 
Again may Fe thine; in Time's storehouse He 
Days, hours, and moments that have unknown hoards 
Of joy, as well as sorrow: passing by, 
Smiles come with tears.—FRANCES ANNE BCTLER. 


y 


THERE is scarce a town in England more suggestive of 
speculation upon what our good friend David Drysdale 
would have entitled * the noble science of man" than that 
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turnpike gate on the European highway — Dover. Not 
that one need pause to enumerate from Pinnock or Gold- 
smith how many kings “landed at Dover,” or “set sail 
from Dover.” The present 15 quite fruitful enough to set 
aside the past. Think of the multitude of small AZstorécttes 
worked out here: how that, among the throng that from 
year to year pass by, are all ranks and characters—fugi- 
tive royalty; errant nobility, the regiment departing, its 
mournful fragments returned; or, to descend to individu- 
als—debtor ilying creditor; married lovers speeding to hap- 
piness and honeymoon; wretched and erring ones speeding 
faster still into what must be in the end a miserable doom; 
happy men seeking pleasure; sick-hearted, hopeless men 
rushing any where for oblivion. And here we pause, for 
with such a one we have to do. 

Philip Wychnor had reached Dover on his way to the 
Continent. Ie wonld have stmply passed through it, long- 
ing for the moment when he should set his last footstep— 
at least the last for many years—on English shores. But 
fate—the fate which one less pious-hearted would have an- 
grily eursed—detained him for many days. Ie spent them 
restlessly enough, patient as he was, im his daily toil of lit- 
erary necessity—alas for the poor author !—and in evening 
wanderings about the country. Beauty he found—for a 
poet's mind finds beauty every where—but yet he could 
not realize it. Ie felt npon him the commencement of that 
doom,to roam the wide world, * finding no rest for the sole 
of his foot.” 

The reviving from a great woe is sometimes worse than 
the woe itself. The world looks so blink, so dreary; we 
sce It once more; our dull eyes even acknowledge its glory; 
but it is like looking on a beautiful corse from whence the 
life is gone. Earth smiles, Ifeaven smiles, just as hereto- 
fore; but the smile resembles that on a face onee loved, 
vhich meets us vacantly, the heart beneath it shining ont 
20 longer. We do not weep; perhaps we scarcely suffer: 
we are quite cali, gentle, patient; all goes on with us as 
before; we walk through the beaten path of our daily ex: 
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istence, but the light is gone from the world; the present 
seems inane and dim; and oh! merciful God, we have no 
future and no past! Not here’ but we know we have 
hereafter. And then we see infolding us an arm of com- 
fort and strength, and hear the voice—^ I AM !? 

Can I suffice for heaven and not for earth ? 

So Philip felt when he sat alone in the twilight on the 
cliff hallowed by tradition as “Shakspeare’s.” The hour 
was so late that all sea-side idlers had long departed, and 
the place seemed as lonely and dreary asim the olden time 
of Shakspeare, Lear, and poesy. The sea sang hollowly far 
below; and when the last sunset tinge had faded behind 
the Downs, they assumed a robe of mist, spectral and mys- 
terious. Gradually it folded itself round the cliff, complete- 
ly hiding the sea beneath, so that the melancholy voice 
arose from waters that were hear d, not seen. 

Driven by that irresistible impulso which seizes most 
men on such a spot of danger—so much so that the ancients 
believed a tempting demon stood on the brink of each abyss 
—Philip crept to the utmost verge of the cliff Unwitting- 
ly, aud fitfully, there danced through his brain the poct’s 

tale which had made the spot renowned—he thought of 
blind. Gloster, hunted by fate into that last plunge “which 
would determine all. He pictured what the old man’s feel- 
ings might have been—what must be the thoughts of any 
man sick of hfe—looking curiously, desiringly, into the aw- 
ful mystery beyond—so near, that one simple movement 
would make it a reality. 

Suddenly he remembered how in that man he had pict- 
ured Anse. 

The conviction—horrible, yet full ofa daring pride, a de- 
licious alluring awe—burst npon him, that he held his soul, 
as16 were, by a thread ; that he was master of his own Hes 
tiny: one step, and he might pass from the world's tortures 
to—where ? 

“My life is in my hand,” he muttered in the words of 
one sorely tried of old —“ Vy life ts in my hand, yet L do 
not forget thy law!” 
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Shuddering, he drew back from the abyss in horror. But 
he felt that to his latest day that minute’s sensation would 
teach him compassion for suicides. And wlile he shrank 
fearfully from the erime only thought ofin possibility, the 
revulsion softened him from dull dreariness into a sorrow 
that, but for his strong manhood, would have melted im 
tears. He was glad—thankful for any sense—even the 
sense of suffering, Ho looked up at the stars, which were 
beginning to shine through the gloomy night, and prayed 
Heaven to keep him free from sin, that he might endure 
with a patient heart through life unto its ending. 

Then he went homeward, greatly composed. He sought 
to feel as though he belonged to the world. Passing 
through the town, he tried to look around him, and feel an 
interest in the various talking and laughing groups, the 
street music, the cheerful shops; but it was vain. He 
seemed as different from the rest of mankind as the gloomy 
cliffs from the gay-lighted street which they overhung. 

When he reached the inn, he learned there was a gentle- 
man awaiting him. Entering, he saw—Paul Lynedon! 

Had the visitant been a ghost from the dead, a demon 
returned to the upper world, he could not have raised more 
fearful passions in Philip Wychnor's breast. — Anguish, ter- 
ror, even a thrill of fierce hatred overwhelmed him, He 
sprang toward Lynedon, scarcely conscious of what he did, 
and then sank into a chair, speechless. 

“F have startled yon, I see. T ought to apologize,” said 
Lynedon, gently and courteonsly, though somewhat aunoy- 
ed at this rather strange reception. But Paul was a man 
who wonld have shown dignified civility to his executioner 
on the scaffold. 

Philip Wyehnor answered him not a word. 

“Perhaps this visit is ill timed—an intrusion. But, in 
excuse, I need only mention your friends and mine—the 
Ooilvies,” 

Philip started up in an agony. “Sir—Mr. Lynedon— 
tell me what you have to say without mentioning names, 
I have been terribly tried and I pretend not to superhuman 
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strength. I wish to leave England, forget all friends, break 
all ties, fora season. Why must I be tortured any more?” 

Lynedon opened his eyes with extreme but still inost 
polite astonishment. 

* Pardon me, and forget all I have been weak enough to 
say,” Philip continued, trying to calm himself with remem- 
bering to whom he spoke. “IT shall forget it myself soon. 
Will you sit ?” 

He pointed to a chair, but remained standing himself, 
leaning against the wall. 

“This is a strange welcome from an acquaintance—I 
would fain have said a friend; but I pass it by, Mr. W ych- 
nor, both for your own sake and hers whose messenger I 
am.” And he presented Mrs. Ogilvie's letter. 

Under all circumstances, Paul Lynedon had the gentle- 
ness of a trne gentleman. He saw at once that something 
was terribly wrong with the young man. He pitied him. 
Conquering at once his natural curiosity and the vague 
jealousy which was dawning in him, he walked to the open 
window and contemplated the stars, so that, of whatever 
news he had been the unlucky bearer, his companion might 
learn them nnobserved. But he expected not to hear the 
ery—almost like a woman’s agony—which broke from 
Philip Wychnor. It brought him at once to the young 
man’s side. 

“What is the matter? Can I—" 

Philip caught his arm wildly. “ Yon know—tell me the 
truth, on your sonl—you know what this letter contains?” 

* On my soul, I do not !” 

* What! not that she is ill—dying ?" 

* Dying !? eried Lynedon, vehemently, his thoughts re- 
curring to the only woman who ever occupied them now. 
Dut he recollected himself at once: * No, you mistake; 1t 
is only Miss Ogilvie who is ill.” 

Philip looked in his face with an eager, half-incredulous 
stare. “‘Only?? You say so calmly! You come here 
when—” 

Panl began to guess dimly at the truth—at least some 
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part of it. He answered kindly, “I regret Miss Ogilvie’s 
illness much; she is a gentle creature, and I am happy to 
call her my friend, but—" 

The careless tone struck Philip with conviction at once: 
“T see it allnow—all! Ob, what have I done? May God 
forgive me !” 

Ife laid his head on the table, and burst into a passion 
of tears. 

Paul was touched. Once upon a time he might have 
mocked at such weakness; but now his own heart taught 
him differently. He said, with kindness and delicacy, “You 
and T,and all her friends, must rejoice that the erisis is past: 
[ heard so to-day from Summerwood. She will recover, 
please God !” 

There was no answer, and Lynedon thought the best 
thing he eould do was to walk to the window again. He 
remained there until he felt a hand on his. It was Philip 
Wyehnors. Ilis face was as white as death, but it wore a 
calmness almost like joy. 

“You will pardon all this, Lynedon ?” 

“My dear fellow’—and Panl returned the cordial grasp 
—“ don’t speak of it. Pm sure Lam very sorry—that is, 
glad—but, being quite in the dark, and having a great re- 
spect for both parties, might I—” 

“Do not ask me any thing—do not think any thing. One 
day you may know all.” 

* Well, as yon like: all [know now is, that Mrs. Ogilvie 
wished to see yon; that [ sought you by her desire.” 

“God bless you, and her!” cried Philip. 

The blood rushed to Lynedon’s brow. He felt like a 
demon in the presence of a saint. 

“You will be kind and leave me now,” pursued Philip. 
“I feel towards you deeply, thankfully. We shall meet 
again as sincere friends ?” 

“T hope so,” said Paul, warmly. 

Wychnor followed him tothe door. As they said adieu, 
he looked repentantly, almost affectionately, into the face 
which had onee seemed to him like that ofa haunting fiend. 
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* Forgive me once more. You know not what I have 
endured. May you never know the like! May you be 
happy—very happy! You deserve it—I am sure.” 

Lynedon sprang from the door: the blessing knelled on 
his ear like à judgment-doom! He fled from its sound, 
but its echo followed him; he dulled it with wine, but it 
rose up again. At last he clutched it as one clutches in 
despair some ever-pursuing horror. He said to himself, 
that not for earth, heaven, or hell would he give up Kath- 
arine Ogilvie ! 








CHAPTER XLIX. 


Thon hast named a name 
Which to my conscience gives such secret pangs. 
—Yea, there is nothing that I would not do 
In reparation of the wrong I've done him. 
JOANNA BAILLIE, 


Remorse, if proud and gloomy— 
It is a poison-tree, that, pierced to the utmost, 
Weeps ouly tears of poison. —CoLEnIDGE. 

Mns. DnEYNTON was sitting in her breakfast-room—or 
rather moving restlessly abont, impatient of her solitude— 
when she heard the tidings of Eleanor’s danger. The shock 
fell upon her with overwhelming suddenness. Eleanor’s 
absence had revealed how the gentle girl had twined her- 
self round this aged heart, bringing to it life, and youth, 
and warmth unknown before. The first few days of her 
loneliness Mrs. Greynton had chafed and fumed. Nay, but 
for her pride, she would have summoned Eleanor back. As 
it was, she had time to discover how strong was this sec- 
ond affection—almost rivaling the one pre-eminent feeling, 
her love for her nephew. She now began to desire more 
anxiousiy than ever the working out of her long-projected 
scheme, which,in making Eleanor Philip’s wife, should bind 
both ES In one. 

And then came the letter of Katharine Ogilvie, with ti- 
dings which threatened rain alike to her worldly schemes, 
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her planning ambition, her long-suppressed affections, which 
in old age had risen up so strong. Mrs. Breynton was be- 
wildered—grief, fear, remorse wrnng her heart by turns. 
Again and again she read the letter: it seemed to grow 
more and more confused. She was conscious of but one 
impulse—that she must that instant ¢o to Summerwood. 

She summoned the waiting-woman who had grown old 
in her service, and bade her prepare for the sudden journey. - 
When Davis broke ont in loud remonstrances, she was si- 
lenced by a look—not commanding, as of old, but piteous- 
ly weak and imploring. 

“Do not hinder me, good Davis. She will die before I 
reach her. My dear Eleanor !—poor Isabel’s child! May 
God forgive me ifI did her wrong!” Davis, though scarce- 
ly understanding her broken words, grew terrified at the 
change which had come over the dean’s widow. 

“Let me go too, dear mistress,” sobbed the faithful creat- 
ure. “Let me go, that I may be with you in your trouble, 
and see poor dear Miss Eleanor once more.” 

Mrs. Breynton passively assented; and the two aged 
women, mistress and maid, traveled all night, scarcely ex- 
changing a word until they reached Summerwood, 

Katharine met Mrs. Breynton at the door. She had oft- 
en heard Hugh jestingly describe the stately, stern-featured, 
black-robed widow of the dean; but she saw only a bent, 
haggard woman, who, clinging to her servant’s arm, seemed 
to tremble with apprehension ere she crossed the threshold. 
Katharine stepped forward quickly. 

“Will you lean on me, Mrs, Breynton? Iam Katharine 
Ovilvie.” 

Mrs. Breynton seized her arm. “Is she—” And the 
eager eyes alone continued the mute question. 

“She lives still. She may live.” 

“Thank God!’ Never, during her lifetime, had Mrs. 
3reynton breathed so deep, so solemn a thanksgiving. She 
staggered to a seat ; and for the first time for many years 
the old servant saw her mistress weep. 

It was some hours before Mrs. Breynton was suffered to 
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enter Eleanor's ehamber. Then Katharine led her in for 
a few moments only, to look on the sick girl as she slept. 

The crisis had passed, and Eleanor lay calm, though 
scarcely breathing. In her pale, wasted face, round which 
the close cap was tied, there was a likeness to one which 
Mrs. Breynton had last seen when she stood beside the 
orphan daughter, to take a farewell look ofthe dead. The 
resemblance struck her now with a vain repentance. She 
fell at the foot of the bed. 

“Tsabel—Isabel Morton !” she cried, “ your life was dark- 
ened by me and mine. Heaven forgive us for the wrong, 
which ended not with the mother, but passed on to the 
child! Eleanor!—my swect, meek Eleanor! live—only 
live—and I will confess all—atone for all!” 

She seemed not to notice the presence of another, but 
Katharine’s car caught every word. Ina few minutes she 
had led Mrs. Breynton from the chamber of the yet sleep- 
ing girl. Then she spoke, in the low, firm tone by which 
Katharine, when she willed, could rule all minds weaker 
than her own: 

“Mrs. Breynton, Iam almost a stranger to you; but I 
have a right to speak, for Eleanor is my sister, and you 
hold her happiness in your hands. Tow, or why this is, I 
know not, and seek not to know; but thus much I have 
learned—that she and your nephew, Philip Wychnor, have 
loved one another for many years, and that you prevented 
their marriage.” 

The shadow of her former freezing dignity came to the 
dean’s widow, but only for a moment. | Conscience-stricken, 
she quailed before the clear eyes that seemed to read her 
heart. “It is all true—all true !? she muttered. 

Katharine went on. * What I wish to say is this: that 
Philip Wychnor has been deccived in some way—that he 
has cast Eleanor off, believing her faithless—and that his 
unkindness has almost broken her heart. lle has gone 
away—abroad, I believe." 

*]Ie must not— shall not go," almost sereamed Mrs. 
Breynton: “it is not too late, even now M” 
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“No; for whoever has stood between them, Z will bring 
them together. Take care, Mrs, Breynton; I am very 
strong—stronger than you. You have been most cruel to 
these two. But, with your will or against it, they shall be 
happy now.” 

And Katharine stood before the cowering, remorseful 
woman like an avenging angel, She met with no opposi- 
tion—not even when she spoke of Philip Wychnor’s com- 
ing, which she daily expeeted. Mrs. Breynton knew the 
time was near when she must confess. Her shame was 
heavy upon her, but her suffering outweighed it all. She 
entreated to see Eleanor alone, but this was forbidden. 
Katharine seemed to govern the whole household, including 
the frightened Hugh, who had come hastily to Summer- 
wood, and lamented by turns the illness of his sister, and 
the loss of a whole fortnight’s grouse-shooting. 

In a few days Eleanor became convalescent. At fength 
Katharine led Mrs. Breynton to the sick-chamber. She 
only staid to see Eleanor stretch out her arms with a faint 
cry of joy, while the aged woman sank on her knees beside 
her; then she closed the door and went away. 

It was almost an hour before she was summoned to her 
sisters room. Eleanor lay, pale indeed, but with such glad- 
ness in her eyes, such a spiritual light suffusing her whole 
face, that Katharine marveled at her beauty. Mrs. Breyn- 
ton sat beside her, looking very humble; but her hand was 
fast clasped in Eleanor’s, and from time to time the girl 
turned upon her a look full of pity, forgiveness, and cheer. 

Katharine advanced. ‘ You need not speak, dearest ; I 
see your face. Allis peace and hope with you now?" Ler 
voice failed a little, and one tear dimmed her eyes. 

“Tt will be, soon—soon, please God.” 

* Will you tell me, Eleanor—” 

* Ay, tell her," said Mrs. Breynton. ‘Jt is but just.” 

“Flush! hush! there is nothing to tell,’ and the wan 
fingers closed tighter over Mrs. Breynton’s. “ Katharine, 
I think you have guessed all—that we have loved one an- 
other for many, many years. I have only a few words 
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more to say. Come closer, dear, for I am very tired and 
weak.” 

Katharine bent over her. Eleanor went on quicker, 
though speaking very faintly: 

* Philip was mistaken. He heard a rumor concerning 
something that happened years ago, about one who liked 
me once, or at least imagined he did so. Thus far the tale 
was true. He wished to marry me. but it was in vain; 
I never loved any one save Philip. Katharine, T must see 
Philip, to tell him so. If I die, the knowledge will comfort 
him, and give him peace. If I live—” 

“You will live—you must live, my darling!” sobbed 
Mrs. Breynton. 

© yes, dear friend, I may live, please God! to be your 
child still,’ was the gentle answer. “But, Katharine, bring 
Philip to me! Ile loves me; he did love me through all, 
and [have no pride in my heart—only love. Let him come, 
that I may take away his sorrow.” 

* De content, Eleanor, we will send,” said Katharine, 
soothingly; “nay, to tell the truth, he is already sent for 
by my own desire. He will come soon.” 

“Ah! that makes me happy—so happy! Thank you, 
dear, kind sister,” faintly answered the sick girl, closing her 
eyes. «A moment after, she said, dreamily, “Whom did von 
send? Was it Hugh?” 

“No, a friend of his, and yours too." Katharine hesi 
tated. “In truth, it was Mr. Lynedon.? 

Eleanor started up wildly. “Oh no, you could not, you 
did not send Mr. Lynedon! My Philip, my poor Philip! it 
will drive him mad! And J am not there to tell him the 
truth—that I did not listen, not one moment; that no pow- 
er on earth should ever have made me Paul Lynedon’s 
wife.” 

* Paul Lynedon's wife? Even Eleanor's face was not 
more death-like than Katharine's when she echoed the 
words, * Eleanor, answer me: was it Paul Lynedon who 
asked you to marry him ?" 

* Yes—yes. I never told any one—not even Philip: f 
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would not now, but I am so weak, and my heart is break 
ing. Katharine, think for me; write to Philtp—tell him 
yon know I never cared for Mr. Lynedon. You do know, 
for it all passed at that fatal visit to Summerwood." 

“That was the timc, then!’ said Katharmes andthe 
words came hissingly throngh her closed lips. “I am glad 
you told me this; it comes not too late. It will save you 
—perhaps not you alone. Rest, sister, vest! I will do all 
you wish.” 

She unclasped the arm which had folded round her in 
frantic energy, and laid Eleanor down, exhausted and weep- 
ing. Then she glided from the chamber. In the apart- 
ment beyond, Mrs. Pennythorne sat alone; from the open 
dining-room door vame the voices of Sir Robert and Hugh. 
"he could gam no solitude within the house, so fled wildly 
from it. 

Out into the dreary, moonless autumn night, the dark- 
ness and the rain, Katharine passed. She walked rapidly, 
the bleak wind lifting her hair, and piercing to her unshel- 
tered bosom. At the end of the avenue, where Lynedon 
had that morning lately come bonnding to her side, she 
stopped. 

* Hie told me a lie—a he!” she cried. “Te deceived me 
—even in those old days: he has deceived me now. He 1s 
false—all false! And I have wrecked my peace on earth 
—almost my hope of heaven—for love of him! 

“Paul! Panl Lynedon! you love me now—I know it! 
Heart and sonl, you are mince! But it had been better for 
you to have torn ont that false tongne of yours before it 
uttered that lic, the last he of all—before you told me you 
had never wished to marry Eleanor Ogilvie.” 

Ere long her stormy anger passed into weeping. “I 
wished to die!” she moaned, * for then I should escape sin, 
and suffer no more sorrow. I would have died calmly, be- 
heving in him still, though how dearly I loved him I dared 
not let him know. Never—never! I wonld never have 
let him know. Wretched we might have been, but we 
would never have been wicked. I would still have honor- 
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ed him—trusted him—believed him noble and true. But 
he is filse—all false—false to the heart’s core. He always 
was so. And I loved him—I love him. Oh miserable 
me !” 

A little longer this wail of a wrecked heart was wasted 
on the silent night, and then Katharine saw lights moving 
in the honse. She returned hastily thither, lest her absence 
should have caused surprise. Crossing the hall, she met 
Sir Robert and Hugh. 

Hu veally, Katharine, these late rambles in the grounds 
are very injurious to health. And you have no bonnet ! 
My dear Hngh, you should take better care of your wife,” 
observed the baronet, as he ascended the stairs. 

“Take care of Katharine! Nay,I can’t do that. She's 
à young filly that will neither be led nor driven, I have 
found that out at last,” said Hugh, carelessly. 

Katharine was passing him by, but at hus words she turn- 
ed and looked him in the face. Her whole bearing express- 
ed the most intense and withering scorn. A strange con 
trast was there between the husband and wife; he, grown 
awkward and heavy, and becoming each day coarser in per- 
son as in mind—she, with her ar dent soul flashing in her 

eyes and dilating her stature, while her slender, beautiful 
form, eradually wasting away, made her seem hardly like 
à crcature of this world. 

* What was that you said ?" 

“Oh, nothing —nothing!” And Ifugh shrank away, 
cowed, before her fixed caze. ' Don't be vexed, Katha 
rme; 1 only meant that you were not quite as you used to 
be; but I suppose all girls change when they marry." 

“Those were not your words, Speak the truth.” 

“What's the use, if you know it already?” said Hugh, 
sulkily. * Dnt don't keep me here, pray; Pm going ont." 

"he stood in his path still. 

“Stay, neh; you said I wonld neither be led nor driven, 
and you are right; FT will not.” 

“Tin sure I don’t want to try. Many a husband might 
complain of the little attention you pay, but I always take 
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it quietly. Still, what with your visiting, and your literary 
parties, and your fine gentlemen friends—” 

* fIugh, take care !? Katharine broke in, wildly. *Do 
not try me too much. Speak kindly to me—let me do as 
I will; it can not be for long—not lone.” 

“Eh! what?” and, struck by her tone, he came nearer, 
and gazed in her excited countenance with some show of 
interest. “ Poor little Katharine! you don't look well— 
you hardly seem to know what yow’re saying. This anxi- 
ety about Nelly has been too much for you. There, be qui- 
et!” His words were not without affection, though it was 
expressed in his own careless fashion, Ile stooped down 
and patted his wife’s head tenderly. 

The tone and action smote Katharine’s heart with a re- 
morseful memory of olden days—when she had known no 
stronger love than that won by the unfailing devotion of 
Consin Hugh. The thought drew her nearer to her hus- 
band. 

“Forgive me, ugh, I might have made you happier, 
perhaps. We were not suited for one another. We should 
not have married.” 

“Do you think so? Well, well, itis too late now. We 
must make the best of one another,” said Hugh, in a tone 
half angry, half sorrowful, as he turned away. 

Katharine caught his hand. “Oh, Hugh — good, kind 
cousin Hugh! why did you not let me call you by that 
name all your life through ? I could have loved you then.” 

“And you don’t now? You have said so once or twice 
before. Well, I can’t help that; I must learn not to mind 
it.” And he sighed heavily. 

Again the wife felt a repentant pang. “ Husband, have 
pity; my heart is breaking! Every day we seem to live 
only to make each other miserable.” 

^ Luckily, we shall eet rid of one another soon—for a 
time, at least. Now Eleanor is better, I don't see why L 
should not go back to the grouse-shooting. PH start to- 
morrow.” 

Moved by an unaecountable impulse, which she afterward 
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remembered with eomfort, Katharine asked—nay, implored 
him to stay at Summerwood ; but he refused somewhat 
anerily. 

“I never want you to give up your pleasures, Katharine, 
and Ido not see why yon should interfere with mine. We 
don’t care for one another—don't let us pretend that we 
do. Let us each go our own way." 

“Be it so,” answered the wife, solemnly. It seemed as 
if the last links of affection and duty were then torn from 
her, and she were east helplessly upon the wide world of 
desolation, misery, or sin. 

She began to ascend the stairs, and Hugh went to the 
hall door, secking for his hat and whip. Then he turned 
round and hesitated. 

“You're not gone, Katharine, are you ?” 

Now any here.” 

“Because we may as well say good-by now, for I sha'u't 
be home until midnight, and Í shali start at daylight to- 
morrow. So give me your hand, Katharine. Forgive and 
forget. Perhaps we shall get on better together when I 
come back again. "We'll part friends now, at all events." 

She went up to him, and, for the first time in her hfe, 
kissed him of her own accord. In times to come, the re- 
membered action proved a balm for many a conscience: 
sting. 

Then—they parted. 
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CHAPTER L. 


My breast is pressed to thine, Alice, 
My arm is round thee twined ; 

Thy breath dwells on my lips, Alice, 
Like clover-scented wind. 

Love glistens in thy sunny ee, 
And blushes on thy brow, 

Earth's heaven is here to thee and me, 
For we are happy now. 


My hand is on thy heart, Alice, 
Sae place thy hand in mine; 
Now welcome weal or woe, Alice, 
Our love we canna tine. 
Ae kiss! let others gather gowd 
Frae ilka land or sea; 
My treasure is the richest vet, 
For, Alice, I hae thee !—ROoBERT NICOL. 

Ix a few days Eleanor began to feel the delicious dreamy 
ealm of waking from sickness to convaleseence—from an- 
guish to hope. Though still Phihp came not, she felt sure 
that he would come, speeded by the love which she doubt- 
ed not lay deep in his heart still. If ever there was a liv- 
ing embodiment of faith—woman’s faith—it was Eleanor 
Ogilvie. She had been all her life full of trust in every 
human creature, It is the wavering, the donbtful, who 
dream of change; it is the inconstant only who dread in- 
constancy. 

She lay for hours together on her couch beside the draw- 
ing-room window, with her meek hands folded, and her 
eyes, now calm as of old, thongh a little more thoughtful, 
watching the little clouds floating over the sky. ‘Then, 
with the almost child-like interest that very trifles give to 
one who is recovering from severe illness, she would look 
at the many gifts of flowers or fruit which she was daily 
receiving, every one of which showed how dearly Eleanor 
was loved. She scemed to have passed out of that terrible 
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darkness into a world that was full of love. In this deep 
peace she rested as a child lies dreaming in the sunshine— 
not pondering whence it came, or how long it would last, 
simply rejoicing in it. She, opening her full heart to all, 
felt love eontinually around her—God’s love and man’s; 

she rejoiced therein, and her every thought was a rice 
thanksgiving. Blessed, thrice blessed are they whose souls 
thus turn h M: in sorrow alonc, but also in glad- 
ness. And surely the sacrifice of a happy spirit must be 
acceptable unto Him, who only suffers us to walk in sack- 
cloth and ashes for a time, that, so chastened, Ife may lift 
us to His presence with exceeding joy. 

It was the still hush of an autumn afternoon when Philip 
reached Summerwood, Ile eame into Eleanor's presence 
alone. She had fallen asleep: there was a quiet smile play- 
ine round her lips, as though she were dreaming happily. 
It was so indeed, for the dream had borne her to the pleas- 
ant palace garden. She sat underneath the old cherry-tree, 
listening to the rustling of its leaves and scented blossoms, 
She heard Philip's voice; she felt the elasp of Philip’s hand; 
and then—oh blessed waking !—she found the dream was 
true! He knelt beside her couch, gazing upon her, almost 
weeping over her, 

“Philip—my Philip—you are come; I knew vou would 
come at last !” 

Again, as on the night of their parting, she extended her 
loving arms. IIe did not dash them from him now—he 
clasped them wildly round his neck, though he eould not 
speak one word. The next moment she was nestling in his 
breast. 

It was a long time before either broke that blessed si- 
lence. At last Eleanor looked up in his face and said, 

“You are not angry with me now, Philip? You know 
ale 

“T know nothing but that Iam here, beside you, holding 
you fast—fast ! Oh, Eleanor, neither life nor death shall 

(akewvou away from me! E that 1t shall be so—that 
nothing on earth shall ever part us more.” 
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And, softly answering, came to Philip's ear the words 
which to sorrow are a knell, to love a deep anthem of per- 
petual joy—* Never more—never more !? 

After a while they began to talk more calmly. * You 
have asked me nothing, Philip,” said Eleanor. “I feel how 
kind, how tender this is—when you have been so tried ; 
but now I must tell you all.” 

“Tell me nothing, my dearest, save that you Jove me.” 

* You thought I did not love yon, Philip?” and her eyes 
were lifted to his—a whole life's faith expressed in their 
gaze  * You will not think so any more ?" 

Iie made no answer—how could he? Oh blessed ones! 
thus binding up the hopes of a lifetime in this perfect un- 
ion of 

One-thoughted, never-wandering, guileless love. 

* Now, Philip, you must listen to me for a little—only a 
little. We must not have between us even the shadow of 
a cloud.” And she began her tale slowly and cantiously, 
trying not to mention Mrs. Breynton’s name. 

Philip changed countenance at first. “Then there was 
some truth in the tale?) Why did yon not tell me about 
Mr. Lynedon ?? 

She laid her hand upon his: “Stay one moment before 
you judge me. In those happy days at the palace—tor, 
with all onr trials, they were happy days—there was in my 
heart no thought of any save one—save him who then ask- 
ed for it—ay, and had it too, almost before he asked." And 
a conscious blush and dimpling smile bronght back to her 
face its long-vanished playfulness. 

* Eleanor," interrupted her lover, fondly, * you look as 
you did lone ago, when we were girl and boy together at 
ihe palaee. You will be my own sunny-faced little Nelly 
again soon.” 

* Shall T?" and her low, glad-hearted langh echoed his 
own. Tow child-like are happy lovers! 

“ Besides,” Eleanor went on, gravely, “I did not speak 
about Paul Lynedon, because I thought it scareely right. 
All love is sacred; hopeless love most sacred of all. It 
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seems to me that a woman should not betray, even to him 
who has her whole heart, another who has cast his before 
her in vain. You do not think me wrong ?" 

4 No, no; vou are good and true, and compassionate to 
all, my dearest." 

“ Afterward I was most glad to find that Mr. Lynedon 
had lost all painful feelings about me. We met by chance 
at Florence, and again in London, when we talked together 
frankly and cordially, and he asked me always to be his 
friend. This happened on that night at my brother's—that 
sad night when—” 

“ How mad, how blind, how wicked was I!” cried Philip. 
Then he told her all, passionately imploring her forgiveness 
for every doubt, and still more for every harsh and unkind 
word. i 

But she laid her hand on his lips: * Nay, you loved—you 
love me; there is no need of forgiveness between us. 
Therefore," she added, softly, *in our perfect jov, we have 
more need to pardon those who were unkind to us. Philip, 
my own Philip, you will listen to ie a little longer ?" 

He sat down by her side, and there, resting her head on 
his shoulder, and holding both his hands, as though she 
would not let him ¢o until her inflnence had subdued any 
wrath he might fecl, Eleanor told her betrothed the story 
of his annt’s wickedness. But she did not call it by that 
harsh nae: she spoke with most merciful tenderness of 
the wrong done to both; and spoke not of it at all until 
she had reminded him of all his childish days, of every old- 
en kindness which conld soften his heart toward Mrs. 
Drevnton. 

Philip Wychnor was of a gentle spirit, but he was also 
aman. He had become one even since Eleanor had parted 
from him. The hard struggle with the world had made 
every passion in his nature ten times stronger. He was 
stung to the quick by the diseovery alike of the personal 
wrong, and the deceit at whieh liis trnthful spirit revolted. 
Starting up, he paced the room in vehement anger. 

“And it was for this that I asked you to stay with her, 
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and fulfill the duties I owed! But I owe her noue now; 
all is blotted out between us. Eleanor, you shall leave her; 
we will neither of us look upon her face more. Oh! if she 
had sueceeded—if I had known the truth too late—I should 
have hated—have eursed her !” 

Kleanor gazed upon her lover. She saw in the elenched 
hands and knotted brow a new development of his eharac- 
ter. lor the moment she sank back, pained and terrified. 
She learned for the first time that a woman must be to the 
man she loves not merely his joy—his eonsolation, but the 
softener of his nature, the patient soother of those stormy 
passions that will rise at times in the best and noblest of 
mankind. She must take him as he is; bearing meekly 
with aught that she sees wrong, striving hopefully to win 
him to the right, and loving him dearly through all. Elea- 
nor felt this, and, easting aside the womanly supremacy of 
wooing days, she entered on a wife’s duty ere she bore a 
wife’s name. 

She rose up and tried to walk across the room to him, 
but her feeble strength failed. “ Philip !” she said, faintly, 
“Tam very weak still. I can not reach you. Will you 
come and sit by me again ?” 

He did so, still uttering many words of suppressed anger. 
But he suffered her to take his hand with a soft, firm clasp. 
She would not let it go again, but pressed it close to her 
heart, as though the peace and forgiveness there would thus 
pass into her lovers. Yet she did not attempt to speak 
for a long time. At last she whispered, 

“ Philip, when the future comes which we have hoped 
for all our lives, and to which we now look forward as a 
near reality, think how happy we shall be—so happy that 
we ought to pray that all the world may be happy too! 
And when we grow old together—still loving one another, 
until time’s ehanges come so lightly that we fear them not 
—then we shall feel, much more than we do now, what a 
terrible thing must be an old age lonely and Sens love. 
We could not, even though w ronged, inflict this bitter des- 
olation on her.” 
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“Eleanor, why do you speak thus? What do you wish 
me to do? But I can not do it—it is impossible. I will 
not—I ought not!’ he continued, without waiting for her 
answer. 

Dhe did not contradict him, but only said softly,“ Do you 
think we could be quite happy even in—in our own dear 
home—” She hesitated, faintly blushing, but repented not 
the words when she saw how, on hearing them, his counte- 
nance relaxed, and his firm-set lips trembled with emotion. 
“Could we be quite happy even there,” she repeated, “when 
we must forever forget those old days at the palace, and 
think tliat there was one name, once loved by both, which 
we could not utter more? We, too, who have neither fa- 
ther nor mother to claim the duty which we once hoped 
to pay to her? Let us pay it still, Philip,” she continued, 
finding that no bitter answer came, and that the hand she 
held pressed hers convulsively. “Let us piace no bar be- 
tween us and the past—let us have no shadow of regret to 
dim our happiness. Philip, dearest, best—in whom I trust 
and have trusted all my hfe—forgive her!” 

"I would—I would—ifthis wrong were only against my- 
self. But you—my darling !—you, who tended her like a 
danghter—she had no pity on you.” 

“She knew not what she was doing; I feel sure she loved 
me all the while. And now, oh Philip! if you could see 
her repentance—her tears! At the thought of your com- 
ing she wept like a child. And she is so changed—so fec- 
ble, so old! Philip, look—look there !” 

She pointed to the lawn beneath the window. There, 
creeping slowly along in the autumn sunshine was a stoop- 
ing, aged woman, who, even with the aid of the servant on 
whose arm she leaned, appeared to move wearily and pain- 
fully. 

Philip started up. “Is that Aunt Breynton—poor Aunt 
Breynton 2” 

“Tt is, ndeed! See how feebly she walks, even with 
Davis's arm. Poor faithful Davis is herself growing old, 
but her mistress has no one else. And, Philip—dear Phil- 
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ip, your arm is so strong! Think how we two are entering 
life—a lite full of love, hope, and joy—while she—” 

“Tush! hush, darling—say no more.” He pressed a kiss 
on her forehead, and was gone from the room. The next 
minute she saw him walking quickly down the lawn. Elea- 
nor could look no more; she sank down on the pillow, and 
wept tears more holy, more joyful, than even those so late- 
ly shed in reconciled love on Philip’s bosom. 

Her work was done. It was chronicled by no human 
tongne—noted by no human eye. Only when, a few weeks 
after, she sat with Philip and Philip’s aunt, listening to the 
reading of the Holy Book, which sounded holier still in the 
Sabbath silence of the old Cathedral, Eleanor heard the 
words, 

" Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall inherit the 
kingdom of heaven—” 

With her, the blessedness had begun even on earth. 

Yet a little we would fain linger with these twain on 
that day of happiness and peace; we would faim see them 
as they talked in the quiet autumn evening, watching the 
sunset. Eleanor still rested on her couch, while Philip sat 
by her side, her fingers wandering in his hair. She count- 
ed, langhingly, one—two—three—white threads among the 
fair silken curls, at which he seemed to murmur greatly, 
seeing he was noi thirty yet. But they had no fear of 
growing old now. 

They talked of all which had chanced to Philip during 
these years of varied fortune. He told her of the phases 
through which his mind had. passed, of the new life that 
had dawned within him, and of the earnest aim with which 
he now followed an author's calling. Eleanor saw that to 
him there had come a change—or, rather, less a change than 
a growth. Ile had risen to the full strength ofa man—and 
a man of genius ; he was conscious of it too, and the high 
and noble ambition born of such consciousness was in him 
almost as strong as love itself. Ilis betrothed felt this, but 
the knowledge gave her no pain. Her woman’s heart, to 
which love was all, could at first scarcely comprehend the 
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mystery; but ere long it would all grow plain, she knew. 
The most tender and high-hearted woman, on whom fills 
the blessed but trying destiny to be the wife of one en- 
dowed with Heaven’s great gift of genms, must ever fecl 
that there are depths in his soul into which she can not 
look — depths which are open only to the eye of God. 
Shame be to her if her mean, jealous love should desire to 
engross all, or, standing between him and the Infinite to 
which he aspires, should wish to darken with one earthly 
shadow the image of the divine! 

Thus they together held glad yet thoughtful converse, 
as was nicet for those who would soon enter on life's jour- 
ney hand-in-hand, They talked but little of their worldly 
future, since it was all plain before them now, and both had 
far higher thoughts than countiug of gold and silver store, 
and planning a luxurious home. | Once only Philip called 
her “ his fair heiress, his rich Eleanor,” and asked smilingly 
whether the world would not contemn her for marrying a 
poor author. 

But she only smiled in return. The love between them 
was so perfect that which gave or which received mattered 
not. he aet was merely a name. 

Then the twilight grew dimmer, the room darkened, and 
through the window whence they had gazed on the sunset 
they looked up at a sky all thick with stars. The words 
of the betrothed pair became fewer and more solemn, 
thongh tender still. From the earthly path which they 
wold tread together, their thoughts turned to the unseen 
world beyond. Most blessed they, whose love feared no 
parting even there! 

They spoke—ay, amidst their deep happiness — they 
spoke of this; and then there came npon their lips a few 
beloved names, whose sound had passed from earth to heav- 
en. The mother, could she have bent down from the eter- 
nal home, might have heard that, even amid this blessed- 
ness, her child remembered her, and the young spirit, so 
early taken, might have rejoiced to know that the thought 
of poor Leigh lingered in his triend’s fond memory still. 
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Thus, folded closely heart to heart, Philip and Eleanor 
looked up to the starry sky, and thanked Heaven for the 
love that would bless and brighten earth, until it attained 
its full fruition in eternity. 


CHAPTER LI. 


Thus it was always with me when with thee, 

And I forget my purpose and my wrongs 

Iu looking and in loving. 

To say that thon didst love me? Curse the air 

That bore the sound to me! 

There is no blasphemy in love, but doubt ; 

No sin, brt to deceive. 

Now I forgive thy having loved another, 

And I forgive—but never mind it how ; 

J have forgiven so much, there’s nothing left 

To make more words abont. — Answer me not ; 

Let me say what Lhave to say. Then—go! 
PuiLie BAILEY. 

PauL LyxEpoN had been whirled through life hke a 
stray autumn leaf, the sport of every breeze of impulse or 
circumstance. An instinctive nobleness had kept him free 
from any great sin, and his strong desire for the world’s 
good opinion and frequently to deter him from smaller 
errors. But he never did a thing solely because ¿é was 
right. Interest and inclination were w ith him motives far 
more powerful than any abstract love of virtue. 

Thus he suffered himself to be drifted idly on by any 
chance current, and had probably, during his whole life, 
known no fixed principle or real emotion until every im- 
pulse of his being concentrated itselfin passion for Katha- 
rine Ogilvie. Perhaps the very hopelessness of this love 
made it ten times stronger, for there was still in Lynedon’s 
character that strange contradiction which caused every 
thing to appear more precious in the degrce that it seemed 
unattainable. 

Of the end he never thought any more than did Ixatha- 
rine. lle was not an evil-hearted inan ; and if he had been 
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such, this love had so purified his nature, that against her, 
at least, he could not sin. Ile eould only east his soul be- 
fore her, worshiping, but not daring by a single glance to 
ask for responsive love. 

Until now! On that early morning, when he walked by 
her side along the avenue at Summerwood, Paul Lynedon 
had been startled by the few words which the strong pent- 
up tide of emotion had foreed from Ixatharine’s lips. Could 
it be that the girlish admiration over which he had once 
smiled eomplacently—though he now clung to its memory 
with an intense and lingering fondness—could it be that 
this was indeed the dawn of a far deeper feeling? Had 
she then loved—and, oh blissful thought, that made his 
heart leap with desperate joy ! did she now love him ? 

Paul saw Katharine no more that day, but there reached 
him the letter to Philip Wychnor, accompanied by a single 
word, “ Remember!” Ile flew on his mission with speed. 
That mission fulfilled, he longed for its reward—a look, a 
word, a smile; and though without any settled purpose 
save the impulse which drew him continually to her side, 
Paul Lynedon found himself on the road to Summerwood. 

There was only one whose feet had outstripped even his 
own—Philip Wychnor. But the bright sunbeam of holy 
love traveled faster than the mad whirlwind of passion. 

Lynedon came when night was closing in. He had dash- 
ed his horse along through the still evening air; he had 
left behind him, without one @lanee, the gorgeons sunset 
on which the happy plighted lovers had gazed so lingering- 
ly. But Paul saw nothing in earth or heaven save the 
shadowy image that flitted before him, beckoning him on 
with the likeness of Katharme’s eyes and Katharine’s simile. 
Not as these usually met him, freezing him with eold hangh- 
tiness, or torturing him with wayward anger, but softened, 
tearful, and tremulous with love. The strong fantasy al- 
most overwhelmed him. 

Tie stood within the hall at Summerwood. It was the 
same spot—the dim old hall, half ilhumined by the lamp. 
Beneath this fliekering light he had once gazed down upon 
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the girlish face, whose sorrowful sweetness won from him 
that parting kiss. It was nothing to him then, but keenly, 
maddeninely he remembered it now. 

“Sir Robert,” the servant said, “ was engaged with par- 
liamentary business in the drawing-room; Miss Ogilvie 
was in the drawing-room, but she saw no visitors as yet; 
and Mrs. Ogilvie—” 

* Ask if Mrs. Ogilvie will see me for a few moments; and 
meanwhile I will go in here.” 

Ife laid lis hand—half by chance, half through a way- 
ward impulse that sprang from these throngimg memories 
of the past—on the door of the room where Sir James had 
died. 

There, in the same arm-chair where Paul had found her 
of old, sat Katharine; but her attitude was not as then— 
that of gentle, musing grief—it expressed the utter aban- 
donment of despair. She leaned over the arm of the chair, 
her head bowed, and her clasped hands stretched out rigid- 
ly. So deep was the trance that she heard not Paul Lyne- 
don’s step nntil he stood beside her. 

“ Katharine t^ 

* Mr. Lynedon! yon dare to—” She sprang up and con- 
fronted him with her gleaming eyes. But the flash passed 
in à moment, “Pardon me, bnt I think you forget your- 
self;" and the cold, severe tone fell upon his vehemence 
like ice npon fire: “our friendship, or rather onr acquaint- 
ance, scarcely warrants this intrusion." 

“Acquaintance, Mrs. Ogilvie! You talk of acquaintance, 
when—” Dnt again, for the hundredth time, her look froze 
him into stone. He stopped, hesitated, and was silent. 

“This is a late visit. To what may I attribute the 
pleasure ?” 

For à moment Paul drew himself up with his old haugh- 
tiness. *IfIintrude, perhaps I—" But he could not go 
on thus, for he was in her presenee—he felt the spell that 
lay in every movement of her hand, every rustle of her gar- 
ments. <All his love rushed back upon him like a flood. 


59 


* What — what have I done to offend you?" he cried. 


) 
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“Have I not been journeying day and night to fulfill your 
command? Thad not thought our meeting would be thus. 
If lL have done wrong, and then, then—in mercy 
forgive me.” 

“For this long and somewhat unwarrantable speech, cer- 
tainly !? answered IXatharine. “Iam not aware of aught 

else of your doing which is to me of sufficient: Importance 
even to need forgiveness. And now allow me to thank you 
for your kind offices in this matter, and to hope that you 
also will grant me pardon for having so far encroached on 
S ommeouitesy. 

* Courtesy! yon call it courtesy! Well, let it be so; yon 
will never, never know!” said Lynedon, hoarsely. He sank 
on a chair at a little distance, and bent his face from her 
sight. 

Katharine looked upon him—this careless, proud man— 
as he crouched and trembled before her, “F have trrumph- 
ed—I triumph now !” she said in her heart; and its throbs 
of glad vengeance rose higher and higher, until they sank, 
stilled by the stronger power of love. But she dreaded 
the calm and the silence more than the storm. 

* Mr. Lynedon," she said, speaking less coldly, but broken- 
ly and hurriedly, “I will not detain you here; I am not 
well; I have suffered so much.” 

“Yon are ill? you suffer?” and he sprang to her side. 
She moved away from him; not pointedly, but firmly. 

* [t is nothing ; merely caused by anxiety on my sister's 
account. You do not ask about her.” 

“Pardon me; I think of nothing exeept—except—” 

“She is recovering,” interrupted Mrs. Ogilvie, turning 
away from his gaze of wild fondness; “and lest there 
should seem any thing strange in this Miedo which you 
have kindly accomplished, I think it due both to Eleanor 
and myself that I should acquaint you with its reason. Ít 
may give you surprise, perhaps unwelcome surprise”’—and 
the tone grew cold and scornful once more— * to learn that 
Mr. Wychnor and my sister have been affianced lovers for 
p edus 
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«Indeed! Ihalfthought—that is, I guessed. Of course 
I am most delighted,” was Lynedon's somewhat confused 
answer. 

Katharine's piercing eyes were upon him. * You need 
not use idle compliments; you need not let your tongue 
belie you again," she said, vainly striving against the storm 
of anger that was once more brooding. “It shows small 
respect for Eleanor when her sometime lover condescends 
to a needless falsehood in order to conceal his love.? 

Lvnedon staggered, as though every word uttered by 
that low, clear voice had been an arrow in his breast. 
“Love! you think, then, that I loved Eleanor Ogilvie. 
Listen—” 

“Nay, it requires no excuse.” 

* And I give none; but Í speak to you—you, Katharine. 
If you could slay me with that look, I would, L will call yon 
so. Listen, Katharine — still. A'«tAurine! Y came here, 
first, a mere dreamer, with the years of a man and the folly 
ofa boy: your cousin’s sweetness pleased me; her indiffer- 
ence spurred me on to an idle faney. Men have many such 
which they call love, as I did, until the true love comes! I 
know now,to my misery—to my despair—lI kuow what it 
is to love /? 

IIe paused a moment. — Katharine's eyes turned fearfully 
to the closed door, as though in flight alone would she save 
herself from the gathering doom. But her strength failed; 
she sank helplessly on the chair. 

Lynedon stood over her, his impetuous words pouring on 
her ear like a torrent which she could neither resist nor 
control, 

“You must, you shall hear me yet. I tell you that I 
know now what love is. Love! love! the word rings ever 
in my brain, my senses, my soul! Who taught it me? 
When Thad passed my youth—when my heart had grown 
eold with its dull pulses of five-and-thirty years—who was 
it that pnt hfe therein—fearful, torturing, and yet most 
glorious life? If heaven and hell stood between us, I must 
cry out, as I do now, Take this life which you brought; 3t 
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is yours, all yours, for I love you—I love you, Katharine 
Ogilvie !” 

He sank at her feet, and kissed passionately, not her 
hands, though they lay passive and cold on her knee, but 
her very dress. The impetuous speech once ended, he 
dared not even lift his eyes; he trembled lest her first word 
should erush him in the dust. But that word did not come; 
she neither moved nor spoke. 

* Katharine," he went on—and his tone sank from vehe- 
mence to the deepest murmur of tenderness—* Katharine, 
forgive me. I am so wretched; I have no hope in heaven 
or earth but you. Think what a fearful thing it is for me 
to love you thus—you who— But I dare not speak of 
that. Nay, you need not draw your hand away; I shall 
not take it. Task nothing, hope for nothing; only do not 
spurn me—do not drive me from you !” 

She moved, and looked down upon him for an instant, 
but in her eyes there was less of love than of terror. Ie 
met them still, and drew from them courage. 

“J say not, Love me as I love. You do not—yon can 
not. Only be merciful and gentle to me, for the sake of 
those old times. llave you forgotten them, Katharine? 
how here, in this very room, in this very chair, you sat, and 
I comforted you? You were scarcely more than a child, 
though you were dear to me even then—why, I knew not. 
Katharine ! my Katharine! do you remember ?” 

“Remember?” She started up, silent and trembling no 
more. “Yes, I do remember; and, now that the time has 
come, yon shall know all. Listen, Paul!” 

“You call me Paul! Oh, kindest and dearest, you call 
me Paul!” murmured Lynedon. 

“ Again, Paul! though after this night the name shall 
never pass ny lips. You speak truly: Iwas a child—a 
happy child—until vow came. You came, with your win- 
ning words, your subduing tenderness; you made me be- 
lieve it all—me, a simple girl, gifted, to my misery, with a 
woman's heart! See, I speak without a blush or a sigh— 
these are past now. Paul Lynedon, I loved you then—I 
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have loved you all my life throungh—I love you now, dearly, 
dearly! Bunt I tell you this for the first cats and the last, 
tor you shall never look on my face more.’ 

5 Katharine, have mercy 

* You had none! Oh, w hy did yon deceive me? Why 
did your lips speak falsely—ay, more than speak?” And 
Katharine shuddered. “ Why did your hand write what 
your heart felt not? And I, who loved, who trusted you 
so, until [heard— But I can not think ofit now—it drove 
me mad! Now, when we might have been so happy, it is 
too late! too late!” 

Hier voice sank into a low, broken weeping. There was 
a silence—a terrible silence—and then Katharine felt her 
hand drawn in Ins. She snatched it away with w ery. 

“Ah! you can not—you dare not take my hand! See! 
see? She pointed to the golden symbol it bore—the wed 
ding-ring ! 

Lynedon sprang madly to his feet. “Katharine, there is 
no pity in heaven or earth for us—I say ws, because you 
love me. I know it now; [see it in your anger as In your 
tears—those blessed tears! Oh, Katharine, I can not weep, 
but I could pour ont my hearts blood for you!” 

Again he paused, and then went on speaking in a low, 
rapid whisper. “Tell me—for I know nothing—nothing, 
except that Iam almost mad !—tell me what we must do. 
Shall I end all this? Katharine, my lost Katharine! shall 
I die ?" 

* No, no, no? Aud she unconsciously seized his hands. 
“Tush! be calm; let me think a moment.” 

She began to talk soothingly, leaning over him the while, 
and trying to speak in quiet and gentle tones. 

Then Paul Lynedon forgot all—honor , duty, even love; 
for the love that would destroy i ls aries of the name. 

“ Dearest,” he murmured, “the world shuts us ont, or will 
do soon. It may be that Heaven is more merciful than 
man. Letustry! Let us go far away together—to some 

iana beyond the seas—to some happier Eden where our 


na e is no longer sin!” 
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Katharine looked at him for an instant with a frenzied, 
incredulous gaze. Then she unclasped his hand, which had 
once more taken hers, flung it from her, and sprang upright. 

* Paul Lynedon, ID know you now! You have darkened 
my peace—you liave poisoned my vouth—you have made 
me a scorn, a loathing to myself; ‘Dut you shall not slay 
my soul. Go—go TR my sieht forever !? 

He flung himself on the round, kissing her dress, her 
feet, but there was no relenting. She stood, with lifted 
hand, pointing to the door—movcless, silent, stern. 

“JT will obey you—I will go,” he cried at last. “I will 
never cross your path again. Only forgive me! One word 
—one look—to say farewell !” 

But there she stood, immovable in her stony silence. De 
neath it his own passionate heart grew still and cold. Ife 
rose up, pressed his lips onee more to her garment’s hem, 
and then crept humbled from ber sight. The door closed, 
and Katharine was alone. 

That night there came a mcssenger to Summerwood with 
tidings awful indeed! Death had struck the young heir in 
the midst of his careless sports. Death! sudden death ! 
occasioned unwittingly by his own hand. Poor Hugh— 
kind-hearted, good-natured Hugh, was brought home to 
Summerwood dead! 

Katharine Ogilvie was a widow. 


CIIAPTER LII. 


"[were sweet to think of—sweeter «till 
To hope for—that this blessed end soothes up 
The curse of the beginning; but I know 
It coines too late. —RonEenT BnowxirNa. 


Ir was all over, and the unloving wife was free! 

Free! when she was haunted perpetually by an aven- 
ging voice, bringing back to her memory the false marriage- 
vow—so rashly taken, so nearly broken—the duties unful- 
filled—the affeetion unvalned, and requited with scorn. It 
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was a fearful picture of a wasted life—wasted by tce one 
withering shadow—the fatal love! 

By night and day the young widow watched beside her 
husband's coflined remains. Father, mother, friends, went 
away weeping, and saying to one another, “See how dear- 
ly she loved him!” But Katharine shuddered to hear them, 
knowing it was less grief she felt than a bitter, gnawing 
remorse, which ered ever aloud, “It is too late —too 
een 

She thought of her childish days—of Hugh’s old tender- 
ness, so constant and yet so humble—of his patience and 
forbearance during their brief married life. Throughout 
that married hfe she had met her husband’s unsuspicions 
gaze, knowing that she carried in her heart a seeret that 
would destroy his peace forever. And when the end came, 
she had suffered Paul Lynedon to kneel at her feet, giving 
and receiving the confession of unholy love. She had felt, 
with that love, the glow of hatred toward the one who 
stood between her and happiness. Nay, there had darted 
across her mind the thought, scarcely formed into a wish, 
that some strange fate would set her free. And even then 
the thought was aceomphshed. She had withstood the 
tempter, she had kept her marriage-vow, and yet she felt 
ahnost like Hugh’s murderess. At times her bewildered 
mind strove to palliate the wrong by the self-same plea. 
She remembered that Lynedon’s passionate words had been 
poured into the cars ofa widow—not a wife; and that she 
herself, in repulsing them, had kept faithful—even to the 
dead. 

“And I will still be faithful !” she eried. “Oh, my hus- 
band ! if I have sinned against yon, accept the atonement ! 
Never, never shall my hand clasp his—never shall Hughs 
widow become Paul Lynedon's bride! / IIusband ! if Isac- 
rificed your peace, I will offer up myself with my life's hope 
as an atonement on vour grave !” 

Strong was the remorse that prompted the words—deep 
was the shame that uttered them; bnt stronger and deep- 
er than either remorse or shame was the undying love 
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which had created, and yet ruined, the life-destiny of Kath- 
arine Ogilvie. 

IIuch rested in the little church at Summerwood beneath 
a gorgeous monument. Sir Robert had deplored less the 
death of an affectionate son-in-law than the extinction of a 
baronetey two hundred years old. This antiquity, ehron- 
icled in golden letters beneath the weeping marble cheru- 
bim for the benefit of ages to come, was at least some slight 
consolation to the bereaved father-in-law. 

Eleanor wept many an affectionate tear over the brother 
who was so different from herself, and with whom, through 
life, she had held little intercourse. And then she went 
away from Summerwood to fulfill once more the selfas- 
sumed duties of a daughter until they should merge in 
those of a wife. 

All the lone winter Katharine spent in solitude. “Atone- 
ment—atonement !” was the ery of her anguished spirit, 
and she strove to work out that penance by shutting from 
her heart every thought save the memory of her husband 
—every pleasure save that which grew out of duties ful- 
filled. The mother mourned no longer over her careless 
daughter; Katharine tended her with a contrite tenderness 
that was almost painful to behold. She clung with a ve- 
hement intensity to this pure love, the only one on which 
her memory dared rest in the past—the only one to which 
she looked for comfort in the future. 

So she lived, binding down every impulse in her nature 
with an iron will, born of remorse. She imitated the mar- 
tvrs of old, who thought to win pardon by inflicting on 
themselves a living death. But they only tortured the 
body; Katharine did penance with the soul. The conflict 
was vain, for it sprang from remorse, not penitence, Her 
sorrow could not wash away the suffering or the sin, for 
the drops that fell were not tears, but fire. 

Since the time when she dismissed him from her pres- 
ence, Katharine had never heard of Paul Lynedon. It was 
her prayer—the prayer of her lips, at least—that she might 
never see him more. And when the gloom of winter pass- 

S 


400 TIIE OGILVIES. 


ed, and the spring came out upon the earth, creating vague 
yearnings after hope and love, Katharine still sought to 
deaden them with this prayer. But its very utterance 
only made it the more false. Evermore, piercing through 
remorse, indignation, and shame, rose up the face which 
she had last seen bowed before her in such agonizing plead- 
ing, less for love than for pardon. And one day she saw 
that face, not in fancy, but in reality. 

She was on her knees beside her father, in the church at 
Summerwood. The Sabbath sunshine slanted at onee on 
the stately monument of her husband and on her own 
drooped head, hidden by the thick widow’s veil. She lift- 
ed it, and beheld Paul Lynedon. 

He sat in a dark corner of the church, intently watching 
her. As Katharine rose, their eves met, and » numbing 
coldness crept through her veins. Still, she had power to 
answer the gaze with another, fixed, freezing, proud ; and 
then she turned away, nor lifted her eyes again, save to 
the marble tablet which chronicled the brief life of poor 
Hugh. She looked no more toward Lynedon, but she felt 
his eyes upon her and his influence around her. It seemed 
to encompass her with a dim confused mist, through which 
she heard the elergyman's voice and the organ's sound in- 
distinctly as in a dream. In vain she tried to break the 
spell, driving her thoughts back to the past—to the death- 
chamber—to the tomb beneath her very feet, where the 
young man was laid in the strength of his youth, hidden in 
darkness from the sunshine and the fresh breeze, and all 
those pleasures of nature which he had loved so well. She 
gathered up every possible image of pain, and pressed it 
with a stony weight upon her heart, but it could not press 
out thence the one image which all her life had reigned 
paramount there. When she passed out of the church, 
clinging to her father's arm, Katharine's eyes, impelled by 
an uncontrollable power, looked back for an instant. 

Lynedon watched her. She could not still the rapture 
of her heart—no, not thongh the spot she stood upon was 
her husband’s grave. 
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From that day she knew that wherever she went his 
presence encompassed her. Ifshe walked, she saw a figure 
gliding beneath the trees; if she rode, there echoed far in 
the distance the tramp of a horse’s feet. At night, when 
all were gone to rest, she heard beneath her window a foot- 
step that paced there for hours in the silenee and darkness. 
And Katharine, who so long ago had distinguished above 
all others that firm, slow, manly tread, knew that this 
watcher by night as by day was no one but Paul Lynedon. 

Thus weeks passed. She never saw his face except at 
church, and then he always kept aloof. And though once 
or twice she unwittingly looked that way, it was with the 
coldness and sternness that became the wife, the widow of 
Hugh Ogilvie. 

But this could not last. One morning—it was so early 
that the April dews yet glistened in the sunshine—Katha- 
rine took her solitary walk to a glade in the park, which 
had been her favorite haunt in her girlhood, She had 
brought An there long ago, and they had spent an hour's 
happy talk together, sitting on a fallen tree, half covered 
with ivy, while she sang. He bad carved thereon her in- 
itials and his own. They were there still: Katharine 
moved aside the ivy which had grown over them, and 
leaned down, gazing, till her eyes were blinded with tor- 
rents of tears. 

And then, emerging from the shadow of the trees, she 
saw Lynedon stand before her. 

Her first 1mpulse was to fly, but she had no strength; 
and when she looked at him again, the intention was 
changed into another feeling. Ie was so altered, so hag- 
gard and stooping, that he might have borne the burden 
of more than forty years. The eye had grown wild and 
restless, the brow was marked with many a line, and the 
dark, beautiful hair was threaded with gray. He stood 
there, and only uttered one word— 

“ Katharine !” 

Wearing it, she rose, and her eyes flashed through the 
tears which filled them. “Why do you come here? why 
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do yon haunt my presence? How dare you cross my path 
SOUS" 

But he only answered to the wrath with an accent—ten- 
der, humble, despairing—* Katharme P? 

Once more she looked upon him, and her tone softened, 
* You must not come here—you must leave me, — Will you 
go? Then I must.” 

* Katharine, one word 

* Do not speak—do not follow me. Yon can not—you 
dare not. Ay, that is well!” IIe moved aside, and she 
passed on a few steps, and then turned. IIe had fallen on 
the ivy-covered tree, his head lying on the spot where he 
had carved her name, 

Katharine conld struggle no more. “ Paul! Paul!” and 
she stretched out her hands. 

He sprang forward and seized them, but the next mo- 
ment she had snatched them away with a ery. 

“I dare not, Í dare not. Do not speak to me—only go 
from my sight.” 

<I will go, if you desire. Only say that you forgive me. 
Oh, Katharine, if [have sinned, Ihave suffered too!” 

“We have both sinned, and we must both suffer; it is 
right. We must never look on each others face asain.” 

<“ Tave yon no mercy now, when yon are free ~ whenit 
is no erime in the sight of carth or heaven for us to love 
one another? DRatharinc,“ he contmued, catehina her arii 
and holding it m his firm grasp, ^ I remember what you said 
to me that night—ay, every word—how you have loved me 
all your life. Yes, and you love me still! Isaw your tears 
fall but now, and I knew it was at the remembrance of me. 
See, you tremble, you shrink: Katharine, you shall not part 
from me.” And he spoke in a low, desperate tone. — *I tell 
yon, whether it is right or wrong, you shall be my wife.” 

She felt his power npon her, gathering over her hke a 
cloud of destiny, through which she conld not pieree. She 
remained so mute, so frozen, that Lynedon was terrified. 

“Katharine, speak to me; say that I have not angered 
you. Look on me, and sce what I have endured. For these 
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weeks past I have tracked your walks only to catch a 
glimpse of your dress, or see the print of your footsteps; 
then at night I have prowled like a thief under your win- 
dow, watching while you slept. But I dared not enter 
your presence; I would never have done so, save that I 
saw you weeping. Is not this love? is not this penitence ?" 

She looked at him only once, but he gathered courage, 
and went on. “Why should we not be happy? If we 
erred, you will pardon me, and Heaven will forgive us both. 
Katharine, you shall bring back to me my youth, you shall 
make me what you will; we will live over again the hap- 
py past.” 

* Not the past," cried Katharine; “ we have no past—we 
dare not have.” 

* But we have a future, that is, if you will listen to me, 
and not forsake me. If otherwise, Katharine, shall I tell 
you what you will do?"  And,as Paul stood over her, his 
wild eyes sought hers, terrifying her more even than his 
words: * You will drive me from you a vagabond on the 
face of the earth: there is no evil which I shall not com- 
mit, or else I shall die—die miserably, perhaps by my own 
hand.” 

* No,no, Paul—my Paul! You shall not grow wicked; 
you shall not die; I will save you, if I peril my hope of 
heaven for your sake!” was the bitter ery that burst from 
Katharine’s heart and lips as she clasped both his hands 
and held them long, weeping over them passionately. 

Lynedon made her sit down on the fallen tree, while he 
threw back the veil from her face, and removed from her 
fair head, so youthful still, the tokens of widowhood. As 
he did so, he cast them down with a violent gesture and 
trampled them under foot. Then he took her hand and be- 
gan to draw from it the wedding-ring; but Katharine start- 
ed from him. 

* Paul, I am very guilty, but it is for your sake; you 
should not torture me thus. Listen. When my husband 
—hush! I will eall him so still, for he was good to me— 
when my husband died, I vowed to atone unto the dead for 
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my sins toward the living. I said in my heart, solemnly 
and truly, then, that I would never be your wife. Now I 
break that vow—the second I have broken for you. Paul, 
it is a fearful thing to have this upon my soul. Yon must 
be very kind and tender to me—you must let me wait a 
year—two years— until all this horror has passed, and 
then—” 

* You will be mine—my own wife?" cried Lynedon, joy- 
fully. Ile knelt beside her on the grass, and would have 
folded her in his arms, but Katharine drew back. 

* Not yet—not yet," she muttered. "It seems as though 
he stood between us—he, my husband—he will not let me 
come to you. "This happiness will be too late! I know it 
will.” 

And while she spoke she drew her breath with a deep 
sigh, and put her hand suddenly to her heart. 

What ails you, Katharine, my darling ?” 

4 Nothing—the pain will pass soon—-I am used to it. 
Let me rest my head here,” she answered, faintly. He 
stood by her side, and she leaned against him in silence for 
a few minutes. Then she looked up with a sad, grave 
smile. “Iam well now,thank you! You see I make you 
my comfort and support already.” 

* Dearest, how happy am I! May it be ever so!” was 
the low, loving answer. Ter face was hid from hun, or he 
would have seen that there passed overit a spasm of agony 
awakened by his words. 

Then ìt was that Katharine felt the curse of a granted 
prayer. The death so madly longed for was now a horri- 
ble doom! "To die in the midst of youth and hope—to 
leave Àim-—to go into the still, dark grave without the 
blessing of his love—it was fearful! 

“Paul, Paul, save me!” she almost shrieked. “ ILold me 
in your arms—fast—fast ! Do not let me die !? 

IIe thought her words were mere ravings, and asked no 
questions, but soothed her tenderly. After a while she 
spoke again, not wildly, but solemnly: 

* Paul,a little while since I told you that it must be a 
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year or more before you made me yours. But I shall not 
live till then.” 

He looked anxiously on her face and form. There was 
no outward sign of wasted health, so he smiled calmly. 

“hese fears are nothing, my Katharine; you shall have 
many happy years. I will end all such forebodings when 
you give me the right to do so—when you let me call you 
wife.” 

“You may call me so when you will,” answered Katha- 
rine, in a low tone. “A month, à week—ay, who knows 
how soon the end may come! Dut I will defy fate! Paul 
—my Paul—iny only love !’—and she threw herself upon 
his breast, clinging to hin wildly—“I will not be torn 
from you—I will live until that blessed day P" 

Lynedon, only too joyful on any terms to win his bride, 
overwhelmed her with the ontburst of his happiness. Ie 
counted all her fears as an idle dream; and, ere they left 
the dell, he had fixed the first May-morning for their mar- 
riage day. 

“Tt will indeed be May-time with us then,” he said, as 
with an almost boyish fondness he leaned over her and 
fastened her bonnet. (And this dear head shall have that 
hateful veil no more, but a bridal garland.” 

4^ And afterward — afterward " murmured. Katharine. 
But she drove back the chilling horror—she looked in the 
elad face of her bridegroom—she leaned on his arm as they 
walked slowly on, with sunshine and flowers, aud birds sing- 
ing every where around them. 

Could it be that over all this bliss frowned the heavy 
shadow of Death ? 


Cy 
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CHAPTER LIII 


Scarce I heed 
These pangs. Yet thee to leave is death—is death irdeed! 
* * K * x K * 
Yet seems it, even while life’s last pulses run, 
A sweetness in the cup of death to be, 
Lord of my bosom’s love, to die beholding thee !—CAMPBELL. 

KATHARINE Informed neither father nor mother of her 
approaching marriage. Sir Robert would have talked of 
“the honor of the family,” which forbade even the most 
desirable second union until the days of mourning were 
ended, And Lady Ogilvie, who now rested tranquilly in 
the knowledge that she would never be parted from her 
daughter, would have bitterly murmured at the faintest 
hint of separation. Katharine knew all this, and prepared 
for a secret nmon—unhallowed by a parent’s blessing, 

Only once, by her earnest desire, Lynedon, almost against 
his will, came openly to Summerwood. He spent a few 
hours with Sir Robert, striving to act the part of a chance 
guest, and then Katharine brought him to her mother's 
apartment. He sat down by Lady Ogilvie's side, and talk- 
ed to her in a tone so gentle and tender that Katharine 
blessed him with her whole soul. She longed to throw her- 
self at her mother’s feet, beseeching her to take to her heart 
as a son this dearest one in whom was centred her child's 
every hope. But just then Lady Ogilvie chanced to speak, 
and her first words made Watharine’s impulse change. 

* Yes, as you say, Mr. Lynedon, I am much better than I 
used to be. Ft is all Katharine's doing ; the very sight of 
her seems to make me young again. F feel quite different 
since she has come back to live at Summerwood. She must 
never leave me again." 

Lynedon made no reply. Ife had long since abandoned 
all false and feigning speech. Such could not be uttered 
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beneath Katharine’s eye, or within the influence of Katha- 
rine’s soul. 

Ere he departed, Paul took Lady Ogilvie's hand with 
affectionate reverence, and said softly, * I shall not see you 
again for a little while. Will you not bid me farewell, and 
good speed on my journey? for It is a sweet and solemu 
one tome. And—the next time I come to Summerwood 
it will not be alone.” 

* What, Mr. Lynedon! you are going to be married at 
last? Ido not like weddings—not much—but [hope yours 
will be à happy one. And who is your bride ?” 

* You will know soon." And Paul drooped his head— 
he could not bear to look in Lady Ogilvie's face. “ Only, 
dear friend, our wedding shall miss one happiness. I have 
no mother to bless my bride. Let me take her a kind wish 
and a blessing from you.” 

“Indeed you must. I am sure we shall like her very 
much, whoever she be—shall we not, Katharine? Good-by, 
Mr. Lynedon; and God bless you and your wife, and give 
you a long and happy life together.” 

Paul Lynedon kissed the hand that she extended to him, 
and was gone. 

That night isatharine stood beside her sleeping mother, 
to take, in one long, lingering, tearful look, the farewell 
which she could not utter. Yet it would be but a short 
parting ; for she had made her lover promise that, once 
united beyond the chances ofearthly severance, they should 
both hasten to entreat forgiveness and blessing. 

The blessing seemed on Lady Ogilvie's prophetie lips 
even now. Her fancy returned in dreams to the tidings 
of which she had often spoken during the day; and as 
Katharine leaned over her, she heard her mother repeat 
once again, mingled with a benediction, the name of Lyne- 
don. 

It sounded like a late hallowing of the love which had 
sprung up in such uncontrolled vehemence, and come to 
maturity in a passion that trembled on the very verge of 
crime. 
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Katharine sank on her knees beside the bed. “Oh that 
it may indeed be so; that Heaven may forgive us both, 
and suffer us to atone the past! And, mother, surely, re- 
echoing your words, I dare now cry ‘God bless my Paul— 
m "own bur 

Lady Ogilvie moved in her sleep, disturbed by the last 
pressure of her daughter's lips; and then, stealing one lin- 
gering farewell gaze, Katharine clided from the room. Ere 
Jong, accompanied by an old, faithful servant who had been 
her nurse, she quitted her father's house. 

The plaec chosen for the marriage was a village some 
miles distant, where the nurse's daughter lived. Beneath 
the roof of this little cottage, which in its rose-embowered 
beauty had been the very paradise of her childhood, Kath- 
arine spent the eve of her second bridal. It was strangely 
quiet—like the first—for the intensity of suffering and of 
joy are very near akin. But Lynedon’s bride felt no ex- 
cess of joy; a solemn shadow hung over her which she 
could not dispel. Through it, she heard the chimes from 
the near church-tower ring out the passing of the brief 
May-eve ; and then she lay down and slept—ay, slept ! 

she was awakened at dawn by the rooks, who from their 
lofty nests made merry musie over the old church-yard. 
Katharine rose up, and the first sight that met her eyes 
was the white grave-stones that glimmered in the yet faint 
licht. Strange and solemn vision for a bride on her mar- 
rage-norn! Katharine turned away, and looked up at the 
sky. It was all gray and dark,for the shadow of the vil- 
lage church—the chureh where she was to plight her vows 
—came between her and the sunrise. 

She buried her head again in the pillow, and tried to 
realize the truth, that this day—this very day—Paul Lyne- 
don would be her husband, loving her as she had once so 
vainly loved him; that she would never part from him 
again, but be his own wife, forever — through life until 
death. Until death! She thought the words, ske did not 
say them, but they filled her with a cold, dull fear. To 
drive it away, she arose. She would have put on her wed. 
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ding - dress — almost as a spell, that the bridal garment 
might bring with it happy bridal thoughts—but it was not 
in her room. So Katharine dressed herself onee more in 
her widow’s attire, and waited until the rest of the house- 
hold were stirring. 

Meanwhile there recurred to her mind a loving duty that 
befitted the time. She sat down and wrote to her mother 
1 long, tender letter, not proud, but contrite, pleading for 
pardon and a kindly welcome, less for herself than for her 
husband— Katharine paused an mstant. “Yes!” she said, 
* he will be iny husband ; no earthly power ean come be- 
tween us now." Her pen traced the word firmly; the mere 
writing of it sent happiness to her heart. As she went on, 
the pleading grew into a confession, and she unburdened 
from her soul the weight of years. Ilumbly, repentantly, 
she told of that overwhelming love which had come upon 
her like a fate, and had haunted her through life until it be- 
came its own avenger. She omitted no Hink in this terrible 
history save that one which might bring shame upon him 
whose honor was soon to be one with hers. 

Katharine finished the letter all but the signature. A 
few hours more, and she would write as her own that long- 
beloved name. The thonght came upon her with a flood 
of bewildering joy. She leaned her forehead on the paper 
in one long, still pause, and then sprang up, pressing her 
clasped hands in turns to her heaving breast and throbbing 
temples in a delirium of rapture that was almost pain. 

* [t is true—it is all true!” she eried; “joy has come at 
last. In an hour—one little hour, I shall be his wife; aud 
he will be my husband—mine only—mine forever?" 

“AAs she stood, her onee drooping form was sublimated 
into almost superhuman beauty—the beauty which had 
dawned with the dawning love. Jt was the same face, ra- 
diant with the saine shining which had kindled into passion- 
ate hope the young girl who once gazed into the mirror at 
Summerwood. But ten times more glorious was the love: 
liness born of the hope fulfilled. 

The hope fudjilled ! Could it be so, when, excited by this 
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frenzied joy, there darted through her heart that warning 
pang? She sank on the bed almost senseless. Above the 
morning sounds without—the bees humming among the 
roses, the swallows twittering in the eaves — Katharine 
heard and felt beating with fierce, loud, suffocating throbs, 
the death-pulse, which warned her that her hours were num- 
bered. 

To die, so young still, so full of life and love—to sink 
from Lynedon's very arms into the grave—to pass from 
this spring sunshine into darkness, silence, nothingness! It 
was a horrible doom! And it might come at any moment 
—soon—soon—perhaps even before the bridal! 

“Tt shall not come !? shrieked the voice of Katharine's 
despair, though her palsied lips scarcely gave vent to the 
sound. ‘TI will live to be his wife, if only for one week, one 
day,one hour! Love has conquered hfe—it shall conquer 
death! Lill not die P? 

She held her breath; she strove to press down the pulsa- 
tions that stirred her very garments; she moved her cold, 
feeble limbs, and stood upright. 

“I must be ealm—very calm. What is this poor weak 
body to my strong soul? I will fight with death—I will 
drive it from me, Love is alone my life: while that lasts 
Lean not die !" 

But still the loud beating choked her very breath as she 
moaned, “Paul, Paul,come! Save mie, clasp me; gtve me 
lite—life !” 

And while she yet called upon his name, Katharine heard 
from below the voice of her bridegroom. He eame bonnd- 
ing over the little gate, and entered the rose-porch, wearing 
à bridegroom's most radiant mien. She saw him; she 
heard him asking for her; à perceptible anxiety trembled 
through his cheerful tone. Could she cast over his happi- 
ness the cold horror which froze her own? Could she tell 
him that his bride was doomed? No; she would smile 
upon him, she would bring him joy, even to the last. 

“Tell him I am coming," she said, in a. calm, cheerful 
voice to the nurse, who repeated Lynedon's anxious sum- 
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mons, And then Katharine bathed her temples, smoothed 
her hair, and went to meet her bridegroom. 

After the first somewhat agitated greeting was over, 
Lynedon regarded her uneasily. “What is this, Katha- 
rine ?? and he touched her mourning dress, which she had 
forgotten to remove. 

She made no answer, but mechanically followed the old 
nurse, who led her hastily away to take off the ill-omened 
garment. When she reappeared, Paul looked at her admir- 
ingly, smoothed the folds of her white gown, and passed 
his hand lovingly over the shining braids of her beautiful 
hair—no longer hidden under the widow’s eap. 

« Now you look like a bride, though your dress is so sim- 
ple. But we will have store of ornaments yet. Nota lady 
in England shall outshine my Katharine, And when we 
have a rich, beantiful, happy home, perhaps some time her 
wish may eome true, and she may be the wife of a great 
statesman yet. But, darling, you shiver! Ilow cold these 
spring mornings are still ?? 

Io drew her from the window and made her sit down. 
They went through the form of breakfast, in order to please 
the anxious mistress of the little cottage parlor.  Lynedon 
still talked of his plans—their plans, seeking few replies. 
Only onee he thought his bride appeared grave, and asked 
her if she were quite content—qnite happy. 

“Ves,” she said, and turned toward hin, her lips smiling. 
He kissed their rich rosy eurves; he never looked at her 
eyes. 

When the honr approached they were summoned by the 
old nurse, the only wedding guest. 

* Ours is a strange, informal marriage," said Lynedon, 
with a disappointed air. ‘ But we will make amends for 
it. When we take our beautiful house, we will have a mer- 
ry coming home.” 

IKXatharine sank on a ohair. “Hush! Paul; do not talk 
to me—not now.” 

He might have murmured a little, but the tone of her 
voice filled him with an inexplicable awe. He was rather 
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agitated, too, as the time approached. So he drew her arm 
through his, and they walked in silence through the haw- 
thorn-scented lane that led to the church. 

At the little wicket-gate which formed the entrance to 
the village sanctuary Katharine paused. The church-yard 
was a fiuir sight. The sunshine sparkled dazzlingly on the 
white stones, whieh had looked so ghost-like in the dawn; 
and every green nanieless hillock had its flower-epitaph 
written in daisy-stars. Many a cheerful sound pervaded 
the spot, for it was bounded on one side by several cot- 
tages, whose inmates had made this quiet resting-place of 
the dead a garden for the living. A narrow pathway only 
divided the fiower-beds from the graves, and among them 
both the cottage children played all day long. There was 
no yew nor cypress to cast gloom on the place, but lead- 
ing to the church-door was an avenue of limes, in whose 
fragrant branches the bees kept up a pleasant murmur. 
And the merry rookery close by was never silent from 
dawn till eve. It was a place that made Death beautiful, 
as it should be. 

Katharine looked—and a little of the freezing horror 
passed from her. “It would not be so terrible to sleep 
here,” she whispered, half to herself, ^ with sunshine and 
flowers, and children's voices above. Panl, when L die” — 
o a uttered the words with less terror, thoneh solemnly 

* when I die, do not let them take me to he gloomy 
aur at EU wood; and pnt no stone over me—only 
grass. I think I could rest then.” 

Lynedon turned toward her with a smile. “Katharine, 
dearest, how idly you are talking! You woull not leave 
me, w ould vonr 

« No,no! !? eried Katharine, with vehemence; and as she 
clung to her bridegroom’s arm, and looked up Ito his eves, 
the olden madness came over her, and she could have bar- 
tered life, hope, peace—nay, Heaven itself, for Panl Lyne- 
don’s love. She stood in the sunshine—she felt the breeze 
—nis presence surrounded her—his tenderness filled her 
whole soul with bliss. The terrible phantom at her side 
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grew dim. She forgot all things on earth save that she 
was Paul Lynedon’s bride. 

At that instant they passed out of the sunshine into the 
heavy gloom that pervaded the church, It felt like enter- 
ing a tomb. 

A few minutes’ space, and the scene which the young 
dreamer had once conjured up beeame reality. IKatharme 
knelt at the altar to give and receive the vow which made 
her Lynedon’s bride. Through the silence of the desolate 
ehurch was heard the low mumbling of the priest—a feeble 
old man. Ie joined the hands of the bridegroom and the 
bride, and then there darted through Katharine's memory 
another scene. «As she felt the touch of Paul Lynedon’s 
hand, she almost expected to hear a long-silenced voice ut- 
tering, not the marriage benediction, but the awful service 
for the dead. 

They rose up man and wife. The old nurse came for- 
ward with her tearful congratulations; and the elergyman, 
as he clutched his withered fingers over the golden fee, mut- 
tered something about “long life and happiness.” There 
was no other blessing on the bride. 

But she needed none. The whole wide world was noth- 
ing to her now. She only held the hand which pressed her 
own with a tender though somewhat agitated clasp, and 
said to herself, “I am his—he is mine—forever.” They 
walked in silence from the church, down the lane, through 
the rose-porch, and into the cottage parlor, Then Katha- 
rine felt herself drawn closely, passionately, into his very 
heart; and she heard the words, once so wildly prayed for, 
“My Katharine—my wife” 

In that embrace—in that one long, never-ending kiss— 
she could willingly have passed from life into eternity. 

After a while they both began to talk calmly. Paul 
made her sit by the open window, while he leaned over her, 
pulling the roses fron: ontside the casement, and throwing 
them leaf by leaf into her lap. While he did so, she took 
courage to tell him of the letter to her mother. Ie mun- 
mured a little at the full confession, but when he read it 
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he only blessed her the more for her tenderness toward 
himself. 

“May I grow worthy of such love, my Katharine !” he 
said, for the moment deeply touched. “ But we must not 
be sad, dearest. Come,sign your name—your new name. 
Are you content to bear it ?” continued he, with a smile. 

Her answer was another, radiant with intense love and 
perfect joy. Paul looked over her while she laid the paper 
on the rose-strewed window-sill, and wrote the words 
“hutharine Lynedon,” 

She said them over to herself once or twice with a lov- 
ing intonation, and then turned her face on her bridegroom's 
arm, weeping. 

“Do not chide me, Paul: Iam so happy—so happy! 
Now I begin to hope that the past may be forgiven us— 
that we may have a future yet.” 

“Wemay? We wll,” was Lynedon’s answer. While 
he spoke, through the hush of that glad May-noon came a 
sound—dull, solemn! Another,and yet another! It was 
the funeral bell tolling from the near chureh-tower, 

Katharine lifted up her face white and ghastly. * Paul, 
do you hear that?” and her voice was shrill with terror. 
* [t is our marriage-peal: we have no other—we ought not 
to have. Iknew it was too late!” 

“Nay, my own love,” answered Paul, becoming alarmed 
at her look. iie drew her nearer to him, but she seemed 
neither to hear his voice nor to feel his clasp. 

The bell sonnded again. “ Hark! hark!” Isatharine cried. 
* Paul, do you remember the room where we knelt, you and 
I; and Ae joined our hands, and said the words, ‘ Earth to 
earth—ashes to ashes?” It will come true: I know it will, 
and it is right it should.” 

Lynedon took his bride in his arms, and endeavored to 
calm hber. Ile half sueceeded, for she looked up in his face 
with a faint smile. “Thank you! 1I know you love me, 
my own Paul,my—” Suddenly her voice ceased. With 
a convulsive movement she pnt her hand to her heart, and 
her head sank on her husband’s breast. 
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That instant the awful summons eame. Without a 
word, or sigh, or moan, the spirit passed ! 

Katharine was dead. But she died on Paul Lynedon's 
breast, knowing herself his wife, beloved even as she had 
loved. Let us not pity her. Oftentimes living is harder 
than dying. 


CHAPTER LIV. 


She was his own—both, Love's. 
Bliss unspeakable 

Became at once their being and its food ; 
The world they did inhabit was themselves, 
And they were Love's, and all their world was good. 

h ve whose hearts in happy love repose, 
Your thankful blessings at its footstool lay, 
Since faith and peace can issue from its woes. 

WESTLAND MARSTON. 


inevae the carly twiheht of a winters day, clear and 
cold, though not frosty. The fire burned merrily in a cheer- 
ful room—the drawing-room of one of those pretty homes, 
half cottage, half villa, whieh stud the environs of the me- 
tropolis, But no hateful London sights and sounds reached 
this dwelling, for it stood on a fresh, breezy hillside, and 
the wind that now eame whistling round had swept over 
an open champaign, and had shaken the blossom from acres 
of yellow furze. This region wore no resemblance to the 
weary desert of London; and though from one spot on the 
hilltop you could see the vast elond-hung metropolis lying 
far beneath, it looked less like reality than a shadowy city 
seen in dreams. Turning your steps another way, you 
might sit down under a fir-zrove, and gaze over a wide ex- 
panse of field, wood, aud water, stretching for miles toward 
the west; and in the summer, at evening time, with the 
sunset Rene fluttering on the boles of the dir-tr ees, and the 
wind harping music ally in their topmost branches, you 
might fancy yourself in a very fairy-land. 

Within the house, which lay close beside, was fairy-land 
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too—a paradise of home. It was not made so by costly 
furniture, but its appendages bespoke what is better than 
wealth—taste and refinement. These extended their in- 
fluence even to trifles. "The crimson enrtains, looped up 
with graceful ornaments; the mirror, set in its fanciful 
carved flowers; the mantel-piece, with its delicate freight 
of Greek vases and one or two statuettes, showed how a 
beautiful mind can assemble all beautiful things around it. 
The walls were hung, not with pictures, for such worthily 
painted are within the reach of few, but with prints from 
masters ancient and modern. One could see at once that 
in this new home—for it was a new home—these treasures 
of Art would be loved as household comforts, reverenced 
as household gods. Books, too, there were—not exhibited 
in glass cases under lock and key, but strewed here and 
there as if meant to be read ; and the open piano showed 
its ivory smile, like the cheerful welcoming face of a dear 
friend: it seemed to know, instinctively, that it would be 
courted as such in this happy home. 

There was no sign of other inhabitant until the door 
opened, and a light creeping step crossed the yet untrod- 
den carpet. The shadow in the mirrer was that of a wom- 
an in mourning, but whose meek, placid face showed that 
the garb was now worn less for sorrow than for tender 
memory. 

she stirred the fire, drew the curtains, lighted the lamp, 
and looked about the room, performing inany a little need- 
less office which spoke of loving expectation. Then she 
sat down, but rose np every five minutes to peer through 
the curtains ont into the night. She started at hearing a 
ring at the bell, but composed herself, saying, half aloud, 
that “it could not be they, for there were no carriage- 
wheels.” Still she was a little tremulous and agitated 
when the door opened, and the pretty-looking white-nb- 
boned maid announced Mr. David Drysdale. 

“Too soon, I sce; bnt I thought I might venture to take a 
peep at the little nest before the birds caine in it, especially 
as you're here, Very glad to see you, Mrs. Pennythorne.” 
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She gave him her hand and asked him to sit down, rather 
hesitatingly. She was always very much afraid of David 
Drysdale. But she need not, for the sharpness in his man- 
ner had long since been softened to her. 

“Thank you. I will stay a few minutes, just to look 
round, and hear about the young couple. When do they 
come home ?" 

“To-night,” was the answer. “They have had a E 
traveling, and Mrs. Wychnor wants to keep this New-year's 
Eve at home." 

«Home! It sounds a sweet word to them now, I dare 
say. I can understand it better since I’ve studied the sci- 
ence of human nature,” said Drysdale, musing. “I did not 
like Philips marrying at first: a great mind should do 
without love and all that—I did. But maybe he was right. 
Perhaps the lark would not soar with so strong a wing, or 
sing so loud and high, if it had not a snug little nest on the 
eround. " 

* Yes," replied Mrs. Pennythorne—seeing that he looked 
at her, thoneh she did not quite understand what he was 
PD. about. 

Drysdale gave a grunt and stopped. After a minute's 
silence he uttered the rather suspicions remark, “I hope 
Master Philip’s wife is a woman with brains ?” 

“She is very clever, I believe, and she loves hint so dear- 
ly! There is not a swecter creature living than Miss Elea- 
nor—Mrs. Wychnor that is now. Do you know,” and Mrs. 
Pennythorne seemed becoming positively cloqnent, “she 
would not even consent to be marred until she had nursed 
poor Lady Ogilvie through her long illness, never quitting 
her until she died.” 

* Ah !? said David, looking very grave, “ that was an aw- 
ful story! I always said there was nS not right 
about Lynedon. ife wasn’t a true soul 5? and the energetic 
hand came down upon the table with a sound that quite 
startled Mrs. Pennythorne. 

*I beg your pardon, mavam,” Drysdale went on, “but 
when I think of that poor Mrs. Ogilvie, it makes me hate 
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him. Mrs. Lancaster would have told fine lies about them 
if Philip Wyehnor had not stopped her mouth. But I nev- 
er believed any thing against that beautiful, earnest-heart- 
ed creature.” 

* Nor I—for her poor mother died speaking quite hap- 
pily of the dear Katharine whom she was going to meet. 
And I do believe, Mr. Drysdale, that she knew the whole 
story, though no one else did. I fancied, and Miss Eleanor 
did too, that it was told in the letter which Mrs. Ogilvie 
wrote just before that strange wedding. Woe found it un- 
der the mother’s pillow, and it was put into her coftin by 
her own desire.” 

“Poor things! Well, it’s better to give up the humani- 
ties altogether. One can make very tolerable children of 
one’s books—quiet babies, too; always turn out well, and 
don't die before one's self... Perhaps, some of these days, 
our young friend here may envy such a ragged, childless 
old philosopher as I.” 

but just then, as Drysdale looked on the cheerful smiling 
room, and thought of his own gloomy attic, the faintest 
shadow ofa doubt crossed his mind. Mrs. Pennythorne 
sat gazing on the fire, the expression of her soft brown eyes 
deepened by a memory which his words had awakened— 
a memory not sad now, but calm and holy. Ifthe newly- 
married pair could have beheld her, and then regarded the 
quaint, restless-eyed, lonely old man, they would have clasp- 
ed each other’s hands, and entered on hfe without fear, 
knowing that *it was not good for man to be alone." 

David Drysdale staid a little while longer, and then de- 
parted. Mrs. Pennythorne’s thoughtful ood might have 
ended in sadness but that she found 1t necessary to bestir 
herself in erasing the marks of two muddy, clumsy boots 
from the pretty earpet. She had seareely succeeded when 
the long-desired arrival was heard. 

Who shall describe the blessed eomng Aome— the 
greeting, all smiles, and tears, and broken words; the 
happy, admiring glances around; the fireside corner, 
made ready for the bride; the busy handmaid, rich in 
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closes upon the lit- 





curtseys 
tle group? 

“ Now, my Eleanor,” said the young husband, “ weleome 
home !” 

“Welcome home!” echoed Mrs, Pennythorne, ready to 
weep. But very soon Philip took her hand, and Eleanor 
fell on her neck and kissed her almost like a daughter. 
Then they both thanked her tenderly aud said how pleas- 
ant it was to have her kind faee awaiting them on their ar- 
rival 

“You will stay with us and keep this New-year's Eve, 
dear friend ?” said Philip. It certainly cost him somethiug 
to eive the invitation, but he did it warmly and sincerely, 
feeling it was due. 

DN er, Mrs, Pennythorne did not accept it. She nev- 
er left her husband in an evening now, she said; and she 
had not far to go—only to her son's, where they were stay- 
mg with Fred. “He rather likes to have us there, now 
Isabella is so much away; and we like it too, because DURO 
baby. It is a great comfort to have a crandehild ; and he 
is such a beauty ” said Mrs, Pennythorne. “I sometimes 
think he has my Leigh’s 5 eyes, but I would not let them call 
him Leigh? And "though 'she spoke contentedly, and 
even smiled, it was easy to see that the mother’s thoughts 
were with hee lost darling still. 

Then she went away, and the husband and wife stood 
for the first time by their own hearth—not quite calmly, 
perhaps, for Philip’s voice trembled, and Eleanor’s lone 
lashes were cast down, glittering with a joyful tear, But 
the husband kissed it away, and then stretched himself ont 
in the arm-chair, book in hand, to “act the lazy,” as he said, 
while she made tea. He m not read much, apparently, 
for he held the volume upside down; and when his wife 
stood beside him with the tea, he Tuer her bright face 
down to his with a fondness that threw both eup and sau- 
cer into imminent peril. 

Then they wandered together about the room and the 
house, admiring every thing, aud talking of a thousand 
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happy plans. Eleanor sat down to the piano and began to 
sing, but her tones faltered more than onee; and Philip 
tried to read aloud, but 1t would not do—both their hearts 
were full of a happiness too tremulous and deep. At last 
Eleanor made her husband lean back in his arm-chair, while 
she came and sat at his feet, laying her head on his knee. 
Thus they rested, listening to the wailing of the stormy 
wind outside, which made more blessed the peace and still- . 
ness of their own dear home. 

They talked not wholly of joy, but of gone-by sorrow— 
even of death. They spoke with a solemn tenderness of 
Hugh—of Katharine; and then of him who, if still living, 
was to them as one numbered with the dead. Paul Lyne- 
don had passed away, and was seen no more. lie went 
abroad. Whether he wore out existence in angnished sol- 
itude, or sought oblivion in reckless pleasure — perhaps 
crime—no one then knew, and no one ever did know. Even 
his name had left no eel save on a little daisy-covered 
grave, which bore the inseription “ Katharine Lynedon.” 

“And, dearest !” said Philip,“ when I stood beside it last, 
in that peaeeful, smiling chureh-yard—where you and I 
will go to see it one day—I thought of the almost frenzied 
man who drove me from him, venting lis sorrow in curses. 
Perchance the poor heart beneath my feet might have lived 
to know a bitterer sorrow still. Andi said to myself, ‘So 
best! so best?” 

Eleanor kissed the hand on which her cheek rested, and 
both fell into a thoughtful silence. Then they spoke no 
more of the past. Hour by hour the old year waned, and 
the young husband and wife still sat talking, in happy yet 
grave confidence, of their coming future—of Philips future, 
for hers was Noc in his. 

“Tt shall be a life good, and great, and full of honor," said 
the wife, fondly ; ^ Iknow it will ? 

«IfI can make it so, Heaven helping me,” answered Phil- 
ip. “ But, Eleanor, darling, it is a hard life, too. We, who 
work at onee with heart, soul, and brain, have many a temp- 
tation to struggle ve and many a sorrow to bear; and 
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they who love us must bear much likewise for us and with 
us—sometimes even fron us." 

“JT fear not,” whispered Eleanor; “I, too, will enter on 
my life, saying, in my husband’s words, ‘ Heaven helping 
me^ And Heaven will help us both; and we will walk to- 
gether, hand in hand, each doing our appointed work until 
our lives’ end.” 

“Be it even so,my true wife, the help-meet God has given 
me !” was the low answer. 

“And, my own husband, when, after all our sorrows, we 
rest here heart to heart, looking back on the past as on a 
troubled dream, wherein we remember only the love that 
shone through all, let us think of those who still go in dark- 
ness, loving, struggling, suffering. Let us pray that they 
may have strength to endure, waiting until the light come. 
Oh Philip, God grant that all who love purely, truly, faith- 
fully, may find at last, like us, a blessed home !” 

“Amen!” said Philip Wychnor. 

And with that prayer the first hour of the New Year 
struck. 


THE END. 
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By Groree B. Davis, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, Cloth, $2 00. 


CYPRUS: its Ancient Cities, Tombs, and Temples. A Narrative 
of Researches and Excavations during Ten Years’ Residence 
in that Island. By L. P. pt Cesnova. With Portrait, Maps, 
and 400 Illustrations. 8vo, Cloth, Extra, Uncut Edges and 
Gilt Top, $7 50. 


THK ANCIENT CITIES OF THE NEW WORLD: Being 
Voyages and Explorations in Mexico and Central America, 
from 1857 to 1882. By Déstr& Cnarnay. ‘Translated by J. 
Gonino and Helen S. Conant. Illustrations and Map. Royal 
8vo, Ornamental Cloth, Uncnt Edges, Gilt Top, $6 00. 
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A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, from the Ac- 
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A IIISTORY OF TIIE FOUR GEORGES. By Jusris M'Can- 
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THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By Justin H. McCartuy. 
In Two Volumes. Volume I. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1 50. 


THE FRENCII REVOLUTION OF 178, as viewed in the Light 
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S. C. AnBorr. Maps, Illustrations, and Portraits, 2 vols., 
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NAPOLEON AT ST. HELENA; or, Anecdotes and Conversa- 
tions of the Emperor during the Years of his Captivity. Col- 
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Antommarehi, and others. By Joun S. C. Apsort. _ Illus- 
trated. 8vo, Cloth, $3 50; Sheep, $4 00; Ilalf Calf, $5 75. 


THE HISTORY OF FREDERICK THE SECOND, called 
Frederick the Great. By JouN S. C. AnBnorr. Illustrated. 
8vo, Cloth, $3 50; Sheep, $4 00; Half Calf, 85 75. 
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MY AUTOBIOGRAPILY AND REMINISCENCES. By W. P. 
EFritu, R.A. Portraits and Fac-similes. 2 vols., 12mo, Cloth, 
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WHAT I REMEMBER. Dy Triouas Aporriucs TnOoLLOPE. 
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MODERN ITALIAN POETS. (1770-1870.) Essays and Ver- 
sions. Dy WirrrAM Draw I[owrerLs. With Portraits. 12ino, 
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SYDNEY SMITII. <A Sketch of the Life and Times of the 
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Steel-plate Portrait and Illustrations. | 8vo, Cloth, $3 00. 
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